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  Prologue


A sudden drop into another world.

It was a world that, while boasting a somewhat developed culture across various fields, still lacked any of the games I used to enjoy on Earth.

Not even a single game revolving around charming characters existed, let alone the common gacha games.

For someone like me, who started every day completing daily quests in over ten games and protecting countless worlds within them, this was unbearable.

After all, the dopamine that modern humans thrive on had disappeared in an instant.

So, I decided to create it myself.

By sheer luck, I met a kind investor—a Celestial Being—and borrowed the formats of Earth to craft a game.

To please the investor and ensure its popularity, I chose the Celestials as the theme, something this world’s people would surely like.


Still, I worried about what might happen if the Celestials disliked me using their stories without permission…

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons asks me to please create some fan-service content because the pick rate for his demon lord character is too low.]


…Turns out, they like it?



 
  Chapter 1: Game release


“This part feels a bit lacking in execution.”

I tapped my fingers on the invisible keyboard in the air.

“Constellation, could you lend me a little help?”

With that, the holographic video floating before me began to change according to my will.

[The Dreamteller is asking if this is acceptable.]

A message from my Constellation appeared shortly after.

“It’s perfect.”

Click-clack-clack.


	Unlike those whining developers who complain that they can’t implement anything despite being given clear directions, my Constellation gets it done in a snap.



Falling into this world and meeting her was the greatest fortune of my life.

“Haaaah…”

After three days of relentless focus and testing, I could finally rest my exhausted body on the bed.

[The Dreamteller pats you on the back, saying you’ve worked hard.]

“You’re the one who worked hard, Constellation.”

I chuckled softly at the message that appeared before my eyes.

This world I fell into—Leyphania, a continent filled with numerous Constellations.

Each of them was a legendary hero who achieved greatness and ascended to divinity.

But my Constellation, [The Dreamteller], wasn’t quite the mighty type. 

She was more… adorable.

To me, who had become a poor academy student in this world, she was nothing less than a savior.

Without her, I wouldn’t even have dreamed of creating something as elaborate as an Earth-style game. 

Instead, I’d probably be worried about where my next meal would come from.

[The Dreamteller chatters excitedly about how she can’t wait for the game’s launch and the response.]

“Me too.”

What I missed wasn’t just the games I played on Earth.

It was the communities—the interactions, the shared experiences among players.

I wanted to see that kind of social dynamic again, the camaraderie formed through a shared love of culture and entertainment.

Together with my Constellation, I’d spent a year creating this game.

A game combining countless elements from Earth’s civilization with the divine powers of the god of dreams.

If this game didn’t shake up this world, nothing would.

Praying for its success, I allowed my heavy eyelids to close.

***

The largest magical-powered community on the Leyphania continent: Aferaio.

Aferaio was composed of countless sub-communities centered on various topics.

Among them was a particularly large community dedicated to games—the Magitech Game Gallery.


	Isn’t Elfras’s new game Mefitafo boring?

	Check out the drawing by Magic Guy.

	The academy girls smashed the cookie jar again.

	Updates from the underworld game company, Demonsoft.

	Ahem! I ate twenty meals today, I declare!



As always, the gallery was filled with nonsense posts unrelated to games.

Then, a post with the title Crazy New Game Released Today appeared in the community.

(A roughly edited game screenshot image was attached.)

The game’s title was Akashic Archive.

It was said to be a game where players could acquire and use characters based on the Constellations.

It would be serviced through its own platform—and it was free.


	Constellations? Is the developer insane?

	The visuals look decent, though.

	Free? Do they not care about making money?

	Stop talking about games in this gallery.



At first, the new game seemed destined to fade into obscurity like countless others.

But then…


	Wait a second, this game is weird.

	??? This feels too real.



Suddenly, the game became the hottest topic, taking over the community.


	Guys, I think this game is insane! It’s virtual reality!



ᄂ Shut up. It’s already been proven that virtual reality using illusion magic is impossible.

ᄂᄂ I’m serious. Just try it.

With its free-to-play model and simple setup requiring only a magical device, the new game Akashic Archive quickly captivated users.

[It’s a success! Already 10,000 users! The Dreamteller jumps up and down in joy.]

“It’s a success. Congratulations, Constellation.”

Watching the rapidly climbing real-time user graph, I smiled.

Using the Dreamteller’s powers, we created a virtual reality game.

Unlike the crude virtual realities implemented with illusion magic, this game allowed players to step directly into its world as soon as they activated it with their magical terminals.

The game manifested inside the players’ dreams.

It was a completely different league from the outdated games powered by magical devices.

Within it, I incorporated scenes, visuals, and content inspired by countless games I had enjoyed in my previous life.

For the people of Leyphania, who were used to games on par with those from Earth’s 1990s to early 2000s, this was nothing short of a revolution.

Once I started, I was confident that no one would be able to escape it.

Above all, my game was free.

It was the first free game in this world with an in-app purchase system.

Considering that the percentage of people who disliked spending money on games was higher here than on Earth, it was an excellent advantage to spread the game widely.

“When the money comes in, let’s start by building the temple for the Star Lord.”

In the brief time we celebrated our success, the number of real-time users had already surpassed 20,000.

At the same time, there was a surge in players purchasing efficient monthly subscriptions and battle passes.

The money was rolling in like crazy.

Unlike ordinary games, my game, implemented purely through my thoughts and the Star Lord’s divine power, required no development or server costs.

The enormous revenue pouring in now was pure profit.

[The Storyteller in Dreams asks if I can finally stop eating plain bread.]

[The Storyteller in Dreams asks if I can start dipping bread in sauce now.]

[The Storyteller in Dreams asks if I can drink juice now.]

…What kind of life had our Star Lord been living until now?

Even in the divine realm, do gods live so poorly if they lack apostles or worshippers to offer tributes?

And yet, despite my poverty, the Star Lord had never ordered me to offer sacrifices.

Even while mobilizing divine powers to assist with my project?

A surge of loyalty toward the Star Lord welled up in me.

“Of course, Star Lord. I’ll offer you plenty of sacrifices, so please look forward to it.”

But from now on, things would be different.

We were going to be rich.

***

In a lofty dimension, somewhere in the divine realm.

“Haaaah…”


A divine woman stretched her body as she rose from a pristine white bed.

Although she had awakened from sleep, she stared blankly into space for a moment. 

Suddenly, her eyebrows twitched.

“Divinity… suddenly?”

Divinity—tokens of faith gathered through her followers and apostles—was rapidly accumulating.

This resource, born from faith and serving as the foundation of all miracles performed by a god, had increased beyond reason.

She had done nothing but sleep, and yet…

“…What is this?”

The goddess examined the core of divinity within her, the heart of her godhood, to trace the origin of this surge.

The divinity, gathering at a rapid pace, was connected by threads stretching across various continents.

It hadn’t originated from a specific nation or group.

The sheer volume of divinity was akin to what might be witnessed after an apostle claimed an overwhelming victory in a grand war.

The goddess used her divine sight to observe the mortal realm.

What could have caused this phenomenon?

What factor had inspired such faith to bring her this amount of divinity?

***

“I cried because I wanted to marry Ren.”


	Great Ren.



“Apologies for the beginner question, but I got Ren on my first pull. Is that good?”

“She’s my wife.”

“Well written.”

“Ren Ren is adorable.”

Mortals mentioning her true name, [Ren], across the community.

They all shared one thing in common:

“I nearly cried when Ren saved us.”

“I never realized Ren was so amazing.”

They all seemed to have played a game called [Akashic Archive], encountering a being named Ren within it.

…2+1.

The goddess Ren was furious.

They had taken her name without permission? 

Her true name, at that?

Perceptions of a god directly impacted their faith and authority.

For some unknown mortal to tarnish that authority without permission?

It was an offense deserving divine punishment.

“…”


Ren hesitated as she gazed down at the mortal realm.

She could cleanse the developers of this blasphemous game right away, but she considered the merit of how it had spread her praise far and wide.

Above all, the faith pouring in from all directions pleased her.

“…Maybe I’ll try playing the game.”

She didn’t know exactly what kind of game it was, but to grasp the situation before passing judgment, playing it herself seemed like a reasonable idea.



 
  Chapter 2: Goddess Ren


The magical terminal received as a sacrifice through a command to an Apostle.

The terminal, raised by the intangible force of divine touch, found its way into the grasp of the goddess Ren.

“This… How does one use such a device?”

Under normal circumstances, she wouldn’t have even glanced at the crude creations of mortals from the lower world. 

However, the audacity of a game to use her name without permission, coupled with her curiosity, compelled her to act.

Bang! 

Bang!

The terminal didn’t respond, no matter how much she pounded on it with her fists.

“…Is this defective?”

The screen of the terminal, designed with considerable durability to withstand magical interference, shattered into countless pieces.

***

Hours later.

Ren, having smashed the fifth terminal, hurled it aside and received a sixth one from the Apostle.

After enduring a lengthy lecture from the Apostle on how to operate the device, she finally managed to make it work.

“…To think this could bring such humiliation to me.”

Though the game was blameless and the scolding she received was entirely her fault, the goddess muttered her displeasure toward the game. 

She then activated the game program she’d downloaded onto the terminal.

Buzz

[DreamStory presents]

White text appeared against a black screen as a logo flashed by.

Flash!

The power of dreams enveloped her.

Her surroundings shifted instantly, startling the goddess as she scanned the area.

It was a perfect 360-degree view, extending in every direction, shrouded in utter darkness.

“Virtual reality…”

The mystical technology astonished her, perfectly deceiving even the divine senses of a god. 

This was far beyond the scope of illusions or fantasy magic.

It bore the touch of divine power.

The hand of a constellation—or perhaps even an Apostle—was evident.

“Another constellation dared to use my name without permission…”

She felt indignant. 

She resolved to give them a good thump when she got the chance.

Beyond the darkened field of vision, countless points of light began to appear one by one.

A vast cosmos.

An astronomical number of stars emerged beyond her sight.

Even as a constellation, it was a breathtakingly beautiful universe unlike anything she’d seen before.

Captivated by the alluring scenery that surpassed any earthly night sky, the goddess whispered to herself, “Just a little longer.”

If she willed it, the power of dreams would shatter instantly under her divine presence, but she decided to remain still and watch.

[Please provide your name.]

A sudden question popped up.

Her name?

As she opened her mouth to answer, the goddess quickly shut it again.

Using her true name in a game was out of the question.

Even though her true name was widely recognized among the constellations, as a divine being, her name carried power. 

It could not be used lightly.

“Wendy.”

The goddess spoke the first name that came to mind, and the screen shifted.

[Welcome, Wendy.]

[This is the Akashic Archive.]

[A place where the heroic epics of the world are recorded.]

“The Akashic Archive?”

The goddess unconsciously repeated the words, her voice blending with the narration flowing across the white text.

[Within it are the spirits and souls of countless heroes who have saved the world.]

[You are a candidate to succeed the previous Archive administrator.]

Buzz

Her vision spun momentarily.

When her sight returned, she saw a pair of indistinct figures, a man and a woman, suspended in mid-air. 

Their bodies were blurred and unclothed, their eyes shut.

[Are you male or female?]

– Choose.

– Male

– Female

A holographic selection screen appeared in mid-air.

It seemed like she needed to select the avatar of the protagonist she’d play as.

Naturally, Ren reached for the female option.

Just as her hand was about to press it, a sudden thought crossed her mind.

‘It’s virtual, so why should I look the same as I do in reality?’

On impulse, her hand moved to the other option.

Ding!

[Wendy, you will experience countless epics recorded in the Akashic Archive.]

[May the light of the constellations guide you.]

[May your saga reach perfection.]

As soon as she pressed the button labeled “Male,” her consciousness was pulled into the avatar.

The screen turned black.

“Wendy.”

Someone called her name.

“Wendy. Wake up.”

“…Hmm?”

Her avatar moved independently of her will, opening its eyes.

“You’re awake, Wendy.”

Her vision, filled with white light, gradually cleared to reveal a young man, seemingly in his late teens, with striking black hair and handsome features.

The goddess moved her head, scanning her surroundings.

A colossal library filled with thousands upon thousands of bookshelves.

The space was vast enough to house several imperial capitals, yet the only people present were her and the young man before her.

“Did you fail to sleep last night out of nerves for your first day of testing?”

The man extended his hand toward the air.

Whoosh.


A book floated out from a shelf and landed in his grasp.

“That said, I won’t be lenient. This test is to determine whether you have what it takes to succeed me as the administrator of the Akashic Archive.”

He opened the book.

“Here’s your first trial. This book contains the story of a hero who protected a nation from the abyssal monsters. This heroic epic has become an eternal symbol of sacrifice for countless people.”

The man sent the open book flying into the air. Its pages fluttered rapidly.

“But recently, parts of this story have been corrupted by the forces of the Abyss. Your task is to purge the Abyssal influence and restore the epic to its original form.”

His gaze fell on the goddess.

“Now, let’s begin the test.”

Thud.

The man closed the book.

[Commencing reading.]

In an instant, light engulfed her vision.

Boom! Boom!

Deafening explosions and shockwaves blasted her backward.

“What is this?”

As the blinding light faded, her surroundings came into view—a pitch-black battlefield reeking of iron and blood.

Before she realized it, she was standing in the middle of the warzone, now transformed into a mere soldier.

***

“Kiieeeek!”

“Die! Die!”

“Argh! My arm!”

Crunch. Crunch.

The battlefield was filled with screams and monstrous cries.

All around, grotesque, misshapen creatures were engaged in fierce combat with the soldiers.

“Those monsters…”

The goddess’s eyes widened in shock.

The monsters were everywhere.

She recognized them.

No, she couldn’t help but recognize them.

They were the very same creatures from another dimension she had fought as a human.

“Kiiiieeeek!”

Suddenly, a monster lunged at her from behind, aiming to attack.

‘Damn it! I was so distracted I didn’t notice it approaching!’

In her current form, she was no longer a powerful deity wielding divine powers but merely an ordinary soldier.

She lacked the strength to throw off the massive creature pinning her down.

As its sharp claws and teeth closed in to tear apart the goddess’s avatar—

Bam!

A blade’s strike from somewhere sliced the monster cleanly in half.

Crunch.

“Are you all right?”

Beyond the sight of the green blood splattered from the now-bisected monster, the goddess could see her.

A woman clad in resplendent armor that shone even in the dark battlefield.

It was the hero who had saved the kingdom through her sacrifice—Knight Ren.

The figure who, after her death, had been elevated to a celestial position.

It was her own former self.

***

On the second day of release, the system-recorded concurrent users had already exceeded 100,000.

Word seemed to have spread like wildfire, and the number of players was skyrocketing.

Likewise, the revenue balance was shooting through the roof.

“I’m still hungry for more.”

Even in a fantasy world, where magitech had advanced significantly, this was an era where even commoners typically carried at least one mana terminal.

With nearly the entire continent as potential customers, there was still plenty of room for growth.

I scrolled through various communities on my terminal, checking public opinion.


	“How is this even possible? It’s not illusion magic, right?”

	“Our tower master said this is beyond human capabilities!”

	“So what, did a dragon make it?”

	“Who knows, maybe a celestial did.”

	“Why won’t our celestial create something like this for us?”



Since it was a virtual reality game, most players expressed awe at the experience.

Interestingly, it wasn’t just the game itself that was being praised, but also Knight Ren, the protagonist of Episode 0—the introductory episode.


	“Ren…”

	“Why did Ren have to die at the end! Save Ren, you monster!”

	“Time for the regular Ren appreciation hour.”

	“How do I marry Ren?”



Even though Ren was just an NPC, the realistic experience seemed to have deeply impressed the players, leading them to form a strong attachment to her character.

As a result, many players were spending heavily to acquire the limited-pickup character, [Knight Ren].

“That’s great news.”

In character-gacha games, the key drivers behind spending are a character’s performance and charm.

While performance is tricky to adjust due to inflation and value preservation issues, charm is a different story. 

Making players genuinely love a character is crucial.

Moreover, using a tiered system, we could sell [Summer Ren], [Christmas Ren], [Fallen Ren], and even [Celestial Ren] beyond [Knight Ren].

Choosing the story of [Hero Ren], a widely beloved tale even on this continent, as the first narrative was indeed the right decision.

The heroic story resonated deeply with the locals while also being familiar to them through history books, ensuring its success.

…But why was there no mention of the Akashic Archive Keeper?

The guide character for the protagonist, who also served as the former Keeper of the Akashic Archive.

He was a character based on my previous life, with a slightly better-looking face sculpt.

I had created him with the hope of portraying my past self as somewhat dignified… yet no one was talking about him.

Everyone seemed obsessed with Ren, paying no attention to the Keeper.

It was mildly irritating.

Should I increase the Keeper’s screen time?

As I toyed with the draft of Act 1’s storyline, I shook my head.

No.

A developer inserting their self-insert character is one of the biggest pitfalls.

With my life on the line for this game—no, with the lives of the celestial and the rebirth process at stake—I couldn’t afford to make such a mistake.

***

Ding!

A message from the celestial arrived.

“Big trouble! Big trouble!” cries the Dreaming Storyteller.

Big trouble?

“The Celestial Ren has invaded!” the Dreaming Storyteller exclaims in panic.

The real-world version of Knight Ren, Celestial Ren.

She had apparently shown up to the celestial.

Impossible.

That slothful celestial, famous for her inaction?

Celestial [Sacrifice in Sloth].

True name: [Ren].

One of the Seven Virtues, she was a hero of sacrifice, elevated to celestial status after her death.


Among the celestials, she was notorious for her lack of activity.

Yet, as the embodiment of the word “sacrifice,” she was a major deity whose stories were well-known from childhood.

That made her ideal for adaptation, and I had assumed she wouldn’t take any action even if we used her tale…

But to think she’d show up so soon.

A potential crisis had arrived, and it might lead to the game shutting down just two days after its launch.



 
  Chapter 3: Article rental


“……!”

The goddess rose from her bloodied, green-soaked body.

Her usual divine cleanliness, maintained by her celestial form, was now a distant memory, replaced by a dirty, sticky sensation that clung to her skin. 

Yet, such discomfort meant nothing to her.

A hero who roamed the battlefield, dazzling in radiant light, vanquishing monsters.

Despite being the kingdom’s strongest knight and a vital commander in war, she shone brightly, attracting the gaze of monsters while saving allied soldiers.

Wounds began to multiply on her body as she threw herself into danger, leading by example. 

Yet, she pressed on, undeterred.

And that hero, [Knight Ren], was none other than the past life of the goddess.

“……This memory?”

It was the life she lived before ascending to become a celestial being.

“……I remember.”

The goddess recalled the faint, distant memories of her past.

Back when she was human, the kingdom she had sworn to protect was invaded by monsters born of the Abyss.

These creatures, their origin shrouded in mystery, possessed only an insatiable instinct to slaughter sentient beings, including humans, as they swept across the continent.

Driven by a hive mind linked to a single queen, they ignored their own survival, frenzied in their attempts to rip apart humanity. 

They were the embodiment of terror itself.

Ren stood still, watching her past self swing an aura-infused blade, cutting through the monsters.

A hero who prioritized the victory of the battlefield and the preservation of her allies over her own safety.

“To think I was like this.”

Even though it was her own valor, she couldn’t help but be awestruck.

The hero of humanity stood before her.

It had been centuries since she had been elevated and celebrated as a celestial being.

The lethargy of the divine realm had lulled her into forgetting herself. 

But now, a profound ripple stirred in her heart.

She remembered what she had accomplished in her past life.

She remembered what kind of being she once was.

***

A sharp clicking sound echoed.

From among the monsters, an agile, mantis-like creature suddenly leapt out.

“…An Elder Guardian.”

According to her memories, only three of these apex monsters existed, serving as the queen’s royal guard.

‘Why is it here now?’

But as far as her memories went, this battlefield was not where it should have appeared.

Something was different from her past.

-Click! Click! Click!-

The Elder Guardian ignored all lesser creatures, spreading its wings as it charged straight at Knight Ren.

Clang!

The sharp, chitinous blade of the creature collided with Ren’s aura blade.

As expected of an elite soldier forged with immense resources by the Abyss, the creature’s weapon boasted strength rivaling that of the aura blade.

-Screech!-

At that moment, a massive monster prepared to unleash its acidic breath toward the clustered soldiers.

If the acid breath drenched them, the soldiers would all dissolve in an instant.

“Damn it!”

Ren clicked her tongue, slashing a beam of sword energy to cleave the large monster in two.

But the price of splitting her attention was steep.

Crunch!

“Argh!”

The mantis-like Elder Guardian’s blade severed the arm holding Ren’s sword.

Her sword flew from her grasp, embedding itself into the ground at the goddess’s feet.

“This… this can’t be.”

The goddess was horrified.

This was something that hadn’t occurred in her past life.

The Elder Guardian had never appeared on this battlefield, let alone caused such damage to her body at this stage.

“This is supposed to happen during the queen’s lair assault…”

[Trial.]

[Story.]

[Abyssal Corruption.]

The goddess finally understood.

The overseer had mentioned that this story, containing her saga, had been corrupted by the Abyss.

Initially, she had thought the monsters’ origin from the Abyss was the sole connection. 

But it seemed the power of the Abyss had twisted the narrative itself.

As a candidate for the overseer’s role, the task she had been given was to rectify this distortion.

The goddess gently picked up Ren’s sword.

The cool yet familiar warmth of the blade filled her hand.

This was her beloved weapon from long ago, forgotten until now.

Crackle!

At first, the sword rejected her touch, releasing a surge of energy to cast her away. 

But upon sensing her will, it calmed, accepting her once again.

-Screech!-

Realizing she had taken up the sword, countless monsters swarmed toward her.

[Wield the sword.]

An intangible force emanated from the blade, attempting to guide her movements like a tutorial in a virtual reality game.

“No.”

The goddess unleashed the sword’s energy, shattering all external guidance.

“I don’t need it.”

This was a battlefield she had already experienced.

The years spent in the divine realm hadn’t dulled her instincts.

Whoosh!


With a burst of power, the goddess leapt into action, swinging the sword with precision.

The moment her hand gripped the blade, her body brimmed with magic.

The energy coursing through her supported her swift and deft movements.

-Screech!-

-Kreek!-

-Rumble…!-

A radiant line cut through the mass of monsters.

At its forefront stood the goddess, who finally reached Knight Ren.

Boom!

Her past self was now fighting the Elder Guardian with only her remaining hand, relying on sheer martial strength.

Although Ren was stronger than the Elder Guardian, she was growing weaker.

The injuries she sustained while aiding others throughout the battle, coupled with the massive blood loss from her severed arm, were draining her life force.

[Save Knight Ren.]

“You don’t need to say it—I’ll do it anyway.”

The goddess gripped her sword tightly and intervened in the battle between two mighty warriors.

-Screech!

In the heat of victory, a sudden new contender joined the fray, prompting the Elder Guardian to tremble its wings in anger.

Knight Ren looked briefly startled but quickly smiled and coordinated with the goddess, launching a seamless chain of attacks.

When the Elder Guardian’s blade was blocked by Knight Ren, the goddess sliced through with her sword. 

When the goddess held off its strikes, Knight Ren shattered its defenses with raw power.

Despite being strangers, their coordination was so fluid it seemed as though they were a single entity.

The Elder Guardian lasted no more than thirty seconds.

The Guardian’s shattered body fragments scattered across the battlefield.

-Boom!

With the fall of the top-ranking entity, the Elder Guardian, all the monsters on the battlefield retreated in chaos.

The Queen, acknowledging her defeat, had ordered a retreat.

“Lieutenant! Do not pursue! Clean up the battlefield and tend to the wounded!”

Demonstrating her command as the supreme leader, Knight Ren gave several orders before walking over to the goddess with a bright smile.

“Soldier! Your efforts just now were exceptional. Without your help, that disgusting monster would have taken me down!”

The goddess remained silent.

There was much she wanted to say, but the words refused to leave her lips.

Meeting her past self had stirred too many emotions within her.

Without a word, the goddess extended the sword she had been holding.

“Hm?”

Knight Ren’s expression turned to slight surprise as she looked at the sword.

“I thought it looked familiar—so this was my sword. Incredible. I didn’t think anyone besides me could wield this demonic blade.”

She reached out and took the sword in her hand, momentarily lost in thought.

“Now that I think about it, it might be better for you to keep it.”

“…What?”

“I’ve lost my dominant right hand, but you haven’t. And beyond that, you wield this sword with a skill that far surpasses my own.”

Knight Ren spoke with certainty and handed the sword back to the goddess.

“Take it.”

Reluctantly, the goddess accepted the sword again.

The noble act of entrusting such a cherished weapon—one that represented a significant portion of her strength—to a stranger for the greater good of humanity left the goddess speechless.

‘Was I really this kind of person?’

The memory of herself wasting away in the divine realm was an unbearable contrast.

***

As the battlefield was cleaned up, Knight Ren dragged the goddess to a strategy meeting held in the general’s tent.

This gathering, typically reserved for high-ranking officers, now had a lowly soldier sitting in a corner.

“With this battle, we’ve annihilated their main forces and seized a critical stronghold that leads to the heart of their territory.”

Knight Ren spread out a large map and began her briefing.

Her severed arm had already been replaced by an alchemically crafted chrome prosthetic.

“However, these creatures function like cells bound to a singular entity. Reducing their numbers alone won’t deal a decisive blow. They’ll quickly replenish their forces and strike back at us.”

Using a long pointer, Knight Ren indicated a red circle in the middle of the map.

“We must kill the Queen that commands and coordinates them. Only then will the war end.”

The plan involved the main force distracting the enemy’s army while an elite strike team infiltrated to assassinate the Queen.

It was the same strategy executed in her previous life, leading to the Queen’s death and the abyss being driven back.

‘At the cost of my own life, though.’

In her final moments, she had sacrificed herself to take the Queen down with her.

That noble act saved humanity and enshrined her in history, elevating her to godhood.

But the goddess sitting here now was far removed from that selfless hero.

Knight Ren, the embodiment of her past, was an entirely different person.


“And the key to this operation lies here.”

As Knight Ren spoke, her pointer landed on a specific spot on the map.

All the generals, officers, and strategists followed her direction with their gaze.

“Eh? …Me?”

At the tip of the pointer sat the goddess Ren.



 
  Chapter 4: Sacrifice overcoming


“How did I end up here…?”

The goddess stared blankly at the entrance of a dark, ominous cave, its maw resembling the gaping throat of a dragon.

One moment, she had been attending a strategy meeting; the next, she found herself among a special forces team in her past, preparing to defeat the queen.

“I apologize for dragging you into such a dangerous battlefield.”

Knight Ren, the leader of the squad, approached her, perhaps assuming she was frightened.

“But this mission is critical—our future as humanity hinges on it. If we let this opportunity slip, we, unlike them, cannot replenish resources or soldiers. Humanity will fall. That’s why we need the strength of a warrior as capable as you. Please, fight alongside us.”

Despite her rank, which would have justified commanding her, Ren made a plea instead.

The goddess glanced at the knight and thought of her former self—the hero she used to be.

She wanted to reclaim what she had lost.

“…Fine. Let’s give it a shot.”

She also wanted to change the pathetic, lazy version of herself, constantly scolded even by her own apostles.

“Thank you! Truly!”

Delighted by her response, Ren led the way as they ventured into the cave.

***

‘I entered this underground cave in my past life with ten members of the special forces.’

Back then, she and her companions had defeated the queen together. 

Unlike now, where it was just her and Ren, they hadn’t rushed in alone.

This change was likely due to the game mechanics, which centered events on the protagonist. 

The goddess, however, couldn’t grasp this reasoning.

‘It must be because the records of history are incomplete.’

A bitter feeling settled in her chest.

The thought that the comrades who fought by her side, clearing elite monsters so she could reach the queen, had been forgotten…

‘No, perhaps the one at fault is me—for failing to pass down those memories to future generations.’

She reflected on her many mistakes.

***

“Uwo Aaargh!”

“Keiek!”

The goddess and Knight Ren pushed forward, cutting down wave after wave of monsters.

Even with the kingdom’s army holding the main force of monsters outside, the elite guard defending the queen’s den came at them relentlessly.

After slashing through hundreds of monsters, they finally reached the bottommost layer of the cave.

“Krrrk.”

“Kirruk.”

Three Elder Guardians emerged from the darkness.

‘Even after killing one outside, there are still three left?’

In her past life, there had only been three Elder Guardians in total.

‘The Abyss’s influence must have heightened the difficulty.’

Clang!

Ren blocked the reckless attacks of two of the guardians.

“I’ll leave the last one to you!”

“One, you say.”

The goddess faced off against the remaining Elder Guardian, her sword gleaming.

She needed to take it down quickly to help Ren, who seemed strained battling two of them.

Compared to her past self, she had lost her original arm and wielded a different sword. 

Ren handling two Elder Guardians at once was pushing the limits.

Clang! 

Claaang!

Using her mastery of transcendent swordsmanship, the goddess evaded the Elder Guardian’s blade.

“Krrk!”

Seizing the opening, she sliced through its weapon and, with a single fluid motion, cleaved its neck.

Thud.

Not stopping there, she gripped her sword in reverse to ensure the creature was dead. 

But at that moment—

Woooom.

A blue light shimmered from the Elder Guardian’s corpse, surging toward her.

“What is this?!”

Startled, the goddess tried to dodge, but the light moved too swiftly and seeped into her body.

Thump.

A small ripple coursed through her.

Thump. 

Thump.

The ripple grew larger and stronger.

Finally—

Bang!

The wave engulfed her completely, and from her back, a pair of radiant wings burst forth.

“Elder Guardian’s wings?”

It was the essence of the Elder Guardian, absorbed into her character.

“So that’s how it is…”

The harsh conditions—facing the queen with only two people—had always puzzled her. 

Yet, so many players had managed to clear this episode.

“If absorbing their essence is possible, that explains everything.”

The Elder Guardian’s traits—[Acceleration], [High-Speed Flight], and [Enhanced Vitality]—activated in their purest form, empowering her avatar.

Though it fell short of her true strength, the abilities placed her on a level that could only be described as superhuman.

This unique feature belonged to the protagonist of the game Akashic Archive.

*** 

Boom!

The goddess leaped, slamming into the two Elder Guardians pressuring Ren.

Bang! Crash!

With the newfound power of [Acceleration], her sword strikes shattered the monsters.

“Huff… Huff… That power of yours… What is it?”


The goddess, now clad in armor and wings forged from the Elder Guardian’s abilities, might have appeared monstrous—perhaps even like an agent of the Abyss.

But Ren waved it off with a grin.

“No matter. Thank you for saving me. I might not have made it without you.”

Ren dusted off her blade and gestured forward.

“All obstacles are dead.”

She adjusted her grip on her sword and stepped forward.

“Beyond this lies our final target—the mother of those beasts, the one who can end this war.”

Turning to the goddess, Ren smirked.

“Thanks to you, we made it this far. I’m grateful. Now, the final stage awaits. Are you ready?”

The goddess gave a silent nod.

“Good. Then let’s finish this—for the salvation of humanity.”

***

Roar!

The Queen of Monsters, a colossal beast dwarfing even four ogres combined, let out a deafening shriek before collapsing.

Even Ren of her past life had struggled to defeat the queen without bringing the cave down on them. 

But against the goddess, now enhanced by the essence of monsters, it stood no chance.

‘…If I had this kind of power in my past life, would things have turned out differently?’

Her heart was unsettled, perhaps because she had defeated the queen so easily.

“Haha… hahahahaha!”

The knight, Ren, covered in blood, burst out laughing.

“It was a heroic feat, my friend! A warrior clad in black armor flying through the air to hunt down the Demon Queen! Your name will surely go down in history as a legend!”

Amid her wild laughter, she suddenly looked puzzled.

“Come to think of it, I never asked your name. How rude of me! …Let me ask again. What is your name?”

There was so much she wanted to say.

That she was another version of herself from the future.

That she knew all about the events that would unfold.

But as the goddess’s avatar hesitated over what to say, she opened her mouth—

Ding!

[Access terminated.]

Like a snapped film reel, her surroundings plunged into darkness.

“Well done. I’ll give your first trial nine out of ten.”

When her eyes opened again, a black-haired boy—no, the overseer—stood before her.

[Game session ended.]

With a flash of light, her usual room greeted the goddess as she exited the virtual reality.

She already knew.

That place wasn’t the past but the world inside a game.

A mere illusion, a fabricated version of a bygone era she could never return to.

“LIEH…”

Her divine title was [Sacrifice of Sloth].

Unlike gods who ascended actively, she was a passive deity born during her posthumous deification.

She was famous as a recluse, a quiet god who never left her domain, despite possessing overwhelming power and faith.

“It feels like I’ve woken up from a deep sleep.”

Why had she lived like that?

Forgetting the comrades she once journeyed with, ignoring their memory, and lazing around in her sanctuary.

It was entirely out of character.

A strange sense of unease, as if something had tampered with her consciousness, lingered.

But now, things are different.

Even if it had been a false dream, that dream had freed her from the deep slumber that had consumed her reality.

Thanks to it, she had regained her clarity.

Now she understood what she had to do.

“First, I should go express my gratitude.”

The power that recreated the game [Akashic Archive] was one of dreams.

And if it was related to dreams, there could only be one—the goddess of dreams.

The goddess recalled a small, childlike deity she had seen long ago.

Ding!

[The Sacrifice of Sloth conveys her gratitude.]

“…What?”

The message arrived in the form of a divine transmission, much like the messages from her own deity, but this one was from the goddess Ren.

Confused by the chaotic situation, I couldn’t help but be dumbfounded.

‘D-don’t worry! I didn’t reveal anything about your identity!’ the storyteller of dreams stammers nervously.

No, really, if you’re that scared, it’s okay to mention it. At least my identity.

I had thought the goddess might be furious for borrowing her likeness without permission and would descend upon me in wrath, but thankfully, that wasn’t the case.

Instead, she expressed gratitude.

Was it because I had made her story so grand?

I was glad I hadn’t included any negative scenes while marketing the character “Knight Ren” as a limited edition.

If I had portrayed her in a silly or unflattering way, both I and my deity would likely have faced divine judgment by now.

Thinking about that sent chills down my spine.

[The Sacrifice of Sloth asks if she may make one request.]

“Oh, of course! Your permission to use your story was already a great honor. Anything you wish!”

Given that she was the core character of the most important tutorial in our game, I would kneel and bow to fulfill any request.

Even if she wanted her nose raised a bit higher or added a halo effect in key scenes, I would happily oblige.

But her request was entirely unexpected.

[The Sacrifice of Sloth asks to have the names of ten members of the special squad included in the game.]

“Special squad?”

After listening to Ren’s explanation, I understood what she meant.

The special squad that had accompanied her into the underground cave to defeat the Abyss Queen.

Each member had sacrificed themselves at critical moments, guiding Ren to reach the queen and ensuring the mission’s success.

Unfortunately, all of them, including Ren, had perished underground, leaving no one to tell their tale.

The only fact known to history was that the Abyss Queen’s death caused the collapse of the monsters, implying their success.

With no one to recount their deeds, history only remembered Ren, the already renowned leader of the squad.

While the soldiers who had drawn the monsters’ attention outside had their stories passed down, the tales of the squad members were forgotten.

The goddess Ren’s request was simple: to immortalize their story in the game.

“Don’t worry, Goddess. Soon, the entire world will know the names of those ten.”

The tutorial, the part of the game most remembered by players, could ensure that her wish would come true.

And since the [Abyss Queen] was the final boss of the tutorial, she would also be the first weekly boss in future content.


Including the squad as supporting characters in the weekly boss fight seemed fitting.

From now on, players would hunt the queen every week for various rewards, commemorating the ten warriors each time.

When I explained these changes and mentioned how the Abyss Queen would be defeated thousands, even millions of times by players, the goddess laughed.

[The Sacrifice of Sloth, now Overcoming Sloth, smiles brightly.]

Even through the divine language, I could feel her radiant joy.



 
  Chapter 5: 10 Forgotten Warriors


[Akashic Archive] One Week Post-Launch.

Central Temple of the Sacrifice Church.

“Tot…”

Melissa, the First Apostle of the Sacrifice Church, perked up her elongated elven ears before letting out a deep sigh.

The Star God had changed so much.

Once a powerful deity, now reduced to a slothful entity whose very name suggested indolence. 

Melissa found herself struggling to care for a figure who felt more like a lazy younger sibling, constantly holed up in her room.

She had hoped for the Star God to step outside more often, but…

She hadn’t wished for this much of a change.

Commanding all the temples dedicated to her to erect memorials and statues for the so-called Ten Heroes? 

Did she even comprehend how many temples there were across the continent?

The tale of the Star God’s ultimate sacrifice to protect humanity had been passed down across the races as a timeless legend. 

It taught the virtue of sacrifice, ensuring that her temples could be found in every corner of the land.

As the First Apostle overseeing all these temples, Melissa now bore the duty of commissioning monuments and statues for the Ten Heroes at every site.

But who exactly were these Ten Heroes?

In over 200 years of serving the Star God, Melissa had never heard of them. 

Not a single record of them existed in the written lore of the Star God’s saga.

“Ugh…”

Flopping onto her bed, Melissa reached for her mana terminal.

“Well, she’s still my Star God.”

Her devotion was unwavering. She would gladly grant her beloved Star God’s requests, no matter how arduous.

Buzz.

As she activated her device, the game [Akashic Archive] launched.

Ordinarily, Melissa, like most elves, wouldn’t spare a glance at something as trivial as a game. 

But this one was different.

A virtual reality game where you could control and interact with a character modeled after the Star God herself.

“Hehehe… Come here!”

Logging in, Melissa let out a sly laugh as she hugged the character [Knight Ren].

To see the Star God in her prime—Melissa, her lifelong fan since childhood, could hardly contain herself.

***

Full Breakthrough.

A term used to describe reaching the highest enhancement level for a character by drawing multiple duplicates of the same character.

Melissa had poured everything into achieving this for [Knight Ren], drawing her repeatedly until she maxed out the breakthrough level.

She had used every bit of in-game currency, [Sage Stones], earned through gameplay, and even spent real money. 

But it was worth it.

After reveling in hugging and snuggling with Ren for a while, she opened the character’s status window.

As the Star God’s Apostle, Melissa was determined to create the most perfect [Knight Ren] of any player.

To that end, she planned to max out all of Ren’s skills.

“What’s this material, though? Where do I even find it?”

She had gathered all the necessary materials except for one—a mysterious item called [Heart of the Demon Queen]. 

She had no idea where to obtain it.

“I need to upgrade her quickly…”

Leaving the Star God’s character in a weakened state felt like a grave sin to Melissa.

Ding!

A system notification suddenly appeared.

[New Content: Weekly Boss has been released.]

[Challenge available once per week. Clearing it grants character enhancement materials and Sage Stones.]

[Experience an untarnished version of the true past, unaffected by the Abyss’s distortion.]

“…Weekly Boss?”

The announcement heralded the game’s first update and the release of new content.

Whoosh.

Curious, Melissa pressed the newly appeared button floating in the air. 

A book suddenly sprang out and engulfed her.

“Kyaaa!”

When she opened her eyes, she found herself in a dim underground cavern—the Demon Queen’s lair, a place she had encountered during the tutorial episode.

“Commander! What are you spacing out for? We need to break through!”

Surrounded by a group of ten comrades fighting to clear a path through the monsters’ defenses, Melissa’s mind reeled.

And then—

“Wait… Am I… the Star God?”

She realized she had possessed [Knight Ren].

“Commander! We don’t have time for this!”

Pulled along by her comrades, Melissa descended deeper into the cave.

Monsters swarmed to block their advance, throwing themselves at the group. 

Melissa and her allies cut through the horde.

Though she had cleared this very area in story mode, the absence of the protagonist’s essence-absorbing ability and her own unfamiliarity with controlling Ren’s body made the challenge far more daunting.

Eventually, they were surrounded, monsters closing in from all directions.

“Damn it! Looks like there’s no choice. It’s my turn first!”

A burly mercenary wielding a massive axe stepped forward.

“Commander, it’s been an honor fighting alongside you. Please… take down their leader.”

With a roar, he unleashed his mana and charged into the monster horde.

“Damn Hans. Always trying to act cool.”

“His sacrifice won’t be in vain! Let’s move, Commander!”

Suppressing their sorrow, the group pressed onward.

Melissa followed in a daze.

Sacrifice…

The Ten Soldiers.

The puzzle pieces scattered across her mind began to assemble into a coherent picture.

Could the Ten Heroes the Star God had mentioned… actually be them?

She recalled the system’s description of the Weekly Boss as “the true past.”

The story mode she had played was a distorted version, warped by the Abyss.

This… was the real past.

These were the true companions who had fought alongside the Star God—the genuine heroes.

One by one, the nine comrades threw themselves into the fight, paving the way for Melissa to reach the Demon Queen.


At last, only the Eldritch Guardians stood between her and the Queen’s chamber.

The final comrade fell to one of the Guardians’ blades, collapsing with a smile.

“My turn has finally come…

You’ll meet your end at the hands of our commander…”

Clutching a small mana orb, he detonated it, taking one of the Guardians with him.

As Melissa felled the remaining Guardians, the door to the Demon Queen’s chamber lay open before her.

“Collins.”

Ten members of the special task force chose sacrifice without a moment’s hesitation to send Ren to the Queen.

Now, it was her turn to repay them.

Creaaak.

Melissa, using Knight Ren’s body, opened the Queen’s chamber door.

***

Title: Is This For Real?

Content: (Gameplay video of the Akashic Archive’s weekly boss content)

Postscript: The credits at the end listed the names of the ten individuals.

*[In honor of the ten forgotten heroes who saved the world]

Comments:


	“If this were fake, the Sacrifice Church would’ve protested and flipped the game company by now. Guess it’s real.”

	“The Sacrifice Church is even building a monument and statues for the ten special task force members. The monument’s name matches the weekly boss raid.”

	“Wait, does this mean the names of those ten heroes weren’t properly known until now? Real heroes for sure.”

	“Rest in peace, noble spirits.”

	“A moment of silence for them.”



***

“Do you think this is all right?”

I asked the goddess while observing the reactions of the continent’s people through the community.

“The Sacrifice in Sloth deeply appreciates the efforts that brought their story to light. They want to clasp your hands but lament not sharing the same space.”

“The Sacrifice in Sloth says their sacrifices enabled the world to know of these heroes.”

“The Sacrifice in Sloth offers to grant you anything you wish—just say the word.”

“It was something I had to do, of course.”

Heroes who sacrificed their lives to protect the world, only for their names to be forgotten.

Knowing that there were nameless heroes even in my past life’s country, and understanding the sorrow of such anonymity, I couldn’t stand idly by.

Even without the goddess’s request, I would have included their story in the game.

“No reward is necessary. Allowing me to use your story is already a great honor.”

The astronomical revenue generated from the game’s success had freed me and my constellation from labor.

Thanks to her, I had already been rewarded more than enough—there was nothing more to wish for.

“The Sacrifice in Sloth is deeply moved.”

“The Sacrifice in Sloth asks if you’d consider becoming their apostle.”

“The Sacrifice in Sloth promises to treat you well and extends their pinky finger in a vow.”

“The Dreamteller is horrified.”

“The Dreamteller clings to the Sacrifice in Sloth’s leg, flailing and pleading, ‘Don’t take my apostle!’”

“Haha… I’m grateful, but I’m already the apostle of my constellation. I cannot betray the grace I’ve received.”

The Sacrifice Church, one of the ten major religions on the continent, held considerable influence.

Even though it ranked last among the ten, being an apostle of such a religion would still grant privileges equivalent to those of a high-ranking noble.

“The Dreamteller nervously fidgets with their fingers.”

How could I abandon the constellation that had given me so much?

Don’t worry, my constellation. I’ll always remain your apostle.

…Besides, without your power, I couldn’t create games and would have to endure a boring life.

“The Sacrifice in Sloth laments losing such a promising individual.”

Sensing the need to change the subject, I quickly spoke.

“By the way, are you all right with this?”

I referenced the comments circulating in the community.


	“Doesn’t this mean Sacrifice erased their comrades’ stories and claimed all the credit?”

	“If they were subordinates, Sacrifice should’ve revealed their names earlier. Hiding them to steal the glory?”

	“Building statues now feels like a last-ditch attempt to save face after the Akashic Archive exposed the truth.”



The initial overwhelming support for the goddess Ren had now given way to factions spreading malicious rumors about her.

They didn’t even realize that without her confession, the tale of the ten special task force members might never have been known.

“The Sacrifice in Sloth somberly says that karma catches up with wrongdoers.”

“The Sacrifice in Sloth admits that not sharing their comrades’ names for centuries is a debt they must pay.”

A debt…

Indeed, it was strange that someone who had fought as a selfless hero would fail to honor her comrades’ names for hundreds of years.

Was there more to the story?

I scrolled through the community, lost in thought, and suddenly froze.


	“I want to French kiss Ren-Ren.”

	“Wuwu, Ren-Ren’s thighs are making me… uh, never mind.”

	“If you fart on her stomach, what kind of smell comes out?”

	“I want to lick our Ren’s thighs.”



…Perhaps it was better to leave these unspoken.

Bzzzzzz.

“???”

The magical artifact next to me began vibrating.

I picked it up.

The artifact was connected to an ad board I’d set up in the divine realm to recruit a constellation for an upcoming official episode—a key figure for Chapter 1 and the second pickup character.

The system allowed direct communication with interested constellations while protecting my identity. 

My constellation had insisted, fearing I might be kidnapped by others if exposed.

A constellation had responded to the ad?


Who could it be?

Heart pounding, I opened the artifact.

Then, upon seeing the name of the constellation, my breath caught.

“The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath.”

An entirely unexpected heavyweight, and the least likely candidate I had anticipated, had appeared.



 
  Chapter 6: Angry Magician


In a secluded corner of the Divine Realm:

Click.

Hissss.

In a dimly lit room, a man wearing glasses pulled the lever of a strange device. 

A significant amount of smoke poured out.

Whirrrrr.

With a loud noise, the divine energy began to swirl as the device came to life.

Whirrrrrrrr…

And then it stopped.

Bang!

The device exploded, spewing black smoke.

Boom!

“…Damn it!”

The man, who had shielded himself from the explosion using divine energy, slammed his hand down hard on the desk.

“Another failure!”

Unable to contain his frustration, he kicked the device.

Clang! Clang! Clang!

“Why! Why won’t it work? I fixed everything!”

For a while, he let his anger take over, lashing out at the machine that had refused to cooperate. 

Suddenly, he grabbed his head.

Again.

Again, this rage filled his mind.

This unreasonably fast-spreading anger clouded his thoughts. 

He should be calmly continuing his research, but instead, he had allowed his fury to destroy the very device he was working on.

His face contorted in pain from a splitting headache, the man opened the door to his lab and stepped outside.

He needed to cool off and let the anger subside before he could resume his work.

The cool breeze greeted him as he stepped out.

After hours of tinkering with machines in his dark corner, the fresh air cleared his mind just a bit.

“…Hmm?”

As he wandered through the streets of the Divine Realm, he noticed a peculiar sight: a group of gods huddled around a signpost.

Gods, who normally prided themselves on their dignity and avoided anything remotely undignified, were gathered in such a manner—it was an unusual scene.

Curious, he approached the group.

In the center of the huddle, the sign bore messy, childlike handwriting:

“Seeking a Protagonist for [Akashic Archive]!”

It was an announcement searching for a celestial to feature in a game currently being serviced in the mortal world.

“So that Sloth ended up becoming the protagonist of that game and received an amplification of divine energy?”

“Yeah, I heard she appeared as the main character of one of the game’s episodes. It seems the game’s influence played a significant role.”

“To think a lowly entertainment tool enjoyed by mortals could generate this much divine energy…”

The man listened in on the gods’ chatter.

“While we don’t know the exact numbers, it’s estimated that based on the mentions of faith and the flow of divine energy, the amount of divine power Sloth accumulated in the past seven days surpassed that of Blessing.”

“From what I recall, Sloth was one of the Seven Great Heroes and a constellation symbolizing sacrifice. She used to draw a decent amount of divine energy as it was.”

“Even so, she was always near the bottom of the Top Ten Constellations. Her intake was barely a tenth of Blessing’s.”

“Really… That much?”

…To think that Sloth, who had hovered around the tenth rank, had overtaken Blessing, the reigning number one, in just one week.

The man propped his chin on one hand, deep in thought.

Sloth, a god who had withdrawn into seclusion much like himself, had always been bolstered by the widespread epics about her on the mortal plane.

Still, being tenth was far from first place. 

The gap between her and the top spot was massive.

And yet, in just seven days, she had risen to the pinnacle.

“So, simply participating in this game production can turn you into someone like Sloth?”

For a constellation, divine power was both life and strength.

Increasing its intake through more worship and faith was a matter of great interest to all gods.

“Be careful. You never know how this game company will portray you. Sloth was fortunate to be depicted in a favorable and majestic light. But if they tarnish your image during production, your divinity could suffer irreparable damage.”

A god’s authority was rooted in their perceived reverence.

If their dignity crumbled and they ceased to be viewed as awe-inspiring, they could lose their existing faith and fall into oblivion.

“That’s true… It’s tempting, but the risk is too great.”

For gods, whose very existence depended on divine power, it was akin to a life-or-death gamble.

“Ho… So none of you have the courage to take the plunge?”

Hearing his muttering, the gods, who had been whispering among themselves, turned to look at him.

“F-Fury?”

“What are you doing outside?”

The gods gasped in shock and instinctively stepped back.

“What? Am I not allowed to come outside?”

The man adjusted his glasses, a smirk playing on his lips as he noted their fear.

The frustration that had clouded his mind just moments ago had vanished.

In its place was the thrill of discovering a potential breakthrough for his stalled research.

“If you all can’t do it.”

Hwanhee, having discovered a new path in his research to reach her, lifted the corners of his mouth.

“I’ll do it.”

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath wishes to collaborate with you.]

The sudden message from a constellation startled me, forcing me to double-check.

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath?]

On the continent of Raifania, many constellations are revered as gods and rule from on high.

Among them, there are constellations widely recognized and worshiped by countless followers. 

These are referred to as the Seven Heroes, the Three Sages, and the Five Lords.

The Seven Heroes include individuals like Ren, who overcame sloth and left a significant legacy for the continent or their organization.

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath] is one of the Three Sages, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with the Seven Heroes.

Despite being revered as the god of magitech by all magitechnologists on the continent, he is also known for rarely appearing or interfering in mortal affairs, much like the goddess Ren.

That’s why I never imagined he would be my first client.


[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath allows you to freely use his story.]

[Whether you depict him as a villain or an ally, he says you have full creative liberty.]

I can use his story however I want?

Even the image of him as a human?

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath adds one condition.]

[He requests that you engrave the image of a single human deeply into the minds of all continental inhabitants.]

[He declares this as his sole condition.]

“Just that… is enough?”

To imprint the image of one person.

It wasn’t difficult at all.

Compared to the freedom to use a constellation’s mortal-era story, it was an insignificant request.

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath asks that the image of the woman contains no negative traits.]

[He doesn’t care about his own image, even suggesting it might be better for him to appear as a villain.]

So it’s a woman.

Come to think of it, the Magitech Engineer… I see. 

That’s how it is.

“I understand. No problem. Can you tell me more about her?”

Honestly, I had a guess.

It wasn’t hard to figure out.

[A Magitech Engineer Shrouded in Wrath nostalgically recalls the past, describing her as kind-hearted and tender, yet decisive, unable to tolerate injustice, and someone who worried about others more than herself.]

After all, he was famously known as the god of pure devotion, who poured his entire divine essence and life into reviving a single woman after ascending to godhood.

[Activating Developer Mode.]

After ending the conversation with the Magitech Engineer, I logged into the [Akashic Archive].

It was time to create the episodes as promised to the engineer.

“The Magitech Engineer’s woman… huh.”

The continent knew the tragic story of the Magitech Engineer.

A genius from childhood, he was hailed as a prodigy for his groundbreaking work in magitech. 

From mechanical golems to magitech generators and mana drills, his inventions advanced magitech on the continent by leaps and bounds.

‘No magitech engineer in history will ever surpass him.’

This was the phrase symbolizing the peak of his achievements as one of the Three Sages, standing beside the gods of magic and alchemy.

Even after his ascension, he continued his relentless research and development, embodying the very essence of magitech itself.

But even he couldn’t protect one person.

His childhood friend, Kate.

“Engrave her image deeply into everyone’s mind,” he had said.

At the same time, he insisted that her image must remain flawless, free of any negativity.

Why would he make such a request?

Did he plan to use the collective awareness of Kate to achieve her revival?

I didn’t know.

As someone with no expertise in magitech, I couldn’t even begin to fathom his reasoning.

How could I understand the thoughts of a god, especially one hailed as the greatest genius of the continent in his mortal life?

My task was to create a game episode that satisfied all his conditions while delivering a story rich in emotion.

In character-driven games—especially subculture games—numerous elements are crucial.

Captivating character designs, cohesive storytelling, appropriate character utilization, emotionally impactful narratives and scenes, and avant-garde music.

But all these aim to achieve one thing: player immersion and emotional investment in the characters.

In one word, it’s about “satisfaction.”

Whether through the characters themselves or the story, the most critical factor is to evoke feelings of awe and fulfillment.

This was precisely what my first story needed.

The romance between an inventor and his childhood friend.


How could I craft a story with maximum emotional resonance?

I revisited countless character-driven games I’d played in my previous life.

One villain’s story that deeply moved me came to mind.

“This is the most selfish thing a person can do…”

It couldn’t be more fitting as the inspiration for the Magitech Engineer’s story.



 
  Chapter 7: Kill the constellation with Love


“How is it?”

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath lets out a hum as he contemplates.]

I anxiously awaited the investor’s reaction.

Though it was just a draft, this episode was something I had poured three sleepless nights into crafting.

It couldn’t be rejected here.

–Our Star God seemed utterly exhausted yesterday. If I tell them to remake it, I might not survive the aftermath.

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath points to himself, appearing as the villain Orpheus.]

“Yes, I’m listening.”

Was he angry about being used as the villain?

He had said I could use him however I liked, but what if he suddenly changed his mind?

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath mutters that the issue isn’t with the villainous role but questions why Orpheus had to fake his identity and pretend to be dead at the start.]

“Ah, you mean that part?”

Relief washed over me. 

At least he wasn’t upset about his character being consumed as a villain.

“It’s to create a dramatic twist that shocks players and leaves a lasting impression.”

Orpheus wasn’t just a villain meant to provoke rage from players; he needed to make a compelling exit in the finale.

A charismatic character would attract more Star Gods to support our game.

That’s why it was necessary to introduce a unique villain, even if it required some complexity.

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath asks if the players might feel confused.]

“That’s not an issue. Orpheus’s backstory will be revealed in the final chapter of the narrative.”

The monumental Act 1 episode of Akashic Archive, The Abyssal Orpheus.

In this episode, Orpheus, one of the Seven Abyssal Gods of Destruction, serves as the main villain.

And that villain was based on none other than the Magitech Engineer himself.

Throughout the episode, Orpheus consistently obstructs the protagonist’s journey.

With the power of the Abyss, he operates outside the story’s constraints, posing a constant threat to the hero.

In the finale, after defeating Orpheus, the protagonist witnesses his tragic past through his memories.

“And if this story is completed, the narrative of Orpheus’s lover, the saintess Cartesia—Miss Kate—will also leave a strong impression on the players.”

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath nods in understanding.]

[The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath states that as long as it shapes public perception of her, he’ll be satisfied.]

“I’m confident you will be.”

Killing a Star God with love.

A wickedness born out of the desire to save the woman he loves.

To the people of this otherworld, unfamiliar with such a narrative, it would surely leave an indelible mark.

***

The Stral Empire.

At the very heart of the imperial capital lay the palace.

Deep within its confines was the room of Crown Prince Laizeol.

“Allow no one to enter.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Upon hearing the prince’s command, the guards stood firm.

Thud.

After closing the door behind them, the crown prince strode lightly toward his bed, clutching a magical terminal, and flopped down onto it.

“A new update! I thought I’d die waiting for this!”

It was the very first story update for Akashic Archive.

During work hours, thoughts of this new story had persistently lingered in his mind, making it excruciatingly hard to focus!

With a pounding heart, the crown prince launched the Akashic Archive program.

Vroom.

After the black intro screen faded, the lobby appeared, greeting him with the four- and five-star characters he had painstakingly drawn.

“How have you all been?”

Aside from [Knight Ren], they were all regular characters who appeared in sub-stories rather than the main story. 

Yet, to the crown prince, who loved every piece of lore, they were all cherished companions.

“A new story. A new narrative, huh.”

Until now, the story content released in Akashic Archive consisted of the main story’s tutorial arc, Knight Ren’s Prologue, and five additional sub-stories.

The sub-stories were relatively simple content accessible to players who had cleared the prologue, with moderate difficulty but substantial volume. 

As a result, only a few players had managed to complete them all.

That the crown prince had done so, despite his grueling royal schedule, demonstrated his deep commitment to Akashic Archive.

“Finally, it’s your time to shine.”

As the crown prince pressed the start button for the new story, the characters surrounding him were absorbed into his being.

The protagonist of Akashic Archive possessed a unique ability: Essence Absorption.

This allowed them to borrow the powers of defeated Abyssal creatures or individuals from the past with whom they had a connection.

It was a design choice to make the protagonist special and to enable players to use the abilities of their drawn characters.

“The first trial was perfect, Zeol. Not only did you repel the Abyssal Incursion, but you also perfectly restored the original narrative.”

As the story mode began, the curator of Akashic Archive appeared before the expectant crown prince.

“Restoring the original narrative? Are they referring to how Knight Ren sacrificed herself during the queen’s defeat?”

The crown prince had cleared the tutorial by defeating the final boss, the queen, but he hadn’t been able to prevent Knight Ren’s sacrifice.

The tutorial had been designed so that her sacrifice was essential for a complete clear. 

Saving her and clearing it was a rare feat, making the real-life Ren a special case.

“The actual history has been restored, but it leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.”

Even though the Abyssal Army had been destroyed and humanity saved, the sacrifice of a hero in the process was inevitable.

The Crown Prince wasn’t entirely fond of the current librarian’s policy, which prioritized the restoration of actual history over a happy ending.

Whirl.

With a wave of the librarian’s hand, a new book flew into his grasp.

“Here. The second trial. Just like before, it’s another story corroded by the Abyss.”

As the book hovered over the man’s palm, its pages turned on their own.

“This time, there’s a slight twist. The Abyss sent a subordinate into this world. Oh, don’t worry too much. Judging by its observable power, it doesn’t seem to be the top-ranking lieutenant, the Destructive Star. At best, it’s a lower-ranking minion… What? You’re saying it’s still dangerous? Hmm…”

The librarian paused briefly.

“If the Destructive Star had invaded through the Abyss’s corrosion, it could exert influence beyond the story itself. Even if we rewound the narrative to its beginning, their presence would remain unaffected. In that case, even the special abilities we wield as librarians wouldn’t work on them.”

The Destructive Star—one of the Abyss’s top lieutenants.

‘So, it’s essentially the primary adversary of the Akashic Archive?’ the Crown Prince mused.


“But you don’t need to worry. A being as powerful as the Destructive Star entering wouldn’t escape my notice. Besides, I wouldn’t use such a being for a test. Based on the power measured in this story, it’s several tiers weaker, merely a low-ranking subordinate. So, don’t fret and proceed. Even if something goes wrong, I’m here.”

The librarian flashed a grin he probably thought looked reassuring.

The Crown Prince, who had no interest in witnessing the man’s smile, furrowed his brow.

“If anything happens, I’ll step in to save you, so don’t worry.”

Sigh.

It didn’t matter. 

If things went south, he could just restart the game.

After all, it was just an entertainment device created for amusement. 

The Crown Prince had no intention of taking precautions against danger.

Buzz.

As the librarian’s lengthy, monotonous explanation ended, light began to pour from the book.

“Let’s get started, shall we? The second trial.”

White light enveloped the Crown Prince.

Flash.

When he opened his eyes again, the Crown Prince found himself surrounded by a pure white space.

“Hero! You’re awake!”

As the Crown Prince attempted to get his bearings and rose from the stone coffin he found himself in, a woman suddenly appeared, grabbing his hand.

Ding!

Alongside her entrance, a brief summary of the main storyline appeared before his eyes, projected like a hologram.

[The Hero Born to Repel the Invaders from Another World]


	You have been summoned to the underground sanctuary as a hero to fend off the invaders from another world. In this world, humanity has retreated underground to escape the Abyss, the otherworldly invaders. Reclaim the surface from the Abyss and thwart the minions lurking within the cracks of their corruption.



…A hero?

The Crown Prince raised an eyebrow. 

It seemed that in this story, he was to play the role of the protagonist—a hero.

The woman, who introduced herself as Cartesia the Saintess, guided the Crown Prince around the sanctuary, explaining everything.

“This is Commander Sprite, the leader of the Holy Knights.”

“The hero’s arrival brings us one step closer to victory!”

“This is Salonir, the grand mage overseeing the Sanctuary’s Magic Corps.”

“An honor to meet you, Hero.”

“And this person is in charge of the sanctuary’s supplies…”

The Crown Prince observed the sanctuary, comparing it to the empire he knew.

It appeared woefully inadequate to fend off the monstrous Abyssal invaders. 

With these facilities and forces, the sanctuary’s fall seemed imminent.

‘Is this world’s history, like the sub-stories, an alternate dimension’s history rather than part of the real continent’s past?’

He couldn’t recall any mention of heroes or sanctuaries falling to the Abyss’s corruption in the history he knew.

Unlike the world of [Knight Ren], this place seemed completely detached from reality.

“Finally, this is the Magic Engineering Department, which oversees the sanctuary’s technological advancements.”

Following the Saintess, the Crown Prince arrived at a research lab on the outskirts of the sanctuary.

“This is Ian Kaliya, the head of the department.”

At her introduction, a man adjusted his glasses and shook the Crown Prince’s hand.


“Ian Kaliya. A pleasure to meet you.”

Ian Kaliya.

With his intellectual appearance and kind demeanor, he seemed the quintessential researcher.

At this point, the Crown Prince had no way of knowing.

This character would become the story’s central figure, the one to tie everything together—the ultimate villain, and… the one he’d aspire to emulate most.



 
  Chapter 8: Character Orpheus


“Disappear.”

The Crown Prince, soaring on the wings of the Elder Guardian, swung the holy sword infused with [Knight Ren]’s energy in a grand arc.

Boom! 

Boom! 

Boom!

The massive divine aura emanating from the holy sword swept through the hordes of monsters.

“Well done, Hero.”

As the battle concluded, Saintess Cartesia approached him, offering a towel.

“Oh, thank you.”

The Crown Prince accepted the towel and wiped his sweat.

‘…Too easy.’

With the hero’s body and the holy sword provided as standard, combined with the essence absorption and utilization abilities acquired in the last episode, as well as the powers of the characters he had defeated, there were no enemies that could stand in his way.

The stark contrast between this and Act 0—where he had to navigate the story with an ordinary spear and the body of a common soldier—was almost laughable.

“At this rate, restoring the surface is just around the corner, Hero!”

The Saintess cheered enthusiastically as they used a spatial teleportation spell to return to the sanctum.

‘Come to think of it, wasn’t there talk about an agent of the Abyss infiltrating this story? Why hasn’t it appeared yet?’

Nearly 60% of the monsters on the surface had already been exterminated. 

If the battles continued like this, complete reclamation of the surface was within sight.

Scratching his head, the Crown Prince stepped into the sanctum.

A peaceful and uneventful ending to the story?

Impossible.

With an agent of the Abyss present, there had to be something more—a dramatic twist, he was certain.

“Kyaaaaaaah!”

As he entered the sanctum, a piercing scream filled the air.

-Scree!

-Kirrk!

“M-Monsters!”

“Save us!”

“Paladins! Call the paladins!”

“When will the Hero return?!”

Though the sanctum was humanity’s last bastion and the safest place against monsters, it was now teeming with them.

“This doesn’t make sense! The sanctum is protected by a barrier personally created by the Celestial Being. Monsters shouldn’t be able to enter!”

The Saintess froze in shock at the horrific sight.

The Crown Prince, however, remained calm, assessing the situation.

About 70 monsters crowded the sanctum’s passageways. 

Among them, only one was of Elder Guardian caliber.

Not an impossible challenge.

‘So, their plan was to bypass me and target the sanctum directly.’

The monsters appeared to have emerged from the outskirts of the sanctum—specifically, the Department of Magitech.

‘That’s where the agent of the Abyss must be.’

Grinning at the confirmation that the story wouldn’t end in boredom, the Crown Prince gripped his holy sword and leapt into the fray against the monsters.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Fighting alongside the Saintess, the Crown Prince vanquished the monsters, cutting down the last Elder Guardian before flinging open the doors to the Department of Magitech.

The room greeted them with the metallic stench of blood, its floor soaked in crimson.

“…This…”

The devastating sight of what was once human reduced to scattered fragments caused even the battle-hardened Saintess to cover her mouth in horror.

“You’ve arrived sooner than expected.”

At the center of the room stood a man with slicked-back hair wearing a mask, gripping Ian Kaliya by the collar.

“Pleased to meet you, Hero… no, the new overseer of the Archive. I am Orpheus, servant of the Abyss.”

‘Orpheus…’

For the first time, he was face-to-face with an intelligent adversary of the Abyss. 

This man was surely one of the main antagonists in the [Akashic Archive] saga.

“Why don’t you put down the person you’re holding? He’s not even a combatant.”

Feigning nonchalance, the Crown Prince made his proposal.

‘Now I see why they targeted this place during the attack. Losing him would be disastrous.’

The Department of Magitech was responsible for repairing and enhancing weapons and armor. 

With everyone in the department wiped out except for Ian, losing him would severely undermine their ability to sustain future battles.

“You jest.”

Orpheus smirked as he grabbed Ian’s head.

“Stop—!”

Crunch!

Before the Crown Prince could finish his sentence, Ian’s head burst like a melon, spraying blood and brain matter.

“But I couldn’t possibly let a sinner like him live.”

Ian’s lifeless body crumpled to the ground. 

From his pocket fell a crumpled candy wrapper.

“No! Ian! This can’t be!”

“…Negotiation is off the table, I see.”

“Ridiculous. The Archive’s provisional overseer trying to negotiate with the Abyss?”

“If you insist on your doom, I’ll oblige.”

The Crown Prince infused his holy sword with divine power.

Losing the entire Department of Magitech was a major blow, but Orpheus had overlooked one crucial fact:

‘If I eliminate him here, it will all be over.’

The agent of the Abyss that had entered this story was none other than Orpheus standing before him. Taking him down would leave no other threats in the story.

‘Considering they resorted to such a roundabout method like releasing monsters in a diversionary attack, he must not be particularly strong.’

“Provisional overseer, allow me to enlighten you.”

Orpheus chuckled beneath his mask as his form began to blur.

“Spatial relocation! Are you trying to flee?”

Thunk!

The prince rushed forward, swinging his sword, but it only cleaved through an illusion.


“Such a complacent method won’t work against the Abyss. You’d better remember that.”

Otherwise, you’ll be devoured by it.

The figure blurred completely before disappearing altogether.

“Orpheus!”

Only the prince’s cry echoed over the pool of blood.

Watching those scrambling to handle the unprecedented catastrophe—the holy ground attacked by the Abyss—the prince fell into thought.

Could it even be possible to clear this story now, when equipment repairs and upgrades were no longer an option?

Recalling the level of monsters seen on the surface, it didn’t seem entirely impossible.

‘But the problem is that Orpheus bastard.’

He had been right in front of him, yet he failed to land even a single effective strike.

If such an enemy disrupted battles through guerrilla tactics, it would be extremely problematic in their current state, with no means to sustain prolonged combat.

“Ordinarily, I would’ve thought of such hardships as just another thrill to dive into…”

But I can’t afford to delay the clear.

The prince had a reason to finish the story as quickly as possible.

[Would you like to exit the game?]

[Unsaved progress may be lost.]

“It doesn’t matter. That’s the point.”

Beep.

Through the forced shutdown button, the prince disconnected from [Akashic Archive].

As the virtual reality faded away, the familiar ceiling of his bedroom came into view.

Reconnect.

When [Akashic Archive] rebooted, his vision was shrouded in darkness.

[Would you like to start Story Mode?]

“Yes, let’s begin.”

By forcefully exiting and erasing unsaved progress, the prince became a pseudo-regressor, armed only with the knowledge gained so far to play the game more efficiently.

In Leyphania, where the game wasn’t as widely available as on Earth, this wasn’t a common trick. 

However, a few sharp individuals, like the prince, discovered they could exploit it for easier gameplay.

In his previous playthrough, the prince had deliberately avoided using the save function to prepare for any unforeseen situations.

“Hero! You’ve awakened!”

[Hero of the Otherworld’s Invasion]


	You are a Hero summoned to the underground holy ground to stop the Abyssal invaders. In this world, humanity has retreated underground to escape the Abyss, the invaders of another world. Reclaim the surface from the Abyss. Prevent the Abyss’s minions infiltrating the last bastion of humanity, the holy ground.



Thanks to the last autosave being at the very beginning of the story, the prince found himself back where it all began.

The Abyss’s Orpheus.

“This time, it will be different.”

Grinning slyly, the prince strode forward without hesitation.

He replicated the actions he’d taken in the previous playthrough.

This was to avoid butterfly effects that could alter Orpheus’s behavioral patterns.

‘It should be around this point.’

In the previous playthrough, Orpheus had attacked the Magitech Department.

The prince mustered all the forces of the holy ground and blocked the path near the perimeter where Orpheus had breached. 

They waited.

And waited.

“…Why? Why isn’t he coming?”

Despite waiting for a long time, Orpheus did not appear.

In the end, the prince had no choice but to dismiss the forces. 

He couldn’t keep them gathered pointlessly when there was so much else to do.

Receiving looks that seemed to say, “What kind of hero is this?” the prince scratched the back of his head.

‘I’m sure I followed the same actions as before. Did something I do influence Orpheus?’

Deciding to revisit the Magitech Department, the prince disbanded the assembled forces and headed to find Ian Kaliya.

What he found there was…

Drip. Drip.

“Oh, you’ve finally arrived, acting director.”

…a scene completely devastated by Orpheus.

“What the hell is this Orpheus lunatic’s deal? Why does he remember after I restart? No way—”


	High-ranking minions of the Abyss aren’t bound by [the story], so they retain unsaved memories.

	Wait, this is a game, right? Is [Akashic Archive] real life?

	This is broken! How are we supposed to win?!



Laughing, I scrolled through the player reactions on the Apelario community.

This was the first appearance of the Seven Stars of Doom.

They are the Abyss’s highest-ranking officers, functioning as the main villains in [Archive Saga]. 

As autonomous beings, they aren’t confined to the story and can defy the save-and-load regression ability available to players, sharing memories across playthroughs.

…That’s the concept, inspired by a brutal visual novel I played in a past life.

As a narrative device, Orpheus’s entrance was designed to leave a strong impression. 

Technically speaking, Orpheus doesn’t fully regress with the player.

When the player enters the holy ground, their memories are injected into Orpheus’s character.

Through this, Orpheus learns what the player did in previous playthroughs and can act as though he regressed too.

It was made possible because this world was created by the authority of the Constellation’s Dream.

A villain who breaks the fourth wall.

Of course, this is limited to events within the [story] of the Archive, not the game as a whole, but it’s still a shocking twist for players.

With the narrative of Act 1 so heavily focused on the villain, the story could feel chaotic. 

This made such a design necessary.


At first glance, players might wonder if clearing the game is even possible.

But ultimately, the difficulty is simpler than it seems—even compared to the tutorial.

As long as players have the will to persist, they can’t fail.

Because what Orpheus desires most… is his own death.





 
  Chapter 9: Sinner Ian


[The game has ended.]

The crown prince sat up in his bed back in reality.

“Damn it.”

He hadn’t anticipated this at all.

Who would’ve thought that Orpheus wouldn’t be affected by the save-and-load function?

It seemed that the entity known as Orpheus wasn’t the only one among the forces of the Abyss to exist independently of the story.

Or was it that Orpheus was that independent existence known as ‘Destruction’?

Either way, the story was irreversibly broken.

At this rate, even if he returned to the beginning of the storyline, that thing would still remember this round.

“How is this even possible? Are you telling me this isn’t just a game?”

An enemy who retained their memories even after a reset—this wasn’t a game mechanic; it felt like the creation of an entirely new world.

The crown prince felt as if the very fundamentals of games and programming he knew were being denied.

***

To face an enemy who recognized and remembered regression, how should a regressor act?

The crown prince pondered for a moment before organizing his thoughts.

It wasn’t as difficult as it seemed.

In this situation, where the ability to regress hinged solely on him, the decision of whether to reset or not rested entirely in his hands—as long as he didn’t make a mistake and save carelessly.

He only needed to reset when things went poorly and save when they went well.

This was a fight tipped in his favor.

“Hero! You’ve awakened!”

[The Hero, born to stop the invasion of another realm]

– You have been summoned to the underground sanctuary to repel the monsters from another realm. Humanity has taken refuge underground to escape the Abyss, the invaders from another dimension. Reclaim the surface from the Abyss and stop the minions who have infiltrated the cracks of the Abyss’ encroachment.

When he reconnected to the game, the saintess welcomed him at the starting point of the story.

‘Even if that thing regresses like me, it can’t stop the surrounding environment from resetting.’

As long as the game’s progress wasn’t saved, the crown prince had infinite opportunities.

‘In that case, I’ll just keep trying.’

The crown prince relocated Ian Kaliya and the magic engineering department.

The newly established research lab within the Holy Knights’ stronghold seemed secure enough to repel Orpheus if he attempted to invade.

Or so he thought.

“You think this measly setup will stop me?”

Crash!

Preventing Ian Kaliya’s death was out of reach.

…He could just try again.

This time, he set up the lab in the Holy Knights’ garrison and even stationed mages.

‘This has to hold,’ he thought.

“Futile efforts.”

Crash!

This time, too, it failed.

Once again—

“I told you.”

Crash!

Again—

“Is this all you’ve got, provisional overseer?”

Crash!

And again—

“Pathetic.”

Crash!

Again.

Crash!

Orpheus was always a step ahead.

***

“Hero! You’ve awakened!”

“Damn it all!”

The crown prince slammed his fist against the sarcophagus, his face twisted with frustration.

What was he supposed to do?

Why couldn’t he win?

Both he and that thing carried over their memories from the previous rounds!

Inferiority and helplessness consumed him entirely.

“At this point, I’ll bet everything on Ian Kaliya.”

For some reason, Orpheus was obsessed with killing Ian Kaliya, relentlessly targeting him.

If Ian was destined to be the target, the crown prince figured it might be better to bunker down in the sanctuary, protecting Ian Kaliya rather than attempting to reclaim the surface.

He could dig traps and wait. 

If he succeeded in eliminating Orpheus, then he’d head to the surface. 

If he failed, he’d simply start over.

“Hero, are you saying you’ll personally guard me?”

“That’s correct. The Abyss is after you. Until I can ensure your safety, you’ll remain by my side.”

And so, the crown prince began spending time in a sealed chamber with Ian and the saintess.

The chamber was rigged with countless traps, poised to strike any intruder who dared to enter.

While inspecting the defenses surrounding the chamber, the crown prince overheard a conversation between Ian and the saintess.

“Do you really think it’s right for the Hero to protect me?”

“Don’t feel so burdened, Ian. You’re an important figure responsible for our sanctuary’s magic engineering. Of course, you’re worth being personally protected by the Hero.”

The crown prince recalled how Ian’s death had provoked extreme reactions in previous rounds. 

It seemed the two shared quite a bond.

“Do you think others feel the same way, Kate?”

“What are you saying, Ian?”

“You know as well as I do that our research department was pushed to the outskirts of the sanctuary. People kept saying we consumed too many resources while contributing nothing to reclaiming the surface.”

“That’s just ignorance talking! Magic engineering is incredibly important! I believe you’ll play a critical role in reclaiming the surface!”

So that was it.

The crown prince now understood why the magic engineering department was located at the farthest edge of the sanctuary and why people had reacted coldly to his order to protect it.


‘Magic engineering seems to be looked down upon in this world.’

Compared to reality, where magic engineering had advanced civilizations greatly, the perception here was drastically different.

“Ha, of course you’d say that. You’re kind to everyone.”

A lone wolf trapped by inferiority, pushing away even those who treated him well.

The crown prince saw himself in Ian.

“But this isn’t good. If people find out that the saintess and the Hero are giving special treatment to the resource-guzzling magic engineering department, the researchers might face even harsher oppression.”

“That’s…”

“That won’t be a problem.”

As the saintess hesitated, the crown prince interrupted, pushing the door open and stepping inside.

“Hero…!”

“I will personally shield you. Who would dare oppress you under my protection?”

Magic engineering was indispensable.

If repair and maintenance became impossible, it would cripple their sustainability and rob them of the ability to continue the war.

Contrary to the sanctuary residents’ beliefs, the crown prince considered the magic engineering department to be a core asset—and Orpheus’ top target.

“You and your researchers are vital to us, to this sanctuary. So, cast aside your worries and guilt.”

Magnificent! 

Truly a monarch in every sense of the word!

The crown prince marveled at himself as he extended a hand toward Ian.

“……If only a hero like you had been with us back then, things wouldn’t have turned out this way.”

Ian murmured in a voice heavy with emotion, his head bowed as his glasses slipped from his face.

Clank!

Suddenly, countless mechanical arms shot out, binding the crown prince and the saintess.

These were traps Ian had personally set to deal with Orpheus.

“Ian! What are you doing?”

“I’m doing what needs to be done.”

When Ian lifted his head again, a mask covered his face.

“…………Are you Orpheus?”

The crown prince asked, his confusion barely concealed.

That couldn’t be possible.

Up until now, the Ians killed by Orpheus had all been real corpses.

There was no way they were the same person.

Ian removed the mask, revealing slicked-back hair and a faintly sinister smile.

“To be precise, this guy isn’t me. I’m this guy’s future self.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t need to know. After all, you won’t be going back.”

“…What?”

[The game is being auto-saved.]

!!!!

The crown prince’s eyes widened in shock.

Auto-save?

In [Akashic Archive], there was no concept of separate save slots.

If the game had auto-saved, it meant there was no going back to the past through save and load.

Ian pulled out a small mechanical device and began operating it.

Whirr

Magical energy gathered in the air, forming a small portal.

Step, step

From within, an older Ian with more wrinkles and a wearier face appeared.

It was the very same Orpheus the crown prince knew.

“Ian? H-how can there be two Ians?”

The saintess looked back and forth between them, her face a mask of confusion.

Orpheus extended his hand, and the mask on Ian’s face flew to his own, adhering to it.

Then Ian’s head itself was sucked into Orpheus’s hand.

“This traitor won’t be coming back anymore.”

Crack!

With a single, brutal motion, Orpheus smashed Ian’s head into the ground, shattering it into pieces of blood and brain matter, just like in previous cycles.

“Ian! No!”

The saintess wept bitterly, just as she had before.

“……You’re always so kind, aren’t you? Even to this foolish Ian… Even after I caused your death, you remain unchanging…”

Orpheus approached the saintess with a wistful expression, lost in memories of the past.

“I’m sorry.”

As his hand gently brushed her cheek, the saintess collapsed, unconscious.

“Now then, provisional overseer. It’s our time.”

Vrrrrr

A mechanical device enveloped Orpheus’s right hand.

As it shifted and transformed, it took on the form of a beam weapon.

[The game is being auto-saved.]

‘Auto-save again?’

Cold sweat dripped down the crown prince’s neck.

If things continued like this, even resetting the game would mean endlessly repeating this scenario and dying.

If Orpheus killed him and triggered another auto-save…

It would permanently block story progression.

The crown prince struggled against the mechanical arms restraining him, but the overwhelming power flowing from them nullified all his abilities.

“Goodbye.”

Whir

Zap!

Energy gathered in Orpheus’s hand, firing a destructive beam.

Just before the beam pierced the crown prince’s head—

Boom!

Someone intercepted, blocking the beam.

A young boy with jet-black hair.

“I figured you’d show up, Director. It’s been a while.”

It was none other than the director of [Akashic Archive].

“Orpheus. I didn’t expect the Abyssal Nature to infiltrate. How did you slip past my eyes?”

Orpheus shrugged at the director’s question.

“……I see. This story… You were the protagonist of this story all along. That’s why I couldn’t find you.”

“It’s too late, Director. The Abyssal Erosion of this world has already exceeded its limits. [Archive]’s authority can no longer reach this world.”

“It cannot…”

“……..[Archive]’s power isn’t limited to what you know.”

Sacred light gathered in the director’s hand.

“Interesting.”

Orpheus smirked, twisting his lips.

“Don’t think I’ll just stand by and watch.”

Orpheus transformed his hand into an energy blade and lunged at the director.

Clang!

The director blocked the attack, shouting.

“Zeol! You’re the last hope!”


The power radiating from the director enveloped Zeol’s body.

“I’ll send you into Orpheus’s mental world! Cut away the Abyssal core built within him! That’s the only way to stop the Abyssal Erosion from consuming this world!”

The crown prince’s vision began to narrow.

Through the fading gap, he saw Orpheus and the director clashing, Orpheus grinning as if this very moment had been preordained.

Orpheus’s face was the last thing the crown prince saw before losing consciousness.



 
  Chapter 10: Orpheus Image


The lavishly decorated hall for the noble’s party.

“Wow!”

“Catch me if you can! Hehe!”

While the adults mingled, building connections and chatting, the children gathered along the edges of the room to play.

“Look at this! My dad bought me this doll!”

A young girl hugged a small doll, no bigger than an adult’s palm, with both hands and proudly displayed it to the other children.

“Wow! That’s the latest magical doll!”

“I want one too!”

“Can I touch it just once?”

A crowd of noble children gathered around the girl, but there was one boy who sat apart from the others, engrossed in a book.

The boy’s clothes were tidy, and his hairstyle was neat, yet no one approached him.

Some children who initially intended to speak to him were stopped by their parents, who recoiled upon noticing the insignia on the brooch adorning his outfit.

The boy appeared uninterested in the other children, keeping his gaze fixed on the book in his hands. 

However, whenever their voices grew louder, his eyes involuntarily flickered towards the girl at the center of attention.

‘No, no, no.’

Shaking his head deliberately, the boy muttered under his breath, ‘I don’t care. I don’t care. I’m the great Ian.’

Just as he tried to bury his face in the book again, a voice startled him.

“Hi there! What’s your name?”

A girl suddenly popped up beside him, her face so close that Ian dropped his book in surprise.

With the book no longer hiding his face, the scent of the girl’s long hair tickled his nose.

“Did I scare you? I’m sorry.”

“Uh? Oh, no! Not at all!”

Startled by the boy’s flustered response, the girl quickly apologized. 

Ian shook his head vigorously.

“It’s not that! The book was just… boring… yeah, that’s it… haha…”

What nonsense am I saying?

Ian internally cringed at his own words. 

A boring book? 

How absurd did that sound?

He worried the girl might frown and leave, but instead, she giggled.

“You’re funny.”

“…!”

Surprisingly, his awkward response seemed to amuse her. 

Ian thought her laugh was beautiful.

“My name’s Kate. What’s yours?”

“I… Ian…”

“Oh! Ian! That’s the name of the main character from a fairy tale I read!”

“…Really?”

“Yeah! He was a frog!”

“A… frog?”

“But it’s okay! He was a big, cute frog!”

“Haha…”

Big and cute frog? 

What does that even mean?

Ian, who had been strictly trained to speak and judge rationally, couldn’t understand Kate’s whimsical way of thinking. 

Yet, at the same time, he wished their conversation wouldn’t end.

If possible, he wanted to stay with her a little longer…

“Do you want to see this?”

After a while of chatting aimlessly, Kate pulled out the doll she had tucked away.

“My dad bought it for me!”

To Ian, the doll seemed like a simple, crude toy with a structure basic enough that even he could make one.

But Ian put on an expression of admiration.

He didn’t want to see her disappointed.

Kate proudly showed off the doll, manipulating it this way and that.

“When you turn it like this, the arm goes backward… oh?”

Zzzzt.

A strange noise came from the doll’s joint as it reached the limit of its magical mechanism.

Snap.

A cracking sound followed as the doll’s arm detached.

“…Ah.”

Kate stared blankly at the doll in her hands while Ian quickly observed her reaction.

Drip… drip…

Tears fell from Kate’s eyes, soaking into the doll.

She bit her lips tightly, forcing herself not to cry.

Ian recognized her expression—it was the same one he’d worn many times when crying alone in his room.

Her father had just bought her this doll, and she’d been showing it off to her friends. 

Now, her carelessness had broken it.

Ian knew that if her father found out, she wouldn’t get the gifts or freedom she desired. 

Even a friendless boy like him could understand that much.

He wanted to help her.

The girl who had approached him, talked to him, and played with him… he wanted to do something for her.

“Can I see it for a moment?”

“Sniff… huh?”

Ian took the doll and its detached arm from her hands.

“Sniff. Wh-what are you going to do?”

“Everything I’m about to do is a secret, okay?”

“…?”

Ian held the broken parts close together, aligning them as best he could.

“Perbenit Certum.”


He whispered softly, and a faint stream of magic flowed from his fingertips, enveloping the doll.

The damaged parts of the golem, reacting to magic, slowly expanded and then fused back together, restoring its original appearance.

“Here you go.”

“Wow.”

The girl marveled as she received the flawlessly repaired doll.

“How… how did you do that? Even old Hans can’t manage something like this!”

In response to her question, the boy raised a finger to his lips.

“Shh. Don’t tell anyone about this. Got it?”

The girl exaggeratedly pursed her lips inward, her wide eyes sparkling as she nodded. 

Then she leaned closer to the boy and whispered.

“This is our little secret. Just between us, okay?”

Facing the girl’s radiant smile, the boy’s cheeks flushed crimson.

“Kate!”

At that moment, an elegantly dressed noblewoman appeared and grabbed the girl’s arm.

“Kate. How many times must I tell you not to play with just anyone?”

The woman glared at the boy with disdain, her eyes cold and unyielding.

“Ugh. You mustn’t associate with the filthy blood of the Kaliya family!”

“But, Mother—”

“Silence! Are you arguing with me again? That’s enough. Let’s have a word, shall we?”

The woman tugged the girl away, her grip firm.

So, this is how it ends.

The boy stood alone, letting out a hollow laugh.

Such was the inevitable fate of someone born into this cursed family.

He had known it all along, yet he had dared to hope, dared to believe he could mingle with someone so bright and pure.

Shaking his head, the boy bent down to gather his scattered books.

It was time to return to solitude.

Today’s events were better left forgotten—for her sake and for his. 

It was the best course of action.

Determined to put her out of his mind, the boy lifted his head one last time, only to freeze in surprise.

Even as the noblewoman dragged her away, the girl turned her head, mouthing words silently to him.

‘Thank you for everything. Check your pocket.’

The boy frowned in confusion.

Pocket?

Instinctively, he slipped a hand into his pocket and felt something soft.

Inside was a round candy wrapped in a pretty wrapper.

He looked at the retreating girl in puzzlement, and she mouthed more words to him.

‘It’s my gift to you .Enjoy it. Next time, let’s play again like we did today.’

The boy stared at her, dumbfounded, as her laughter echoed, even as she disappeared into the crowd.

Could it be that this wasn’t entirely meaningless?

She had somehow slipped the candy into his pocket despite being dragged away.

Such deft movements.

The round candy in his hand was still warm from her touch.

Dazed, the boy unwrapped the candy and popped it into his mouth.

The sweetness rolled over his tongue, spreading a gentle warmth through him.

The sweetness of his first love carried a faint, sharp fragrance.

“Kate, was it? …Kate. Kate. Kate.”

Her name was as sweet and refreshing as the candy itself.

Carefully, he folded the wrapper and tucked it into the inner pocket of his jacket.

[That was the first time I met her.]

[She became my reason for existing, the force that kept me alive in that hellish family.]

[But… if I hadn’t met her, she wouldn’t have suffered so much or met such a tragic end.]

[If we had never crossed paths, she could have married a fine nobleman, raised a family, and led a happy life.]

[If only we hadn’t met…]


[If only I hadn’t existed…]

[If the cursed Kaliya family had never been born into this world…]

Orpheus’s thoughts echoed throughout the entire landscape of his inner world.

The Crown Prince, who had entered Orpheus’s subconscious with the power of the Overseer, pressed forward after glimpsing fragments of Kaliya’s memories.

He ventured deeper into the shadowy recesses of Orpheus’s mind, toward the core where Orpheus’s essence lay.



 
  Chapter 11: First Ostinato


The Crown Prince stepped toward the brightly shining core of Orpheus, a beacon in the pitch-black realm of darkness.

Around him, fragments of Orpheus’ past began to appear one by one, like scenes from a film.

‘So, this is what came after.’

To his right, he noticed children who appeared a year or two older than the boy and girl he had seen earlier.

“Ka-Kate…! I told you not to come here like this!”

The boy flailed his arms nervously, staring at the girl who had sneaked into his room.

“Oh, come on. What’s the big deal? It’s fine as long as we don’t get caught, right?”

The girl winked mischievously, seemingly unconcerned about the implications of their families’ strained relationship.

“Our dear Ian. Why are you so adorable?”

The girl pinched the boy’s cheeks with her tiny hands and tugged playfully.

“Mwueehh…”

“Pfft. You look like a frog. So cute.”

“Again with the frog thing.”

He wondered if he could never truly be a prince.

But even if that were the case, it didn’t matter. 

Being her pet frog, if it meant spending these fleeting moments with her, brought him happiness.

The boy and girl distanced themselves from the concerns of adults, cherishing their own little world.

“I went to Rai’s recital yesterday,” the girl said.

“Rai? Is he a boy?” 

The boy’s eyebrows shot up.

“Yup. Rai Verdolt. A boy the same age as us.”

“The same age as us, but he’s already holding recitals?”

“He’s a musical prodigy. He’s amazing at the violin.”

The boy felt a pang of irritation.

“I can play the violin too, you know.”

It was just a hobby he pursued in secret, under the pressure of his parents, but he was confident he could outperform this ‘Rai’ kid.

“…Really?”

“I’ll show you.”

Woom!

Magical energy coalesced in the boy’s hands, forming the shape of a violin.

“Wow!”

The girl’s eyes widened in amazement, and the boy felt a sense of pride swell within him. 

He began to play the instrument.

The melody, though simple, was infused with beauty and magic, resonating throughout the room.

“This melody is so pretty.”

“…You think so?”

Encouraged by her reaction, the boy played the tune repeatedly, adding variations to showcase his skills.

“Wow!”

Clap clap clap clap!

The girl clapped enthusiastically, her delight unmistakable. 

Embarrassed, the boy scratched his head awkwardly.

“…This is called an ostinato.”

“Ostinato?”

“It means repeating the same melody.”

“Wow! That’s so cool! I love ostinatos!”

“…You do?”

“Yes! Normally, melodies I like just pass by and disappear in a song. But with an ostinato, I can keep hearing the melody I don’t want to lose.”

“Is that so? I never thought of it that way…”

Her cheerful response to his seemingly trivial explanation made him smile. 

He lowered his head to hide his reddening cheeks.

“If there’s a melody you’d like to hear, just let me know. I’ll play it for you.”

Woom!

The vision before the Crown Prince dissipated into smoke.

This time, another scene materialized on his left. 

The figures now appeared older than before.

“Are you really not going to the academy?” the girl asked.

“Yeah. Sorry, Kate.” The boy forced a smile.

“…That’s disappointing. I think it would’ve been great if we could go together.”

The girl, sitting right beside him, leaned her head on his shoulder. 

Time seemed to have brought them closer.

“But we can still stay in touch, right?”

The boy gestured toward the magical device he had made for her.

“True, but staying in touch isn’t the same as being together, is it?”

She reached out and pinched his cheeks again.

“How cruel, not letting me touch my frog’s cheeks anymore.”

She pouted, her lips forming a small pout.

Woom!

The vision shifted again, replaced by another scene.

“I warned you,” said a pale-skinned middle-aged man, his voice cold. 

“You, who bear the blood of the Kaliya family, should not associate with someone like her.”

The man picked up the boy’s magical device and broke it into pieces.

“How many times must I repeat myself? Those ignorant of the greatness of our magical engineering—especially the vile agents of the gods from the accursed Bilgamesh family—are not worth your time!”

The girl’s family, the Bilgamesh family, had devoted themselves to religion for generations. 

They vehemently opposed magical engineering, which their god had declared sinful, leading to a long-standing enmity.

“We will overturn this continent with the power of magical engineering. Forget that vile Bilgamesh girl. I’ll find you a proper engineer to partner with instead.”

The man turned to leave but paused at the door.

“Speaking of which, I heard she’s running for the position of saintess. To think she’s becoming a figurehead of the very religion that oppresses magical engineers like us. Even she has no place for you in her heart.”

Bang!

The door slammed shut, leaving the boy alone in the room. 


Slowly, he began to gather the shattered pieces of the magical device.

“Perbenite Certum.”

With a surge of magic, the fragments fused back together, restoring the device to its original form. 

It was a feat only possible for someone who understood its intricate structure entirely. 

The boy’s brilliance shone unmistakably.

The latent potential was evident.

The boy picked up the magic terminal and connected a call to the girl.

Beep… Beep…

Beep… Beep…

Click.

“Oh? Ian? You called?”

As always, her voice was gentle and kind.

The boy opened his mouth to respond.

But no sound came out.

“Hello? Ian? Ian?”

Click.

The boy turned off the terminal.

If she truly intended to become a saint, if she truly wanted to become a saint of the god who oppresses magical engineering…!

His association with the Kaliya family would be a tremendous blemish on her.

Even if he was no more than her pet frog and not her lover…

The boy’s magical energy surged, engulfing and incinerating the terminal.

And with that, the boy’s happy dream came to an end.

Vrrrm.

The vision faded, only for a new one to appear.

This time, it showed the boy as an adult.

“Congratulations on your great victory, Count Kaliya!”

“Haha, Count, you say?”

“Oh! Forgive me! Your Majesty!”

“Hahaha! It’s a joyous day, so I’ll let it slide.”

“Your grace is immeasurable, Your Majesty.”

Upon a massive army of magical golems, created with technology far surpassing humanity’s comprehension, Count Kaliya and his confidants laughed and exchanged jokes.

The golems, masterpieces created by the unparalleled genius Ian, had crushed both the paladins of the holy army and the royal forces, turning the tide of the war.

With the authority to command these golems, Count Kaliya had defeated all his enemies and secured complete dominion over the kingdom.

“Father.”

“…It’s a good day, Ian. Smile.”

“I have a request.”

“Very well. You have rendered great service in this victory. Speak, and it shall be granted.”

“Give me Kate Vilgames.”

“Vilgames… You mean that saint?”

Count Kaliya hesitated briefly.

“She ought to be held accountable as a war criminal and executed… but fine. Here’s what we’ll do. Go to her in prison now and propose marriage.”

“…What?”

“If she accepts your proposal, I will spare her. Even as a war criminal, no one would dare harm the wife of a war hero. However, if she refuses, she shall face judgment.”

“…Understood.”

The boy rushed to the underground prison.

In the deepest, darkest cell, amidst the damp, muddy layers of the dungeon, she awaited.

“Kate.”

The girl, who had been staring blankly into the void, met the boy’s gaze.

“…Ian.”

Despite the long war stripping her of her radiance, she was still beautiful.

‘If only I hadn’t created those golems… things wouldn’t have turned out this way.’

He had never dreamed that the technology he had created so lightly would corner her like this.

If only he could turn back time, he would never make such a mistake again.

“Kate, I’ll get you out of here.”

“Ian, if you get me out, it’ll jeopardize your position.”

“I don’t care. My father promised. As long as you marry me, you’ll be free.”

“…So that’s how it is.”

Hearing Ian’s words, Kate let out a hollow laugh as if finally understanding.

“I’m sorry, Ian. If that’s the case, don’t free me.”

“…What?”

“I’d rather just die here.”

“…What are you saying, Kate?”

“I am a saint who has devoted herself to God, Cartesia. I’m not a cowardly traitor who begs the enemy for her life.”

“Kate, if you stay here, you’ll die!”

“Even if I die… there’s something I must protect.”

Ian desperately tried to persuade and threaten her for hours, but Kate wouldn’t yield.

In the end, as Ian lost his composure and tried to forcefully tear open the prison door to save her, Count Kaliya’s hand shot out to seize his arm.

“Sorry, but I can’t let you do that.”

The count smirked grimly.

“It seems this woman wishes to die. Guards!”


The guards dragged the bewildered Ian out of the prison.

“Wait! Kate! Kaaaaate!”

Bang!

The sound of the dungeon doors slamming shut drowned out the faint sobbing from within.

“I’m sorry, Ian… I’m so sorry…”



 
  Chapter 12: Second Ostinato


Ian, dragged away by the guards, trudged back to his room, his steps heavy.

She was going to die.

If she had chosen to marry him, she could have lived, but she insisted on choosing death.

“…Ha. Well, I suppose marrying a pet frog would be worse than death for her.”

Perhaps, without realizing it, I loved her.

While Ian lay dazed on his bed, time passed, and the next day arrived—the day when the execution of war criminals was to be carried out.

Ian sat up in bed.

Even if he was nothing more than a rejected pet frog, he couldn’t let her die.

“Proceed with the execution.”

Count Kaliya raised his hand.

Thunk.

Another head rolled as a golem’s axe cleaved through it. 

A fountain of blood sprayed from the severed neck.

“Next.”

The headless corpse was removed, and the neck of the woman who had once been a saint was placed on the execution block.

“Prepare.”

The golem raised its axe.

As Count Kaliya was about to give the signal to strike—

“Stop!”

Ian appeared, his hair disheveled from rushing over.

“Ian Kaliya. What are you doing?”

Count Kaliya’s pale face twisted in a scowl.

“It seems I can’t keep my promise.”

Magic shimmered in Ian’s hand.

Woooong.

All the golems reacted to his power.

“Golems created with my skills belong to me.”

“…Treason? You foolish son.”

“Call it whatever you want. I’m just taking back what’s mine.”

The golems knelt around Ian, their massive forms bowing in submission. 

Yet, even as he witnessed the display, Count Kaliya smirked.

“You’re naïve, son.”

Woooong.

Magic sparked in Count Kaliya’s hands as well.

“You may be a genius in magical engineering, but you’ve never fought for control over golems before.”

Snap.

The count snapped his fingers, and the golems rose, obeying his command.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t anticipate such treachery?”

“Tch!”

Ian clicked his tongue and extended both hands. Magic spiraled around him in a tempest.

‘I will win. Even if it costs me my life, I won’t let her die here.’

The unseen battle over the golems between Ian and Count Kaliya raged fiercely.

“…Unbelievable. This level of adaptation speed!”

The count’s face hardened as he lost his composure.

“Guards! Anyone! Kill this insolent fool!”

But before the guards could move—

Crash!

A golem’s fist smashed into the count. 

His body crumpled to the ground, battered and bloodied.

“Kate!”

Ian hurriedly broke the chains binding Kate’s hands. 

While he freed her, the defeated count gave one last hateful command with the remnants of his life force.

His dying will spread to all the golems.

Bzzzzt.

-Eradicate.

-Eradicate all living beings.

As Ian turned to embrace Kate, a golem’s attack came crashing down.

Boom!

Kate rolled, holding Ian tightly, saving them both from certain death.

“What the hell is this…?!”

Ian quickly attempted to exert his control over the golems, but nothing worked. 

Count Kaliya had poured all his remaining magic and life force into overloading the golems, driving them into a frenzy.

Already overwhelmed by the earlier struggle for control, the golems had reached their limit. 

Their circuits burned out, and now they rampaged uncontrollably.

“Be careful, Ian!”

Smash!

Kate’s fist, imbued with divine power, shattered a golem.

“Th-thank you, Kate…”

Holding Ian protectively, Kate surveyed the chaos.

“AAAAHHHH!”

The screams of the innocent echoed as the destruction continued to spread.

“Save me! I don’t want to die!”

“The golems have gone mad!”

The gruesome scene unfolded as the countless spectators who had gathered to witness an execution were massacred by the rampaging golems.

With the circuits of the golems completely malfunctioning, it became impossible to control any of them present at the scene.

For Ian, there was nothing he could do unless he could bring in new golems.

“D-Don’t just stand there, Kate! Let’s run! I’ll bring reinforcements, but first, we need to get to safety!”

Kate looked Ian straight in the face, her expression tinged with sorrow.

“I’m sorry, Ian.”


“No, Kate, don’t! You don’t have any weapons or equipment!”

“But I am a saint. The Saint of Cartesia, who protects people and guides them down the righteous path.”

Kate gently put Ian down and leapt forward.

“No! Kate!”

She began destroying the golems, saving as many people as she could.

But there was a limit to what a lone, unarmed saint could achieve in a situation where even the knights had fled.

Ian ran.

Surely, there had to be emergency golems hidden in the mansion’s underground chambers.

He sprinted faster than he ever had in his life, reaching the mansion and awakening the dormant army of golems. 

Then he raced back to the execution grounds.

But when he arrived, he found her lying lifeless on the blood-soaked ground.

Her left arm was nowhere to be seen, and her right arm was bent at an unnatural, grotesque angle.

A gaping hole in her stomach revealed her mangled, torn organs, almost unrecognizable as human.

“Kate!”

Ian cradled her in his arms.

“No, Kate! Open your eyes! Please! Where’s the priest? Someone, help!”

Ian wept, his cries echoing in the now-deserted execution grounds filled only with the remnants of destroyed golems.

“Ian…”

“Kate! Kate!”

“I want… to hear your music… one last time…”

And with that, the light in her eyes faded.

“Nooooooooo!”

The boy’s anguished cries blended with the raindrops that began to fall.

***

A new vision.

Ian ascended as the Dark Mage King after mercilessly slaughtering other leaders. 

He held a grand funeral for Kate and sorted through her belongings.

Despite being the kingdom’s most revered saint, her possessions were humble.

Rustle.

Among them, Ian found a diary, a small fairy tale book, and a recording artifact.

The fairy tale book, worn and tattered, bore marks of frequent use.

“The Frog Prince.”

Ian’s eyes widened as he read the title.

Desperation overtaking him, he activated the recording device.

Chime.

A familiar melody played—a simple ostinato, the one he had often performed for her.

Ian clutched the diary, trembling.

When he opened it, he broke into uncontrollable sobs.

He was not just her pet frog.

He was the Frog Prince.

Kate hadn’t become a saint out of disdain for him or his family.

She had taken on the role to change public perception from within the religious order, even though she hated the position.

She hadn’t rejected his proposal out of disgust.

Before Ian could propose, the Count of Kaliya, threatening her life, had forced her to reject him to save him.

Kate had loved him just as he had loved her, ever since the day they met.

The vision ended with Ian wailing, his heart breaking all over again.

***

Another vision.

Ian constructed a massive magic circle across the Mage Kingdom, obsessively experimenting to find a way to bring Kate back.

He used the kingdom’s finest jewels as materials.

He sacrificed hundreds of innocent lives as offerings.

But no matter what he did, reversing time was impossible.

Still, he refused to give up.

Even if it meant destroying the world, he was determined to bring her back.

Eventually, he reached transcendence and discovered the secret of the universe—the existence of the [Akashic Archive].

A repository that stored and oversaw all history in the form of stories, wielding omnipotent power.

“I’m sorry for your plight, but no.”

The curator of the [Archive] stood in his way.

“Altering history would disrupt the balance of the world. As the curator, I cannot allow it.”

Ian attacked, but the curator’s power was insurmountable.

“If the [Archive] won’t help, then I’ll turn to the Abyss.”

“You’ll regret this.”

“I’ve already done more than enough regretting. I have no room left for more.”

The curator watched Ian leave with pity in his eyes.

***

Ian confronted the Abyss.

“I’ll give you everything I have.”


The Abyss’s power flowed into him.

“Bring her back to me.”

As he was consumed by the Abyss and turned into its dark apostle, the Calamity Star, Orpheus, he felt its mocking laughter.

But he didn’t care.

If it meant saving her, he would do anything.



 
  Chapter 13: Last Ostinato


Orpheus, who had acquired the power of the Abyss, infiltrated the [Archive].

Evading the gaze of the Director, he searched for the world containing his and Kate’s story and slipped inside.

Although his power as a “Destructor” was formidable, the shared nature of the world from which he originated allowed him to avoid detection.

The power of the Abyss began to erode the story, bit by bit, completely transforming it.

Suddenly, beings from another realm—the Abyssal Monsters—invaded the world, and the war that should have occurred between Kaliya and Bilgamesh never happened.

Humanity, driven underground to their sacred sanctuaries by the Abyss, enabled Ian and Kate of this other world to be together without the feud of their families.

‘It worked!’

Orpheus cheered.

At last, he had succeeded.

He had found a world where Kate was safe, a world where he could save her.

If this world materialized in the cosmos, she would be revived.

But not everything went according to plan.

Crash!

There was no time to react.

An Abyssal Monster devoured the saint’s head.

The Abyss within Orpheus smiled faintly.

The Abyss had never intended to save her in the first place.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

Orpheus screamed, resetting the story.

The world containing his and the saint’s story rewound to the past.

This time, Orpheus altered the iteration slightly to keep the monsters away from the saint.

But this time, the saint approached the monsters herself and was killed.

Reset again.

He killed all the monsters before the saint arrived, only for a traitor in the sanctuary to kill her.

Reset again.

He killed the monsters and the traitor, only for internal strife within the sanctuary to claim her life during the chaos.

Reset again.

Reset again.

Reset again.

No matter what he did, the result was the same.

No matter what he tried, she always died.

‘No matter what you do, the outcome will not change.

As long as my will resides within your existence, your survival is tied to her death.

And I shall safeguard your life.’

The Abyss seemed to mock him.

Reset again.

Reset again.

And again.

Thousands, perhaps tens of thousands of times—he had lost count.

He continued because he knew that if he gave up, she would never return.

He knew this was the only way.

[If you can live, I can do anything.]

[If you can be happy, I don’t care what happens to me.]

[So I’ll keep going.]

[For the symphony of your existence.]

[For the eternal ostinato to erase the discordant note that is me.]

He was genuine.

Not a fake like me, but a true regressor.

A regressor who could endure infinite resets and despair, all for the sake of saving the woman he loved.

The Crown Prince pressed on with unwavering determination.

Facing all the phantoms, he finally reached the end of the path.

At the deepest core of the mental world lay Orpheus’s essence.

Before it stood the Abyss-corrupted Orpheus.

“Orpheus.”

“[Archive], is it?”

The voice, now tainted black, was no longer Orpheus’s.

It was a fragment planted by the Abyss within him—a part of the immense Abyss and the true enemy of the [Archive].

The Crown Prince drew his sword.

The battle began as he charged at Abyss-Orpheus.

Hundreds of mechanical arms extended from Orpheus, aiming to pierce the Crown Prince.

With a sword infused with countless essences, the Crown Prince slashed through the arms, advancing forward.

As he unleashed a blade aura at Orpheus, a massive golem’s arm emerged from the ground to block the attack.

Boom!

Following the first golem, hundreds of golems appeared.

“Haaaaa!”

The Crown Prince burned his entire body with the power of a hero and dashed forward.

Yet, he could not handle the sheer number of golems and the Abyss simultaneously.

Crash!

A golem’s arm struck him, and he collapsed, coughing blood.

The Abyss sneered as it swung its arm, commanding the golems to pounce on him.

‘…Is this the end?’

He wanted to sever the Abyss.

Having witnessed all the horrors committed by the Abyss through Orpheus’s visions, he had hoped to fulfill Orpheus’s wish.

But it seemed impossible.

As the Crown Prince lowered his head, surrendering to the forced defeat event,

“Raise your head, Provisional Director.”

Orpheus’s soul appeared, shielding him from the golems.

“What are you doing after all the acknowledgment I’ve given you?”

“…Orpheus?”


The Abyss was stunned by his sudden appearance.

“H-how… How are you here?!”

Orpheus twisted his lips into a smirk.

“How many worlds do you think I’ve repeated?”

The chance seized through countless cycles of eternal regression.

Now was the time for counterattack.

Orpheus’s hand reached into the Crown Prince.

“You are the new melody to vary my ostinato. The corrupted and antiquated melody of Orpheus will be severed, and the final note to complete my symphony.”

As Orpheus’s soul overlapped with the Crown Prince, his body began to move.

“I’ll borrow your body for a moment.”

Orpheus, now radiating brilliant light through the Crown Prince’s form, charged forward.

“Get lost! I told you not to come!”

The countless minions of Abyssal Orpheus emerged to block his path, but he crushed everything in his way.

The sword that had felled golems and elder guardians struck the abyss itself.

“Kuh-aaah! How dare you! A mere mortal!”

Abyssal Orpheus retreated, clutching a severed arm.

As the abyss gathered its power to unleash its true might—

“That won’t happen.”

Orpheus’s seal intervened.

A restriction designed to prevent the relinquishing of one’s own flesh.

“This is absurd!”

The restriction applied even to the abyss inhabiting Orpheus’s body.

Fragments of the abyss, unable to return to their original form, remained trapped within Orpheus.

[Once a soul departs from a human body, it is impossible to reverse the process.]

“How dare you! How dare a mere mortal defy me!”

The abyss raged, spewing mechanical contraptions from Orpheus’s form.

Lethal attacks rained down, yet Orpheus broke through them all with his sword.

A laser severed his right arm, a mechanical limb crushed his left, and his abdomen was split open, spilling his entrails. 

But he did not falter.

[I shaped the world to bring her back, recreating the world in cycles.]

“Stop! I told you to stop coming! Argh!”

Finally, piercing through the barrage of lasers and mechanical limbs, his sword plunged into Orpheus’s body.

[The curse the abyss placed on me ensures her endless death as long as I exist.]

“This… cannot be… the end…”

As Orpheus’s body disintegrated into dust, the fragments of the abyss within him also perished.

[And so, I sever the dissonance that is myself to complete the symphony for her.]

Bang!

With the core destroyed, the surrounding dark space began to collapse.

The Crown Prince felt the fading presence of Orpheus’s soul within him.

[The final finé of the ostinato for her.]

As the last trace of Orpheus’s soul disappeared, the Crown Prince awakened from the mental realm and found himself in the sanctuary.

All remnants of the abyss had vanished, leaving behind a healed world and the saintess.

“Goodbye, my Frog Prince…”

The eternal dissonance had come to an end, and the serene sky above was clearer than ever.

“Well done, Zeol.”

Back in the [Archive], the director appeared before the Crown Prince.

“Apologies. I never imagined that such a destructive entity had infiltrated us.”

The Crown Prince stood in a daze.

“Orpheus—no, Ian Kaliya once came to me before, pleading to save a woman named Kate.”

The director’s words didn’t register with the Crown Prince.

“To think he managed to endure infinite regression while retaining his sanity… What a feat.”

The director marveled.

“Ian Kaliya. His name may go down in history as the first to wound the abyss.”

The director picked up a book.

“So, the story has shifted. What now? The one meant to die survived, and the one meant to live perished. The issue is…”

The director paused.

“Do we kill the saintess?”

At this, the Crown Prince’s eyes shot open.

“No.”

His gaze turned fierce as he glared at the director.

“I will not allow it.”

His resolve was clear—he wouldn’t stand by if the story was altered further.

“…Is that so?”

With a faint smile, the director closed the book.


“Then so be it. But since the story has been distorted, your test score will be a nine.”

Placing the book down, the director left.

The Crown Prince stared at the book on his desk.

Above it, he could see a vision:

A mischievous girl and a boy with slicked-back hair, awkwardly attempting to look dashing, dancing to the unending first melody.



 
  Chapter 14: Saint Kate


“Beeeeep!”

“Bring back our Orpheus!”

“Sniff… poor Ahboong is crying because he’s sad!”

I scrolled through the community reactions that flooded in after the players cleared the storyline. 

It seemed my intention had landed well. 

Despite being the villain, players were deeply invested in Orpheus.

The Constellation [Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath], true name Ian Kaliya, had an intricate backstory. 

He had been childhood friends with Saintess Cartesia back when she was just Kate. 

However, their relationship had been severed due to a conflict between their families, and Kate ultimately lost her life due to the Magitech’s mistake.

Driven by the singular desire to bring Kate back, the Magitech buried himself in magitech, eventually transcending and attaining divinity. 

To heighten the drama, I added fictional elements like the execution incident and the rampage of Orpheus’s magitech creations.

Unlike [Sacrifice in Sloth], I didn’t have to adhere to historical accuracy this time, allowing for more creative liberties. 

This made it easier for players to become engrossed in Orpheus’s tragic narrative.

Still, not everyone was on board. 

A handful of critics voiced their dissatisfaction:

“Isn’t he just a villain who killed countless people? Good riddance!”

“This sends the wrong message—that anything is justified for the one you love.”

“Are we glorifying his atrocities just because he wanted to save Kate?”

The harsh criticism made sense. 

Orpheus had committed terrible acts, indifferent to the countless sacrifices made in the name of saving Kate. 

Yet, I had a reason for making the Constellation [Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath] the villain of this story arc.

A villain’s sacrifice carries more weight and leaves a deeper impression than that of a righteous character. 

Just as the redemption of someone who has done only evil strikes a stronger chord, I believed it fitting to have Orpheus, who stood as an antagonist throughout the narrative, achieve redemption through sacrifice in the final showdown.

Indeed, players had harbored animosity toward Orpheus during the entirety of Act 1 due to his constant torment. 

But once they delved into his subconscious world, the impact of his story became even more profound.

“Glorifying villains and their deeds, huh…”

That was an angle I hadn’t considered.

The nature of a narrative steeped in moral ambiguity made this a difficult balancing act.

I couldn’t please everyone. 

Some players were bound to feel uncomfortable with a villain occupying such a central role. 

It was criticism I had to accept as the one who created Orpheus.

Still, I believed that this feedback would pave the way for better stories in the future.

***

“Not even sad. Stop exaggerating.”

“Boring. Why should I care about some bad guy’s backstory?”

“Am I playing a game or watching a movie?”

“Is this [Akashic Archive] or [Orpheus Archive]?”

Some players also disliked the villain-centric narrative, which overshadowed the protagonist, the aspiring director.

Their complaints had merit. 

After all, the players’ connection was meant to lie with the game’s protagonist. 

Yet, in Act 1, Orpheus had taken center stage, especially during the mental world exploration and the forced defeat events in the boss fight. 

It left some players wondering whether they were actively gaming or passively watching a cutscene.

“This part was an oversight on my part.”

I jotted down notes about balancing the protagonist’s importance in future updates. 

Players needed to feel like their chosen characters and collected Abyssal Essences were integral to the experience. 

I had fallen short in that aspect, overly fixated on the Magitech’s connection to her.

Other issues came to light: chaotic early-game worldbuilding, overwhelming exposition, and the introduction of convoluted terminology that confused players. 

I carefully noted these points for refinement.

“Next time will be different.”

Today’s flaws wouldn’t be repeated tomorrow. 

My game’s story would evolve with every iteration.

***

The very next day, I launched a new pickup character. 

Concurrent users skyrocketed to over 300,000, and the sales graph shattered its previous peak. 

I couldn’t suppress the grin spreading across my face.

[The Dreamteller flails her short arms in joy.]

“If you’d like anything to eat, just let me know. I’ll get it for you right away.”

Near the academy, I had constructed a modest shrine for the Constellation. 

Though she insisted it remain simple, the game’s profits made it easy to deliver lavish meals to her.

[Saint Kate]

[Knight Ren]

Though the [Saint Kate] and [Knight Ren] pickup event was ongoing, I introduced a new character. 

This one was crafted to solidify players’ perceptions of her and honor the Magitech’s vow.

Part of me wanted to reintroduce Orpheus as well. 

However, I hesitated. 

Reviving a character who had died and vanished from the narrative felt… wrong.

It felt too soon to introduce a villain.

“I’ll save this one as a cheat card for later.”

If I caused operational issues or lost the favor of the people, I planned to use this character as a means to restore order.

‘This is a character meant to be used until the game shuts down… No need to rush.’

‘Sorry for the early release, but I got it in one draw.’

‘I wanted to get Len, but I ended up with something strange… A saintess? Is she any good?’

Players were celebrating the arrival of the new character, [Saintess Kate].

‘Does this count as fulfilling my promise?’

The Magitech Engineer wanted the continent to recognize Saintess Kate, who had once been his lover in reality.

It wasn’t clear if his ultimate goal was to resurrect her through this recognition, but he had certainly achieved the intended perception.

‘Is this enough to take off?’

‘Let’s keep pulling until we get the saintess!’

‘I’ve only rolled ten times, but I’m so tired… How did Orpheus manage it?’


The practice of resetting accounts repeatedly until obtaining a desired character, known as reset-marathon or “ReseMara,” was widespread among players.

This world didn’t have gacha games, let alone advanced gaming systems, so the concept was entirely new. 

Yet, somehow, the method of deleting and recreating accounts until a desirable character appeared had become popular.

It was even named after Orpheus’s epic, referred to as “Ostinato.”

Players repeatedly reset, pursuing their favorite characters through countless cycles of Ostinato.

Although I was tempted to restrict such behavior as it undermined monetization, stopping the players’ actions could be interpreted as the game company denying the essence of Orpheus’s narrative.

Destroying the story and the satisfaction it brought? 

That was something I could never allow.

[The Dreamteller tilts their head and whispers if you could just let it slide.]

After much deliberation, I decided to tolerate these actions—at least for players using their own accounts.

“Now left alone, the saintess is being comforted by a golden-haired, tanned dark elf?”

‘Get lost from Aferaio.’

‘Hey, is there any… adult art of that Orpheus character?’

‘Orpheus is a man.’

‘I know that.’

Players’ imaginations ran wild, and the community buzzed with strange takes and misinterpretations. 

Yet, many were moved to tears by the narrative of the saintess and Orpheus.

Even older couples were role-playing as Ian and Kate, proving that Earth’s gaming stories resonated deeply across this world.

“I hope things work out for the Magitech Engineer too,” I muttered.

His reason for aiding in the game’s development had always been to bring Kate back.

Now, the entire continent was shedding tears for their tragic love story.

If he failed in reality, it would be a sorrow beyond words.

I hoped this story wouldn’t end as a mere dream.

May the tragic love left incomplete in the game reach a happy ending in reality.

***

In a quiet corner of the divine realm…

[Hello? What’s your name?]

[Let’s play again, just like today.]

[You’re cute, like a little frog.]

[I am a saintess. I guide people and protect them.]

[Ian] 

I’m sorry.

[Frog Prince] 


Farewell… my dear.

The divine recognition of countless beings began to converge. 

A soul that had once vanished entirely, unable to return without reversing time itself, was now restored through faith.

As belief united, the sanctity took form in reality.

With a bright flash, a woman opened her eyes within the light.



 
  Chapter 15: Rage-Free Magician


“Play an ostinato.”

The conductor of the royal orchestra, hurriedly summoned by the Crown Prince, was taken aback by his abrupt order.

“An… ostinato, Your Highness?”

“Yes, an ostinato imbued with eternal, undying love.”

The conductor wondered if the prince had eaten something strange, but he dared not voice such thoughts.

“Forgive me, Your Highness. An ostinato is a musical technique where the same motif is repeated continuously. If there is a melody you desire, we can perform it using the ostinato.”

“…Are you saying there is no predetermined melody?”

“That is correct, Your Highness.”

Sigh.

The conductor sighed inwardly.

He had dashed here with a wagonload of instruments, thinking this summons from the Crown Prince—at the heart of power—was a golden opportunity to secure more support for the orchestra. 

And now, he was met with some whimsical notion of ostinato.

‘So, this is just like every other time,’ he thought bitterly.

To the nobility, music was nothing more than a tool to appear cultured—a trivial amusement, nothing more, nothing less. 

Especially in an age where advancements in magic engineering had given rise to cutting-edge entertainment media, traditional music’s significance had been dwindling rapidly.

He was on the brink of resigning himself to disappointment when—

“In that case, teach me.”

“…Excuse me?”

“Teach me music. I wish to learn to play an ostinato myself. Do not worry about compensation—I promise full support for your orchestra in return.”

The conductor could hardly believe his ears.

It wasn’t unheard of for nobles to learn instruments, but it was usually no more than a fleeting hobby. 

Yet here was the Crown Prince himself, not only requesting instruction but promising substantial backing.

However, this was merely the tip of the iceberg.

“Is this how one holds a violin?”

“Ostinato is… more challenging than I expected.”

“Shouldn’t one be able to play their own ostinato for the woman they love?”

***

A violin craze swept across the entire continent.

The phenomenon was so vast that it reached even the gods of music themselves.

“Would you honor me with a dance, my lady?”

“Of course, my dear Frog Prince.”

At grand balls, countless couples swirled together in rhythm.

For them, a familiar melody repeated endlessly, filling the air with enchantment.

The men slicked their hair back and wore masks, while the women tied their hair modestly, like saints.

Within the ballroom, they were Ian and Kate, free from their everyday identities.

When the dance ended, the men carefully folded the candy wrappers gifted by the women and tucked them into their breast pockets, cherishing them as precious keepsakes.

This was the scene playing out across the continent.

***

In the divine realm, within the domain of Ren, the Goddess of Sacrifice—[Sacrifice in Sloth].

Ren sat cross-legged, fresh from an intense session of training. 

Having decided to make up for the long years of idleness, she had begun her rigorous practices anew and was utterly transformed from her past self.

Flash.

Her closed eyes snapped open.

“Who’s there?!”

This was her domain, a place meant for her alone.

Gripping her sword, Ren pointed toward a shadow.

Shuffle.

A rugged man, bearded and grizzled like a mercenary, stepped out from behind a pillar.

“As expected of you, Chief. Even with all my might, I couldn’t hide from you. Your skills haven’t dulled one bit.”

“Ha, Hans…? H-how…?!”

Ren’s eyes trembled.

“Is it really you…?”

Her voice wavered as she stepped closer to him.

“Haha, who else could I be? I’m Hans, your loyal right-hand man and the manliest of men!”

Even as Ren pulled at his cheeks and inspected him thoroughly, Hans simply laughed heartily.

“H-how is this possible…”

Tears streamed down Ren’s face.

Thud.

Ren threw her arms wide and embraced Hans tightly.

“Hans!”

“Ugh! Ch-Chief! You mustn’t! If the others see this, I’ll be dead meat!”

Hans blushed furiously, trying to pry himself free. 

Though drenched in sweat from her training, Ren’s scent was oddly pleasant. 

But this was no time for such thoughts.

If the others found out, he’d surely be beaten to death.

Above all, she was the Chief—a towering tree he could neither climb nor approach.

“What do you mean? Don’t tell me…”

“Yes. Everyone else has been revived as well, each with robust divine bodies, now serving as Constellations!”

***

In Ian Kaliya’s laboratory—

Ian, a Constellation and the [Magic Engineer], had been tirelessly developing a new device to replace the one destroyed in the past.

The new apparatus, a divine condensation device, was an improved version of his previous manifestation mechanism. 

It was designed to consolidate his love and faith for her into one essence, bringing her back to life.

Scratch, scratch.

Ian filled an enormous blackboard with calculations.

“Based on the total number of users who accessed the [Akashic Archive], the percentage who cleared the story, and those who only engaged through characters…”

After a long stretch of calculations, Ian finally obtained the results.

He approached the lever on his apparatus, his hands trembling.

“Please work.”


Having fine-tuned and tested the device countless times, he placed his hand on the lever.

Shutting his eyes tightly, Ian pulled with all his strength.

Click.

Whirrrrr…

The lever descended, activating the device.

A mechanism designed to rapidly gather the divinity that pervaded the divine realm.

Within it, arcane engineering fused with divine energy, sparking a transcendent reaction.

“!!”

Ian unconsciously clenched his fists at the sight before him—something entirely different from previous devices.

What had only existed in theory, the unproven phenomenon of divine-arcane reaction, had manifested into reality.

In the moment when divinity and arcane magic intersected, the impossible became possible.

This was the realization of Saint Kate’s existence, known across the continent.

As the concretized concept converged and condensed—

Boom!

“Ugh!”

The device erupted, belching out a cloud of thick smoke.

Ian raised an arm to shield himself from the blast.

When the smoke began to clear, the sight that greeted him was…

“Why!”

…a pile of shattered fragments, the remnants of the destroyed device.

“Why has it failed again?!”

He had verified everything countless times.

The optimal timing, coinciding with the release of a new character, ensuring that Kate’s presence was most strongly perceived by everyone across the continent.

If this moment were lost, her image would inevitably fade from their minds. 

Today was the best chance, perhaps the last.

It had to succeed today, no matter what…

“Why has it failed again?!”

Thud! 

Thud!

Ian stomped on the fragments of the device, grinding them under his heel.

Rage consumed his thoughts, clouding his reason.

[Smash it.]

[Destroy it all.]

[Break the world that refuses to bend to your will.]

Under normal circumstances, Ian would have immediately gathered the fragments to repair and restart the device before it was too late.

But the Ian of this moment couldn’t think rationally.

“Give me back my Kate!”

As he raised his foot, ready to crush the device’s core—

Pinch.

A delicate hand appeared from nowhere, pinching his cheek.

“W-what?”

In an instant, the angry voices that had filled Ian’s mind disappeared.

His thoughts, which had been in chaos, became eerily calm.

“My little frog. You’ve grown so temperamental, haven’t you?”

No, it couldn’t be.

The experiment had failed, hadn’t it?

Ian slowly turned his head.

His gaze followed the hand pinching his cheek.

At its end was a woman in priestly robes, smiling as she held his face.

“Is this a new mischief pouch you’ve grown?”

She cupped his cheeks, kneading them gently.

The divine-arcane reaction had undoubtedly ceased.

Without surpassing the critical threshold, it should have been impossible for her to return.

There was no way she could be here.

Surely, this was an illusion.

But why…

“K-Kate…”

Ian grabbed the woman’s wrists as they held his face.

Why did his cheeks sting from her pinch, and why could he feel her warmth through his hands?

“What’s wrong, Ian?”

The woman tilted her head slightly, her playful smile still in place.

“H-how are you here…?”

The woman pouted, her lips twitching.

“Really? Is that the first thing you say when we meet again?”

[A rage-consumed mage sheds tears.]

No.

This couldn’t be real.

He had wished for this moment countless times.

He had imagined it over and over.

A world where he could meet her again… where he could see her.

Ian pulled the woman into a tight embrace.

“……Oh my.”

He had pursued this one dream, and this dream alone.


“I’ve missed you… so much, Kate.”

At long last, that dream had come true.

Born from the false dream of virtual reality, his unyielding faith had turned an impossible longing into reality.

[A mage, freed from rage, smiles brightly.]

As he cast off the false dream that had consumed him, reality finally embraced him.



 
  Chapter 16: Reunion


Divine Realm: Domain of the Demon God

A woman, cloaked in black magic, rose from a pitch-black bath.

“Hm?”

Her eyes glowed yellow.

‘You idiot! Didn’t you say this was the right way?’

‘Ah… my apologies. I got too excited at the thought of meeting the General again…’

Through her clairvoyant sight, she observed the edges of her domain. 

A group of five or six minor gods, shrouded in a veil of dark magic, wandered there, seemingly lost and searching for something.

‘…This divine aura… Is this the essence of sacrifice?’

The woman felt the divinity forged from the [concept] of sacrifice emanating from them.

In the divine realm, only one deity carried the divinity of sacrifice—[Sacrifice in Sloth].

Famous for their slothfulness, even to the point of not creating subordinate gods, they were a known enigma.

‘This way. I’m sure this time. Just follow me quietly.’

‘Alright, alright…’

“Interesting.”

The woman, still unclothed, rose from the bath. 

As magic coalesced around her, it transformed into garments that wrapped her body.

“Gods that shouldn’t exist, hmm.”

Bending space, she vanished into the air. 

Her presence became faint as she completely masked her aura and began following them.

To one as proud as her, even ten minor gods would pose no threat. 

She had nothing to fear from such beings.

***

“Long time no see, General.”

Dave, the Holy Knight, greeted her with a respectful bow.

“What’s this? Why are your cheeks so chubby now? Did becoming a god make you stop training?”

Darin, the spirit summoner, clung to her uninvited, poking at her face.

“This feels strange. I, who once served gods, have now become one myself, alongside you, General!”

Gregory, the priest, surveyed the domain of the Sacrifice Church with great curiosity.

Others stood nearby: Hans, the senior mercenary; Colin, the grand swordsman; Christine, the mage; Florence, the knight; Ingrid, the spear wielder; Jeffrey, the dark magician; and Collins, the magic engineer.

They were unchanged.

Exactly as Ren remembered them—a group of ten, her most reliable and cherished comrades.

Each had ascended as minor gods, all brought back to life.

“Everyone…”

Her emotions swelled uncontrollably.

For centuries, sloth had imprisoned her, dulling her emotions. 

But now, as those feelings resurfaced, waves of joy overwhelmed her.

“I never thought our leader would be this happy.”

“Even after all this time, you’re still like a child. Honestly, you’d be lost without us.”

But this joy soon morphed into guilt.

A guilt born of the sins she bore and would carry for eternity.

“I’m sorry… I’m so sorry…”

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth distorts her face in guilt.]

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth seeks forgiveness.]

“Why are you apologizing now?”

Her comrades understood why she felt such guilt.

Centuries had passed, and she, a high-ranking deity, had failed to erect even a gravestone in their honor.

They had felt betrayed upon learning this.

But during their resurrection, they glimpsed her thoughts and realized it wasn’t her will.

The [Sloth], planted in her as both sin and concept, had bound her entirely.

“General, did you know? The reason we could return is because of you.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It happened as you conquered the concept of [Sloth]… But it’s a long story. Let’s save it for later. For now, just know that none of us blame you.”

“Hahaha! That’s right, Captain! We followed you willingly, even to our deaths. Why would we hold a grudge?”

“You’re still as stubborn as ever.”

Poke.

[The Spirit Summoner of Sacrifice pokes the cheek of the Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth.]

“Everyone…”

They were so warm, so dear.

It had been so long since she had felt this way.

The cold, lifeless realm of sacrifice was now filled with lively voices and bustling energy.

***

“So, you put our names into this thing called a game?”

“…I wanted the world to remember you.”

“Hahaha! That’s so touching, Captain!”

“Look! The Captain’s embarrassed!”

“Do you all want to get smacked by the General again?”

The noisy, chaotic atmosphere felt just like old times.

She couldn’t help but smile.

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth lets out a laugh she thought she’d never experience again.]

“…”

But the male heroes suddenly grew quiet.

“Our captain has truly become a goddess now… even down to her divine beauty…”

“D-don’t say things like that.”

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth turns her head slightly in embarrassment.]

“Ugh, you’re too much. So this is what they mean by a female genius. How unfair!”

“Ah!”

[The Spirit Summoner of Sacrifice embraces the Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth from behind, placing hands over her peaks.]

“Men, avert your eyes.”


[The Mage of Sacrifice glares at the men in disdain.]

[The Mercenary of Sacrifice blushes in silence.]

[The Grand Swordsman of Sacrifice swallows hard.]

[The Priest of Sacrifice awkwardly turns away, murmuring in admiration.]

***

As they joked and shared stories, time slipped away unnoticed.

“It’s fascinating. I’ve never heard of a medium called a game, but to think it could engrave us into the memories of so many…”

“It seems so.”

“But if that’s possible…”

[The Spirit Summoner of Sacrifice hesitates.]

“Doesn’t that mean whoever creates the game can essentially manufacture gods at will?”

…!

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth’s eyes widen.]

Their resurrection had only been possible because of the efforts of that dreamer girl and her apostle.

Through their game, the heroes’ images were imprinted into the minds of countless people, exponentially increasing faith and recognition.

If misused, this game could resurrect gods at will or turn lost heroes into deities.

This wasn’t just ordinary divinity—it was a power akin to a creator god.

But what concerned her wasn’t its potential, but the repercussions.

‘If other gods discover this…’

Resurrecting the dead wasn’t enough—creating gods from nothing?

Once word spread, countless gods would target the dreamer girl and her apostle.

And gods, willing to do anything for divinity, would stop at nothing to seize this power.

No matter how noble and aloof the gods pretend to be, even they would lose their composure in the face of such power.

“Did you meet any other gods on your way here?”

If so, they could be in danger.

“No, we didn’t.”

[The Spirit of Sacrifice shrugged casually.]

“Given that we didn’t know what kind of place this divine realm was, we avoided contact with others and moved around in hiding. Ever since Jeffery became a god, his area-concealment ability has become ridiculously strong, so we used that to stay hidden.”

[The Spirit of Sacrifice’s explanation made the Necromancer of Sacrifice scratch his nearly bald head awkwardly.]

‘For now, no one else knows of their existence.’

Considering the widespread tales of the Ten Heroes thanks to the [Akashic Archive], if other gods were to meet these newly ascended gods, they might discover the power of their dreams.

Should I be thankful that I am the only one who knows they’re here?

Thud.

[The Sacrifice who overcame Sloth knelt down.]

“I’m sorry.”

“What now?”

“Captain?”

“General, you’ve apologized enough already. You are our savior—”

“No. Even so, I was lost in sloth, failing to announce your deaths or make any effort to resurrect or find you for hundreds of years. As your captain and general, that is an unforgivable sin.”

“CHT…”

“Well, our General sure is living up to her upright reputation.”

“Sorry, but I must trouble you all once again.”

[The Sacrifice who overcame Sloth bit her lip.]

They deserved happiness now.

After finally breaking free from the chains that bound them for centuries, to ask them to live in captivity again…

She felt overwhelmingly guilty and sorrowful.

“Could you explain in detail?”

“Our savior… you mean?”

Hearing Ren’s explanation, the heroes fell into thought.

“Finally resurrected, and now we can’t even move freely, forced to hide in the shadows… it is indeed a difficult fate.”

“But we are the captain’s subordinates and sword!”

Ka-clang.

“We were revived through the captain’s existence and are now subordinate gods. You need not request—it is your right to command us.”

Despite being a corrupt kingdom, the Ten Heroes had willingly sacrificed their lives to save humanity.

All of them shared one thing in common: they had been fans of Ren, the knight, and had volunteered for the special mission out of admiration for her.

“More than anything, we cannot put our savior at risk.”

“…All of you…!”

Ren’s face was awash with emotion when—

“I suppose it’s a relief that you all can think straight.”

“Who’s there!”

Ren swiftly drew her sword and unleashed a strike imbued with divine energy.

Whirr.

Boom!

The flying blade was stopped by a magical barrier conjured by a man’s outstretched hand.

“…That’s quite the ruthless greeting. If I weren’t who I am, I might’ve been killed.”

“You are…?”

Why is he here?

He’s one of the gods most renowned for never leaving his domain.

[The Sacrifice who overcame Sloth, now The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth, tensed and summoned her aura.]

“Nice to meet you, [Sloth]. No, I should call you [The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth] or Just [Sacrifice] now, shouldn’t I? Don’t be so wary—I’m like you.”

“…What?”

Click, click, click.

A woman in a nun’s habit emerged from behind the man.

“…Impossible. Saint Kate?”

Ren, who had spent time enjoying the [Akashic Archive], immediately recognized her.

And in that moment, she understood why he had said they were alike.

“Yes. My purpose is the same as yours.”

[The Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath smiled.]

“I’m here to protect my savior.”

***

Whirr.

Rustle.

“…What is it at this hour?”

I woke up, groggy from an entertaining dream, to the incessant vibration of my terminal.

Rubbing my bleary eyes, I grabbed the device.

“Who on earth is calling at this hour…?”

When I picked up the terminal, I realized something strange.

It wasn’t the terminal I usually used as Rian, the academy student.

It was the one connected to the celestial realm through the power of the Constellation.

And it was ringing like crazy.

Could it be that the gods were sending offers after seeing Orpheus’ episode succeed?

I thought it was a plausible explanation and opened the terminal.

…What?

But the display showed only two constellations.

[Sacrifice who overcame Sloth] and [Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath].

Whirr.

Whirr.

Messages kept pouring in from both constellations.


[Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath declares he will protect his savior, as he has fulfilled all his desires.]


	Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath feels boundless gratitude toward you.



[Sacrifice who overcame Sloth asks if there is a way.]


	Sacrifice who overcame Sloth feels immense gratitude toward you.



But it was different from usual communication.

It seemed they didn’t know I was observing their state.

Moreover, for some reason, even their innermost thoughts appeared in the form of messages.



 
  Chapter 17: The Arrogant King of the Horses


Ren, who had decided to have a private conversation with Ian for a moment, spoke softly.

“Is that so… You, too, have someone precious to you…”

Listening to his words, Ren realized that they were in the same situation.

“Then, does the [Akashic Archive] really have the power to revive the dead and elevate them to godhood?”

Although it was merely a game, its influence was immense. 

But who could have imagined that it could lead to the resurrection of the dead and their ascension as gods?

This wasn’t something that could be explained by the powers of a dream.

“To be exact, it’s only possible in special cases,” Ian corrected.

With a flick of his finger, magic flowed from the bracelet on his wrist, forming a hologram.

“As you know, your constellation name changed. From [Sacrifice Lost in Sloth] to [Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth]. I went from [The Magitech Engineer Consumed by Wrath] to [The Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath].”

The hologram displayed the new constellation names, arranged in front of them.

“But, tell me… have you ever felt something strange about it?”

“A strange point? What do you mean?”

“We were never people who were associated with sloth or wrath. You’ve never been lazy, and I, too, rarely expressed anger. Yet, our constellation names now have sloth and wrath in them.”

“……”

“And the other gods began calling us [Sloth] and [Wrath], as if that was our true identity.”

Ren nodded thoughtfully.

She, too, felt discomfort when she reflected on her past self after overcoming sloth.

“Before I cast off my anger, I never once thought it strange that it would sometimes consume my mind. It was almost like I had been brainwashed.”

“You mean…” Ren trailed off, a sudden realization dawning.

“Some transcendental being, with a specific agenda, secretly introduced concepts like [Sloth] and [Wrath] during our ascension to godhood. That’s the only explanation.”

Sloth…

Even Ren herself thought it odd.

Back when she was human, she had always lived diligently, starting her training from early morning. 

Yet, now, she found herself wasting time sprawled out in bed.

If someone had twisted the divine essence during her ascension, inserting sloth before sacrifice, it made sense.

“…Then, I owe that girl and her apostle one more thing.”

By helping her look back at herself, she was able to overcome [Sloth].

How many debts did she owe?

She felt troubled, unsure of how to express her gratitude.

“So, who is this transcendental being?”

“…We don’t know. We’re lacking information at this point. However, judging by what they’ve done to us, it’s clear they disapprove of us overcoming our respective [sins].”

“So, it’s possible that they could intervene with us or the [Akashic Archive]?”

“Exactly. That’s why I said I would protect you. If that transcendental being tries to harm our benefactor, we must be ready.”

Ren paused, considering his words.

“…I understand. But what do you mean by resurrection and ascension being possible only in special cases?”

“I studied countless methods to revive my beloved. I researched ways to reverse time, even merging consciousness. But nothing worked. In the end, the final challenge I attempted was to implant Kate’s consciousness across the entire continent through the [Akashic Archive], and around that, I gathered her divinity to give birth to a god.”

“You tried to artificially create a god, one born through worship, like me.”

“Correct. But it failed. This is something that can’t be done artificially.”

“Then, how is it that my companions and your lover were able to be revived?”

“That’s the key part. According to my theory, this was made possible by the sins we overcame.”

“…What do you mean?”

“The words attached to constellation names carry their power. The name ‘Sacrifice’ that you bear is one of the virtues possessed by the seven great heroes, while my name, ‘Magitech Engineer,’ represents one of the three great sages. In the same way, ‘Sloth’ and ‘Wrath’ must also hold power.”

“So, what you’re saying is that some transcendental, evil being implanted sins to suppress and control us, and by overcoming them, we gained the power to bring back our loved ones… Is that it?”

“Exactly. …Of course, this is just a theory, and in my case, there are issues with the order of things, so it needs more refinement. But the main point is this: it’s impossible to just manifest the [Akashic Archive] into reality at will.”

“I see… So, should I be relieved?”

The restrictions were clear.

If anyone could manifest characters from the game, other figures should have appeared too, but that hadn’t happened.

“That’s quite an interesting story.”

Boom!

“Ugh!”

“This, this is!”

A voice from an unfamiliar woman echoed as a black magic covered Ren and Ian.

“An exclusive domain…”

The ultimate power to create a god’s exclusive domain as a barrier.

Within it, no help from the outside could reach them, as it was completely sealed off unless permitted by the domain’s master.

“Yes. This is the lady’s exclusive domain, [Pandemonium].”

The darkness rippled, and a woman with the distinct horns of a demon appeared in mid-air.

With a seductive gaze, she conjured a throne out of thin air and sat upon it.

Her constellation name was [Proud King of Ten Thousand Demons].

The Demon God, Herphnis.

She was the one who defeated the continent’s worst mass murderer, her predecessor, the Demon Lord Perlerina, and brought about harmony between the demon race and other races on the continent.

As one of the five greatest Demon Lords who reached the status of a god and ascended to become a Demon God, she stood as a paragon of power.

Ian and Ren swallowed nervously as they gazed up at her.

No matter how much they considered the Seven Heroes, the Three Sages, and the Five Demon Lords on the same level, she was in a class of her own.

She was famous for her unparalleled combat sense as a born Demon Lord, inheriting not only the immense divine power drawn from the faith of all demons but also the battle experience of her predecessors.

Even though Ian and Ren had grown by overcoming their own sins, the possibility of defeating her in the current situation, where her spiritual world was unfolding, was slim.

“Why are you here? This is my domain,” she asked.

“I became interested in something,” Herphnis twisted her lips.

“Those who should never have returned to life are resurrecting, disregarding the fundamental order of the world.”

Ian and Ren’s eyes widened in shock.

“As a ruler standing above demons, how could you not even recognize this?” Herphnis sneered.

Herphnis crossed her legs, and the flames of magic began to swirl in her hands.

“There is something that the dead must recognize. Tell me the identity of the one who resurrected them.”

Ian and Ren exchanged a glance, nodding in agreement.

“I’m sorry, but that won’t be possible.”

“We cannot repay a kindness with betrayal.”

“…Such lowly beings not knowing their place is common enough.”

“Are you sure about that? Battles are forbidden in the Divine Realm. If you harm us, the entire Divine Realm will punish you with death.”

The Demon God smiled maliciously.


“Punish? Death? That’s an interesting notion. Who dares to demand punishment from me?”

The ground shook beneath them.

Herphnis’s spiritual world trembled.

“I’ll show you your place. The difference in rank between you and me.”

BAM!

***

[The right magical prosthetic arm of the Engineering Mage, who cast off his anger, was severed.]

[The sacrifice overcoming sloth was struck by the magic flame.]

[The sacrifice, having overcome sloth, temporarily loses consciousness and falls to the ground.]

[The left arm of the Engineering Mage, who cast off his anger, transforms into a beam weapon.]

[The energy of the Engineering Mage, who cast off his anger, has been exhausted.]

[The left arm of the Engineering Mage, who cast off his anger, stopped mid-transformation.]

I felt my sleep dissipate instantly.

To think that the two greatest of the Seven Heroes and the Three Sages were being torn apart so brutally.

From the thoughts of the two constellations, I deduced that the enemy was one of the five Demon Lords, the [Proud King of Ten Thousand Demons].

Unimaginable strength.

I had to do something.

If this continued, our investors could be killed.

To be killed just for keeping my identity secret in order to protect me—there was no way I could just watch that happen.

“Constellation! Can you project me into the Divine Realm as a dream form?”

[The Dreamteller is startled.]

[The Dreamteller asks if I intend to go to the Divine Realm.]

“We don’t have time. Our investors are in danger.”

[The Dreamteller says it’s possible, but warns that it’s dangerous.]

[The Dreamteller mentions that while it’s possible to send only my consciousness as a dream form, if my dream form is killed, my real body could become a wreck.]

The thought of becoming a wreck gave me pause.

I was a director of a game that was a huge hit across the continent, yet without the help of the Constellations, I was utterly powerless.

Could I stop a Demon God, a being even the upper gods struggle to face?

“It’s alright.”

My body trembled uncontrollably.

“I’ll come back safely, so don’t worry.”

But I couldn’t just leave the two gods.

They were some of the few who had treated me kindly since I arrived in this world.

Most importantly, I could still hear their hearts, fighting to protect me at the cost of their own lives.

How could I just stand by?

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.

Wheeeeee

“AAHHH!”

“I would like to hear your words quickly, as my time is precious.”

When I opened my eyes again, I saw the black-haired woman torturing the Engineering Mage.

Behind her, Ren, the Goddess, lay collapsed.

“Stop right there.”

When I spoke, her head slowly turned to face me.

Her yellow eyes locked onto mine.

It felt like she could see through everything about me.

“Ugh, Benefactor?! No! This woman is dangerous!”

“Stay quiet and don’t interfere.”

The Demon God slammed the Engineering Mage’s head to the ground, and he went limp, losing consciousness.

Now that I think about it, I wasn’t just facing a transcendent being but a seasoned Constellation, a god.

Did I act too hastily?

[…Could it be Dream Power… Now that I think about it, it makes sense.]

At that moment,

[Definitely, with Dream Power, it should be possible.]

A thought flowed into my mind.

[I believe she can manifest the previous Demon Lord.]

The Demon God’s thoughts… I could hear them?

Not just Ren, not just the Engineering Mage—now I was reading the Demon God’s thoughts too…

What is going on here?

“Dream Apostle. I have a proposal for you.”

The Demon God lifted the Engineering Mage by the neck. 

His unconscious body dangled limply.

“Create the dream I desire. If you do, I’ll spare these lives.”

[Seeing the Proud King of Ten Thousand Demons appear to spare their lives, I must follow her request.]

“…Alright.”

I had no choice.

Though I was just an ordinary human, and how could I possibly fight a god with physical power?

If I didn’t accept the proposal and ran away, our investors would be in danger.

They were the ones who, even while dying, kept their silence to protect me, never revealing my identity.

I couldn’t let them die.

“I accept.”

There was nothing else I could do.

Constellation, I’ll borrow your power for a moment.

I unfolded the power of dreams.

Whooooosh

Then, a dark curtain of dreams unfurled, swallowing both me and the Demon God.

[If this is the power of dreams… I suppose I could escape anytime.]

It seemed that alone wouldn’t be enough to trap her.


It didn’t matter.

After all, what I was aiming for was something else.

“Tell me the dream you wish for. I’ll create it for you.”

I’ll give you a dream from which you will never awaken.

I don’t like being at the mercy of others.



 
  Chapter 18: Second Weekly Boss


Desolate Plain

Eruptions of volcanic ash, spurting out from the earth, blocked the sky entirely, preventing even a single beam of light from reaching the ground.

In the pitch-black darkness where the criminals could barely see even an inch ahead, half of the land was submerged in searing lava.

Leading the flowing lava was a demon with red eyes.

The killer, Perlerina, advanced.

Thunk.

At that moment, a black-haired girl stood in her way.

“……Herphnis.”

Perlerina gazed at her with sorrowful eyes.

“Rina… please stop now…”

The girl cried out, her voice trembling.

“Is… is this… is this the way you said we would survive? This is too much!”

The continent was covered in lava.

Countless lives were swallowed up.

Even under the power of the Demon King’s dominion, even superhumans could not endure.

“This isn’t a way for us to survive; this is a way to kill everyone but us!”

She couldn’t believe it.

The Demon King, who had once been so kind and gentle, had chosen this path.

The girl didn’t want to accept it.

“Step aside, Herphnis.”

The Demon King’s voice was no longer warm.

Her voice, cold and firm, echoed softly.

“I don’t want to kill you. So step aside.”

“Rina!”

The girl cried out, hoping for the return of the Rina she once knew.

“……Are you truly going to go against me?”

Whoosh.

Six whirlpools of lava surged up, forming the shape of serpents.

“If you stand in the way of my salvation, I will deal with you as well. It isn’t easy to find a new candidate for the Demon King, so I don’t want to kill you…”

“Rina…….”

There was no longer any warmth in the Demon King’s gaze.

Only hostility toward the obstacle in front of her.

That was all the girl could see.

“Even so… I will stop you.”

Whoooo…

Black armor and wings covered her.

With a sword made from condensed demonic power in hand, the girl soared into the air.

“How unfortunate. I’ll have to find a new candidate.”

The Demon King stretched out her hand.

“Since we’ve shared some memories, I’ll send you off without pain.”

Kieeek!

Dozens of lava serpents rushed toward the girl.

Thud…

Thud…

“Cough!“

The Demon King coughed and spat up a mouthful of blood.

A black demon sword was embedded in her chest.

“Wh… why… didn’t you stop it…?”

Even with the sword driven into her heart, the girl looked confused.

“I… I didn’t think… my magic power would be insufficient…”

“This is my defeat, I suppose.”

The Demon King’s eyes slowly closed.

As her powers faded, the lava that had covered the land began to cool.

“No! That can’t be! You’re the one who taught me swordsmanship! You’re the one who taught me magic! There’s no way you could make a mistake in calculating magic power!”

…Heh…

The Demon King gave a faint smile.

“Then I suppose I’ve become obsolete.”

The Demon King reached out and gently stroked the girl’s cheek.

“… ·Õ··· I · · · L|^…………”

“Why… do you have something to say…?”

With those final words, the light left the Demon King’s eyes.

Her head fell limply.

“Waahhh! The Demon King has fallen!”

“The savior of the continent! It’s Herphnis-samaaa!”

The cheering of those celebrating the end of the war was the last thing the girl heard before the memory replay ceased.

“How is it?”

The Demon God asked me.

“It was the time when the former Demon King tried to kill her, when she was still mortal.”

Tried to kill her?

That’s not right.

From the past images, I could immediately tell what the former Demon King had thought of her.

“The Demon King inherits the powers of previous Demon Kings, so she possesses all the abilities of her ancestors. The accumulated power of countless generations of Demon Kings is enough to cover the entire continent with lava. She was the strongest opponent the girl had faced so far.”

In the memory, the land behind the Demon King was filled with boiling lava as far as the horizon.

To control that much lava…

The power was enough to destroy the world.

“However, the Demon King didn’t use her full power in her battle with the girl.”

The Demon God frowned.

“How dare she fight against the girl and not use all her strength.”

She seemed quite upset.


“And in the end, her last words were ‘Die.'”

As the thoughts of the Demon God flowed into me, I began to understand why she was trying to materialize the former Demon King in the present.

“Do you want to fight the former Demon King again?”

“Yes.”

This arrogant Demon God believes that the only flaw in his life is the enemy he couldn’t defeat properly.

He can’t accept the fact that his victory was due to the opponent’s mercy.

“Revive the former Demon King, Perlerina. Subdue her in person and prove the integrity derived from the victory.”

…Why are all the gods like this?

Is it only these twisted individuals who can become gods?

“Well. It is possible.”

But thanks to that, I understood what kind of story I had to create.

“However, there are conditions that must be met.”

“What are they?”

“There were many conditions necessary for the appearance of the Ten Heroes and Saint Kate in reality.”

Having overheard the conversation between Ren and the magical engineer through a terminal, I was able to grasp what was going on.

I wasn’t too surprised that Kate’s resurrection was something the magical engineer had been working on, but the revival of all ten heroes was quite shocking.

Still, thanks to the explanations from the magical engineer, I managed to understand how that resurrection occurred.

It was a process of overcoming the part that made up the identity of the constellation’s name and turning it into one’s own.

That process had to happen for the resurrection of a loved one to be possible.

For the Demon God, though, this would be difficult.

It would probably be in vain.

But that didn’t matter.

My goal wasn’t to fulfill the Demon God’s dreams.

The Demon God, upon hearing my conditions, fell into thought.

“It’s fine if other players watch the story about the girl and the Demon King… but does the girl also have to play the game herself?”

“Yes, that is correct. Both the magical engineer and the sacrifice played the game themselves, which is why the resurrection of the dead was possible.”

“Hmm…”

The Demon God seemed reluctant about the idea of having to play the game herself.

“Are you afraid that, as the King of Demons, you won’t be able to play the game?”

Bang!

“Of course not! It’s just… it’s just that I wonder if the girl really has to do such bothersome things herself! The girl wouldn’t be afraid of that!”

“Well, I’m glad to hear that.”

I smiled faintly.

Reading the Demon God’s thoughts, I felt I knew how to handle her.

Her way of thinking was dominated by an arrogance that had crossed the line.

“First, I’ll take a look at the Demon God’s memories. Then, I’ll need time to process them into an episode.”

“A few days?”

“Three days should be enough.”

It was the day the new version would be released.

With the new content, the second act, would be just about right.

“Alright. I’ll be watching.”

Whoosh.

The Demon God tore through the illusory world created by the dream and left.

Though I was left alone, I could feel her gaze still on me.

Was she keeping her eyes on me to make sure I didn’t break my promise?

For someone so arrogant, she was rather cautious.

But that didn’t matter.

I was going to keep my promise.

At first, I had planned to slightly twist the original history to trap her in the story.

But after seeing the Demon God’s memories, I realized that might not be necessary.

‘Just revealing the truth she doesn’t know will be enough.’

How would she react when she encounters the completed episode?

One thing was certain: once she knew the truth, she would break down mentally, and she wouldn’t be able to escape this world on her own.

I could hardly wait.

How was I going to endure three days?

***

At the bottom of the rift in the dimensions,

In the impenetrable darkness where nothing could be seen, seven figures rose.

[The second seed has been destroyed.]

[The first one was a coincidence, but the second can’t be a coincidence.]

[Someone is interfering with our harvest.]

[That’s impossible.]

[I thought so, but it wasn’t.]

[Who will go?]

[I’ll go.]

[No objections.]

[Neither do I.]

[It’s decided.]

[The meeting is over.]


Of the seven figures, six disappeared, leaving only one behind.

The lone remaining figure soared into the air.

She was confident that anyone who stood in her way would be eliminated once she took action.

But she didn’t know.

She didn’t know that she would be called the weekly boss.



 
  Chapter 19: Hypocrisy Story


“Are both of you okay?”

Having deactivated the power of dreams, I rushed over to the two gods who had collapsed.

They had been valuable investors from the start, and seeing them risk death to keep secrets about me only made me worry even more.

“Can you help me up?”

I grabbed the Magitech engineer’s arm and assisted him in getting up.

“Are you alright?”

“I’m fine. Thanks to you, the core wasn’t damaged.”

The Magitech engineer patted his chest.

“Gods have a core that establishes their identity through divinity. As long as the core remains intact, a god can recover no matter how badly they’re injured.”

“Ah… I see.”

Well, they are gods. It makes sense that they would have some form of self-healing.

But more than that, the way we were talking—it felt strange. 

The Magitech engineer, now free of his anger, was speaking to me like a normal human. 

I was used to hearing gods speak in an elevated manner, but this was different.

“Thank you for saving us. The divine core almost shattered.”

“It’s nothing. This was caused by my actions.”

“If I hadn’t asked for your help, you wouldn’t have been targeted by the demon either. I’m sorry.”

“No, no! We both chose to do this! I needed a subject for the Constellation, and that’s why I got involved.”

“…I see. Thank you for understanding.”

The Magitech engineer’s mechanical arm moved automatically, restoring itself as he spoke.

“By the way, how did you come to this divine realm? Did you achieve divinity?”

“Huh? Oh, no! That’s not it. I was projected here through the power of the Constellation.”

“The power? …I see. I can sense the power of dreams. Does that mean you are still human?”

“Yes.”

“Strange.”

…

“Do you know why the Constellation speaks in forms like ‘~~~ is doing~~~’ when addressing mortals, instead of speaking normally?”

“Uh… I’m not sure.”

“It’s because the Constellation’s rank is so high that if it spoke directly to a mortal, their brain would burn out.”

“…What?”

“But you seem fine. It’s strange. Even for a high-ranking human, this should be difficult.”

…

Is it because I can recognize the Constellation and read its thoughts through the terminal?

I was about to mention this to him but stopped myself.

It might be best not to mention the uncomfortable fact that I can read thoughts.

“Ugh.”

Goddess Ren pressed a finger to her nose and snorted, releasing the blood that had collected inside.

“Thank you, Apostle of Dreams.”

She was also covered in blood, but her wounds were rapidly healing. 

She must have some form of self-healing ability.

She came toward us and leaned against a nearby wall.

“Sacrifice. You’re surprisingly fragile.”

Goddess Ren’s eyebrows twitched.

“What are you saying?”

“Unlike me, who is a scholar, you’re a non-combatant knight. I expected more from you, as one of the Seven Heroes, but you didn’t even stand a chance against the demon.”

“…Wasn’t it just that the demon was too strong? Didn’t you also fall with a single shot from a poisoned arrow?!”

“Well, I’m a Magitech engineer. If I had been in my own domain, fully equipped, I wouldn’t have been defeated so easily. But you… your domain was invaded, and you fell so easily.”

“T-That’s…!”

Ren’s lips quivered with rage.

It seemed she was struggling to control her emotions, as her eyes glistened with tears.

She looked like she wanted to argue, but had no words to counter with.

“Though you don’t want to hear it, Ren, you’ve been consumed by ‘Sloth’ for too long. You haven’t been able to train properly. Once you start training again, you’ll regain your full strength, won’t you, Ren?”

“…!”

With a cry, Ren rushed into my arms.

“You’re the only one I can rely on!”

She was shaken, clearly in deep distress after her defeat and the harsh reality of her own weakness. 

It must have been hard to accept, especially after the Magitech engineer’s sharp words.

I gently patted her back.

“I… I’ll pick up my sword and train again. If I do, I’ll be able to defeat demons like that too! I’ve overcome my own laziness, after all!”

She seemed so childlike in that moment.

Despite her mature appearance, seeing her like this made me realize that her followers would probably have a heart attack if they saw this.

More importantly, why was the Magitech engineer suddenly attacking his own ally?

Ding!

At that moment, a message from the Magitech engineer came through my terminal.

[The Magitech engineer, having shed his anger, writes with his finger: “Can you tell me what happened with the demon inside?”]

[The Magitech engineer, having shed his anger, writes with his finger: “If ‘yes’, point with one finger. If ‘no’, use two fingers.”]

That’s when I finally understood why the Magitech engineer had deliberately provoked Goddess Ren.

The demon had implanted part of its power within her, claiming that it would watch over me. 

It was probably monitoring our conversation as well.

I raised a single finger.

The Magitech engineer smiled, clearly pleased.

Even though I hadn’t spoken about what happened inside, he had quickly figured it out. 

By creating an event that would attract the demon’s attention, I had unknowingly used the Constellation’s divine message to avoid the demon’s surveillance.

It was also taking advantage of the demon’s extreme arrogance and pride in its own greatness.

I wonder if he truly is one of the greatest geniuses in human history.

[The Magitech engineer writes with his finger, “Did the Demon God command someone to resurrect for their sake?”]

I extended my finger again.

Pretending to scratch my thigh with my index finger, I wrote the words “Former Demon King.”

Even though writing with my finger wouldn’t make the letters readable, the gods’ eyes would certainly recognize it immediately. 


In the current situation, where the Demon God’s eyes have been on Goddess Ren, this seemed quite appropriate.

The Magitech engineer’s eyes widened slightly as he watched the tip of my finger.

He nodded as if he now understood.

[The Magitech engineer writes with his finger, “Then, did you say you’d create an episode for her?”]

I extended my index finger once more.

Then I placed it back on my thigh.

“If this is finished, we can trap the Demon God.”

The Magitech engineer’s eyes sparkled with interest.

[The Magitech engineer writes with his finger, “We trust you, as you’ve done so much for us.”]

[The Magitech engineer writes with his finger, “But if things go wrong, the Demon God will target you.”]

[The Magitech engineer writes with his finger, “It could be very dangerous.”]

I wrote again on my thigh.

“It’s alright. Once the episode is complete, the Demon God won’t be able to escape from it.”

The Magitech engineer looked at me with concern in his eyes.

“You have a special talent that surpasses even the Constellations. But the Constellations have transcended their limits and reached divinity. Even they have secret weapons no one else could imagine. You should be careful.”

He was genuinely worried about me.

A genius so great that they’d go down in history, and a god representing magical engineering, was concerned about me.

It didn’t feel bad.

More than anything, the way he quickly grasped the situation, turned the Demon God’s gaze away, and calmly questioned me while I was still reeling from the wounds inflicted by the Demon God, was truly impressive.

“Ha. There’s no need to state the obvious. This child is far more exceptional than you.”

Goddess Ren shot the Magitech engineer a glance before pulling me into her arms.

Her soft, fluffy chest enveloped my face warmly.

“You clever little fool.”

At first, I thought she was just pretending to be angry, doing some WWE-style act with the Magitech engineer… but now, it seemed she was being genuine.

“Beee-.”

“… Are you a child?”

Goddess Ren, who stuck out her tongue while muttering what seemed like an insult, had the Magitech engineer click his tongue in disbelief.

[The Dreamteller yells, asking if he knows how anxious she was.]

“Hahaha. Sorry, Constellation. The situation was so urgent, I had no choice.”

If they were investors, they’d be like brothers walking shoulder to shoulder with us, wouldn’t they?

So, when those investors are in danger, how could I just sit back and watch?

[The Dreamteller says, “Usa?” and makes an expression as if she thinks she’s being intimidating.]

“The Demon God doesn’t want anything from me, so there’s no need for him to harm me.”

[The Dreamteller dramatically stomps her foot, making loud thudding noises as she asks what she will do if she loses his only apostle.]

“I won’t do anything so dangerous next time. But this time, I was certain the Demon God wouldn’t harm me. I know how dangerous it could be for my life.”

Finally, after promising to offer a sweet dessert as an offering, I managed to calm the Constellation down and activated developer mode before creating a new episode.

This one would be about the Demon God’s past.

The protagonist of the episode would be the former Demon King, her teacher.

The story of a teacher who cherishes their disciple is common in this world.


But…

What about the story of a teacher who, to protect their beloved disciple, embraces evil, acts like a killer, intentionally hides the truth, and is ultimately assassinated?

It’s a story we often see on Earth, but not here.

Let’s create another tale of villainy.

My concept unfolded through the power of the dream.



 
  Chapter 20: Girl Lina


Three Days Later.

The Promised Date.

The Demon God’s Domain.

“Are you ready?”

The Demon God Herphnis descended from her lofty throne with a commanding presence.

I handed her a device imbued with the power of dreams, its surface gleaming faintly.

“Of course. As I mentioned earlier, the episode I’ve prepared involves the tale of the Demon King Perlerina. I believe it will be to your liking.”

The save data I brought begins after clearing Act 1, ensuring you can dive into Act 2 without any immersion issues.

“Before we begin, allow me to inform you of a few guidelines. If you disrupt the flow of the episode, the perception embedded within it might fail to function properly. Therefore, even if the story displeases you, you must carry it through as is…”

“Hm.”

The Demon God propped her chin on her hand, listening to my explanation.

The device floated into the air, landing gently in her grasp.

“As long as I complete this episode, the former Demon King will be resurrected, correct?”

“That’s right. The same was true for the case of the Magitech Engineer and the sacrifice.”

But no, it won’t happen.

You won’t finish this episode.

Even if you did, the Demon King wouldn’t be revived.

The storyline distributed to other players for Act 2 introduces a critical choice at its highlight: whether to assist or prevent the Demon King’s massacre.

This choice will not only reverse the established history but also split the perceptions of players who experience this episode. 

It will be entirely different from the case of the ten heroes and Saint Kate.

“If the Demon God herself participates, I believe you can reach the conclusion in less than half a day.”

I added a touch of flattery.

“Good. If I am to do it, I will complete it faster than anyone else.”

True to her arrogant nature, the Demon God activated the device without a hint of doubt.

Buzz.

The power of dreams within the device enveloped her.

Watching her, I used the power of dreams to enter the developer mode of the [Akashic Archive].

Flash.

“It’s finally time for the third trial.”

“…?”

Inside the realm of dreams, the Demon God found herself approached by a black-haired human boy.

“This is the final trial. If you pass this one, you will officially become the overseer of the [Akashic Archive].”

Boring words spilled from his mouth.

She had no interest in such nonsense and wanted nothing more than to overturn everything and grab the overseer by the neck. 

But the warnings of the Apostle of Dreams echoed in her mind, and she decided to endure for now.

Snap.

The overseer snapped his fingers, and a book flew off a nearby shelf, landing between them.

“This story will be slightly different from the previous ones.”

The book’s pages began turning, one by one.

“The abyss’s encroachment remains the same as before, but this time, it hasn’t spread through monsters. The protagonist’s thoughts have been corrupted instead.”

Divinity flowed from the overseer’s hands, forming an illusion in the air.

‘…Perlerina?’

The Demon God was startled by the sudden appearance of the former Demon King.

“She is the protagonist of this story and the one you must guide onto the right path.”

“…What do you mean, guide her onto the right path?”

The Demon God’s question was met with the overseer folding his arms.

“It’s simple. The Demon King caused a monumental event that determined the fate of multiple races. This event is what made this world worthy of being preserved in the [Archive]. But the abyss’s intervention has damaged her will. Your task is to stay by her side and assist her.”

“How am I supposed to assist her?”

“This time, you won’t inhabit an in-world character. Instead, you’ll remain near Perlerina as a spirit. Don’t worry—you won’t experience her entire life. The less significant parts will be sped up. You’ll only be there for the most critical moments to guide her.”

Whir.

The overseer’s power swirled around the book like a vortex.

“Remember, as overseers of the [Akashic Archive], our mission is to preserve events across the universe exactly as they occurred. No matter how undesirable the outcome, altering it on a whim is forbidden.”

The Demon God only half-listened to his words.

Her only desire was to finish everything quickly and see Perlerina again.

“Then let’s begin.”

The world within the book swallowed the Demon God whole.

***

A peaceful, moonlit rural village at night.

Flames erupted in the village that should have been tranquil.

“Kill all the demons!”

“Slaughter them and take what you want!”

Human mercenaries ravaged the village, dragging its inhabitants out and mercilessly killing them.

“Hahaha! Demons have such tender skin! It’s so satisfying to cut through!”

“Killing without being punished—what could be better than this?”

The demons were mostly defenseless women and children, yet the mercenaries gleefully tore through them with metal weapons.

“Those bastards…!”

The Demon God clenched her fists tightly, her bloodshot eyes brimming with fury.

This was a sight commonly seen across the continent before she ended the Great Demon War, severing the chains of hatred between races.

In the past, demons faced severe discrimination and were often hunted by other races.

Having lost her own parents to another race, the scene unfolding before her was unbearable.

If she were present in her true form, she would have turned every human mercenary to dust.

But she was only a spirit.

She had no physical power to intervene.

Ding.

[First Assistance]

“The demon you must protect is still young. The village where the young demon lord lived was attacked by demon hunters. In this world, only she can see your soul. Lead the young demon and help her survive.”

As soon as the main quest’s guidance appeared, a virtual arrow indicating the target’s location occupied a corner of her vision.

The soul of the demon god floated along, following the direction of the guidance.

A small house located in the corner of the village.

“Rina, you must never come out, understand?”

“But, Mom!”

A classic tragedy unfolded—a young demon girl hidden in the basement of the house, covered by piles of furniture to avoid detection. 

Her mother used herself as bait, sacrificing her life to save her child.

It was a common occurrence across the continent in those days, but that didn’t make it any less heartbreaking.


‘This is my master’s past.’

“I love you, Rina.”

“Mom! Mom!”

The woman sealed the basement completely, her tears streaming down, and stepped outside.

As she opened the door and left, the mercenaries approaching her house spotted her.

“A demon wench!”

“Catch her!”

Even though demons possess physical capabilities far superior to humans, ordinary demons raised in peaceful environments could not match the bloodthirsty mercenaries trained for slaughter.

The demon woman was quickly captured by the mercenaries.

“Heh heh, we caught a fine one this time.”

“This one looks like it’ll be fun to cut up. I’ll take the hands.”

“Eugh, you sick bastard. Why would you even want to keep something like that?”

While the mercenaries cruelly dismembered and mutilated her body for their amusement, the woman bit her lip, suppressing her screams with all her might.

She was determined not to let her beloved daughter hear her cries and risk revealing her hiding spot.

The demon god watched the dying woman with a complicated gaze.

Even with her arrogance, she couldn’t help but admire the woman’s desperate resolve as she silently endured excruciating pain to protect her child.

“Cry out, you bitch! It’s no fun if you stay silent!”

A mercenary stabbed a curved blade into her abdomen and twisted it cruelly.

“Gaaahhh!”

Unable to endure beyond her limits, the woman finally let out an anguished scream.

Her cry echoed through the surroundings, and—

“Mom!”

The girl hidden in the basement reacted instinctively.

“…Huh?”

“Looks like there’s another one.”

“It’s coming from over there.”

“Let’s get them.”

The mercenaries dropped the woman to the ground and moved toward the source of the sound.

With fading vision, the woman crawled and grabbed at the mercenaries’ ankles.

“Ugh, persistent bitch. Still moving, huh?”

Crack!

A kick to her head finally granted her peace.

Meanwhile, the girl hiding in the basement was sobbing quietly, covering her mouth with both hands.

Bang! Bang!

“Hey! Bring the hammer over here!”

The mercenaries were breaking down the entrance to the basement just above her.

Death was closing in.

“You.”

A mature, striking beauty suddenly appeared beside the girl.

“Huh?”

The girl’s eyes widened in shock.

“There’s no time. If you don’t want your mother’s sacrifice to be in vain, listen to me.”

To the girl, the demon god appeared exactly as she imagined—a magnificent presence straight out of a fairytale.

The girl nodded silently.

“Good. First, focus on moving your demonic energy.”

“…???”

“There’s no time. Hah, if you’re truly Rina, you can do this… No, focus on the lower part of your abdomen.”

The demon god’s instruction taught the girl the basic method of controlling her demonic energy.

“Good. Now, use it!”

As demonic energy enveloped the girl’s body, her figure shimmered and disappeared.

At the same moment—

Crash!

A massive hammer broke through the basement entrance.

“What the—there’s nothing here?”

“Impossible.”

“Did we imagine it?”

“Ugh, what a waste of time. Let’s go.”

The mercenaries spat on the ground and left the house.

Then, they set fire to the empty building.

As flames consumed the home, I, the developer, observed as the demon god carried out the story.


Everything was proceeding according to plan.

The demon god, destined to accompany her master and witness her entire life, would uncover the truth behind it all.

What would happen when she learned that everything she thought she knew about her master was a lie? 

When she realized that this wasn’t a tale of revenge against a betrayer, but a bittersweet journey of farewell?

Perhaps she, too, would come to understand.



 
  Chapter 21: Mission and Destiny


A plain a short distance from the village.

A small orb of water, large enough to fit a single person, floated mid-air.

Pop!

“Ahk!”

The water orb burst, and a young girl, curled up inside, fell to the ground, landing squarely on her backside.

“Ouch…!”

The girl winced, rubbing her sore bottom.

“Is that all it takes for you to whine so pitifully?”

Startled, the girl looked up at the demon hovering beside her.

The figure exuded an overwhelming presence, adorned in ornate decorations that screamed majesty and grandeur.

Anyone could tell at a glance that this being was far from ordinary.

Hadn’t it been the same entity that manipulated demonic energy to cast invisibility and water magic?

Magic of such complexity, performed in a place devoid of water and filled with flames, was beyond imagination.

“Who… are you?”

The Demon God gazed at the girl, her innocent face peering up at her former master.

It was a strange sight. 

The once-poised and faultless master, now in the fragile form of a child.

‘Adorable.’

The Demon God shook her head furiously.

‘What am I even thinking!’

She shivered, banishing the errant thought.

“I am—” She paused.

Revealing her true name was not an option.

After a brief hesitation, she gave a pseudonym.

“I am Karlos, the Demon God.”

Silence hung in the air between them.

“Truly? Are you truly the Demon God, protector of our kind?”

“I am.”

“The one who reigns above all demons, the master of demonic energy?”

“Indeed.”

“Then… why didn’t you save us?”

The girl’s voice trembled as her eyes filled with tears.

“If you had saved us—if you had just helped us! My mother would still be—”

Overcome by emotion, she broke into sobs, her words lost in a storm of grief.

“If the Demon God had defeated those horrible humans, my mother wouldn’t have died! Why didn’t you help us? Why did you just watch?!”

The girl wailed, her cries echoing in the empty plains.

The Demon God remained silent, watching as the girl wept uncontrollably.

Opening and closing her hand, the Demon God stared at her palm before clenching it into a fist.

An overwhelming sense of powerlessness washed over her.

Since her master’s death, she had risen to the throne of the Demon King, uniting demons and other races.

She had become the Demon God, one of the five supreme lords, an invincible figure.

And yet, in this world, she could do nothing.

She had failed to protect her master’s mother.

She had been forced to watch as her master suffered the same tragedy that had once shaped her own life.

Even if it was all part of an elaborate play to resurrect her master, the feeling was unbearable.

“…I’m sorry.”

The Demon God reached out and gently stroked the girl’s back.

Though intangible in her current form, the gesture carried her sentiment.

“I am not omnipotent. I… lacked the power to save her.”

For someone as proud as the Demon God, admitting her shortcomings was an unprecedented act.

The sun set while the girl’s sobs faded into the evening.

A low growl broke the silence.

The girl clutched her stomach, looking embarrassed.

“I’m hungry…”

It was no surprise—she had been crying all day.

The Demon God wanted to provide her with food and shelter.

If this were the divine realm, she could conjure such things with a mere flick of her finger.

But here, in this illusory world crafted by the power of dreams, she was bound by its limitations.

Ding.

[Possession Unlocked]


	Temporarily possess a character in the story. Requires consent from the target.



The system notification interrupted her thoughts.

Possession?

Now that she thought about it, wasn’t the goal of this game to aid her master and ensure history unfolded correctly?

Simply offering advice wasn’t enough. 

Perhaps this system existed for that reason.

The Demon God floated closer to the girl.

“Would you allow me to borrow your body for a while?”

“My body…? To you?”

“If you remain here, you’ll soon lose consciousness. This is not a place where a young demon can survive alone. It’s far too dangerous. I will take responsibility and move you to a safe location.”

“…Alright. Do as you wish.”

The girl fainted the moment she gave her consent.

The Demon God embraced the girl’s body and entered it.

She inspected her new vessel.

‘To think she endured to this extent…’

The girl’s condition was dire—a testament to her sheer willpower.

Even so, she was her master, no matter her form.

“Come to me.”

The Demon God summoned demonic energy from her surroundings.

Though only a spirit, her status as a Demon God compelled the energy to obey her will.


“This will have to do for now.”

She focused the gathered energy and began her work.

***

A soft murmur escaped the girl as she stirred on the makeshift bed.

“Mom…?”

Opening her eyes, reality came crashing down.

Her mother was gone.

“Where am I?”

She glanced around. 

The surroundings were unfamiliar and far from the plains where she had collapsed.

Was it all just a dream?

“Awake already?”

The girl turned toward the voice, finding Karlos, the Demon God, floating with her arms crossed.

“Demon God…”

So, it wasn’t a dream.

“Did you bring me here?”

“I did. Had I left you there, you’d have been easy prey for beasts or monsters.”

“Thank you.”

The girl’s eyes wandered around the room.

“Where is this?”

“A nearby forest. I found an abandoned house and transformed it with magic.”

The girl’s eyes widened in wonder.

To alter a dilapidated house so thoroughly—was this the power of a Demon God?

But if she could do this, why couldn’t she save my mother?

The Demon God sensed the girl’s thoughts.

If the episode had started just a little earlier, perhaps she could have saved her, too.

‘Should I abandon the game and command the Apostle of Dreams to rewrite the story?’

No.

What was she thinking?

This was not her real master.

It was merely a shadow created for the sake of reviving the true one.

Yet, the Demon God couldn’t shake her growing unease.

“What should I do now?” the girl asked softly.

“What do you mean?”

“Everyone in my village is dead. My friends were killed. My mother is gone. There’s no one left. What am I supposed to do now?”

The Demon God saw a reflection of her past self in the despairing girl.

She, too, had lost all her loved ones, including her family, to other races.

Her master had been no different.

What had her master said to her back then?

She seemed to recall her master speaking as if she were someone extraordinary.

“……You are special.”

“Pardon?”

“In this world, you are the only one who can see me. You are also the only one capable of accepting my power.”

“Soon, you will stand tall above the demons and lead them—as a king who will save our oppressed and suffering kin.”

The Demon God recalled her master’s radiant figure as she united the demons and became the Demon King.

“Only you can save the demon race.”

“Is that… really true?”

The girl fell into deep thought for a moment.

Then she shook her head.

“I’m a fool who can’t do anything on my own. How could someone like me save the demons?”

“Indeed, you can.”

“I can’t believe it.”

Is there no other way?

The only option left was to enter her body and show her, through illusions, the image of herself as the Demon King that the Demon God had seen.

It seemed the only way to motivate her, as she had lost all will.

“In that case…”

Just as the Demon God was about to enter the girl’s body—

“Where’s the demon around here?”

“No, I’m sure of it. I can smell a demon.”

Voices of strangers were heard outside.

Creak, creak.

Their tone and atmosphere reeked of demon hunters.

The girl began to tremble in panic the moment she heard their voices.

The Demon God peered outside through the window.

Two male mercenaries.

They were moving along, transporting three demons in a large cage: two adult demons and one child.

They didn’t seem like the type who enjoyed killing demons but rather those who enslaved them.

“……Hmm? But those demons…”

As the Demon God examined the demons captured by the hunters, she realized that one of the children was a demon from a nearby village.

“That child—is she perhaps your friend?”

“…?”

The trembling girl lifted her head at the Demon God’s question.

Following the direction of the Demon God’s fingertip, she spotted the demon child being dragged away by humans.

“Me-Meyru!”

The girl jumped to her feet.

“D-Demon God! Meyru is a close friend of mine! Can’t you save her?”

The Demon God looked at the girl, then closed her eyes briefly before opening them again.

“I can save her.”

“D-Demon God!”

The girl’s face brightened.

“But I cannot exert my power on the surface.”

“…What?”

“It can only be done through your body. So you must do it.”

With her current abilities, the girl could easily handle those two hunters.

Thanks to the Demon God entering her body and manipulating her demonic energy, all her energy channels were opened, and immersed in demonic energy, she had gained an affinity comparable to a grand mage.

“W-What do you mean…”

“Don’t worry. I will be with you. As long as I’m with you, there will only be victory.”

The Demon God brought her lips close to the girl’s ear.

“Do not be afraid.”

Bang!

Suddenly, the door of the hut burst open.

“W-What the!”

The two hunters approaching the hut were startled.

But no matter how long they waited, no one came out from inside.

“Hey! Come out! If you opened the door, someone must be in there!”

Are they mocking us?

One hunter, angry that he had been startled, began to approach the door.

“Ugh! Grrrrk…”

From his companion behind him came the sound of someone choking.

“…Huh?”

Surprised, the hunter turned around to see a black dagger lodged in his companion’s neck.

The sound was his death throes as the blade pierced his throat.

“Fe-Fellow!”

The hunter immediately drew his sword.

In the blink of an eye, his companion had been taken down.

This was no ordinary foe.

Who the hell is this?

Just as the hunter began to summon his magical power—

Crunch!

“Argh!”

A jet-black sword pierced through his chest from behind.

“H-How…”

At that moment, the girl’s hidden figure appeared.

“Huff… huff…”

Still catching her breath from the excitement of battle, the girl heard the Demon God speak.

“How was it? You can do it, can’t you?”

The Demon God pointed to the three demons inside the cage, who were staring at the girl with astonished eyes.

“You saved them. You rescued those who awaited only a bleak future.”

The girl looked at her friend with a flushed face.

“Now do you understand? You are destined to be the savior of the demon race.”

“…Really?”

She looked down at her own two hands.

Salvation.

Something she needed the most.


Something she couldn’t obtain because she was just a bit too late.

“Well, let’s give it a try.”

But with this power, she could offer it to others.

Perhaps it was her mission.

And her destiny.



 
  Chapter 22: Chain of Hatred


The Demon God wandered the continent beside the girl.

“Master! The water here is so clear!”

“Mm. This place should be safe.”

‘Camping alone with my master. It brings back old memories.’

She had thought that, after losing her mother and feeling mentally unstable, the girl might be in danger. 

But of course, she was the apprentice of the future Demon Lord.

With a single mission given to her, the girl regained her strength.

“This isn’t working…”

“You can do it.”

‘This method of magic manipulation is something my master taught me.’

The girl, who had learned directly from the Demon God, quickly grew.

When her innate talent and the best teacher combined in her small body, her growth was so rapid that even the Demon God was surprised.

“Master! Isn’t this one so cute?”

“It’s a survival strategy. It’s meant to evoke sympathy from other creatures to survive.”

“Can we take it with us?”

“Think carefully. When it’s suddenly kidnapped, how will it react to such a drastic change in environment? And how will its family feel, searching for it when their loved one has vanished without a trace?”

“…We shouldn’t take it.”

Of course, the girl still retained her innocence as a child.

“Don’t worry too much. They are evil beings who enjoy slaughter. Monsters with no hope of redemption.”

“But…!”

Although she had been through many hardships, she was still just a young girl.

Her natural goodness made it difficult for her.

“You are the one who will change this world.”

Every time, the Demon God would comfort the girl by her side.

“Master, if I become the Demon Lord… can I change this cruel world?”

“It’s possible… if it’s you.”

The Demon God answered with a complicated expression.

After the death of her master, the former Demon Lord, the demons managed to unite with other races, thanks to their efforts to stop the slaughterer.

The anger toward demons could have intensified, considering the Demon Lord was originally a demon. 

But because the other demons had joined forces with the continent’s people to stop the Demon Lord, the hatred that once existed between the races disappeared completely due to the joint front they formed.

…Could my master have planned that?

A thought crossed her mind.

‘No, that can’t be it.’

If it had been part of such a plan, there would have been no reason for the master to keep it from her.

It must have been coincidence.

The wall of [Pride] that had been blinding the Demon God was now cracking.

Time passed quickly.

Thanks to the newly added quick skip function to prevent players from getting bored, they could automatically skip over less important parts if they wished.

But the Demon God didn’t skip.

She stayed by the girl, watching her grow every step of the way.

When they first started their journey, she had been eager to quickly end this foolish play and resurrect her true master, but for some reason, she couldn’t bring herself to skip.

Even though she knew that the girl before her was a fake.

The girl and the Demon God arrived at yet another new village.

“Kill the demons!”

“Drive out the cursed race!”

“Waaah!”

As they approached the village entrance, they could hear the sounds of battle between humans and demons.

“Master.”

“Mm?”

“Go and sweep them away.”

With the Demon God’s command, the girl’s body was engulfed in black magic and melted into it.

Whoosh!

A pillar of magic shot up between the human and demon forces.

The girl emerged from the pillar, standing right in the middle of the battlefield.

[Stop!]

The power in her voice consumed the surrounding space.

As her magic reverberated through the air, the humans who had been rushing toward the demons halted in their tracks, frozen.

[Kneel!]

Boom!

Every human on the battlefield immediately dropped to their knees.

Mercenaries, who had grown accustomed to battle, were subdued in an instant without even a chance to resist.

A small figure in a robe appeared out of nowhere, and with just two words, made all the humans kneel.

The demons could only gape in shock, their mouths hanging open as they witnessed this absurd scene.

“Your abilities are very stable,” the Demon God said with a satisfied smile, arms crossed.

“Who… are you?”

The village chief, who appeared to be the leader of the demons, cautiously approached the girl, fear evident on his face.

“I am Lina.”

As the girl removed her hood to reveal her youthful face, the demons gasped once more in surprise.

Once they realized she was one of them, they cheered.

“Thank you for saving us!”

“We thought we were done for.”

“We thought the Demon Lord had descended!”

The girl let out a relieved sigh as she saw the demons expressing their gratitude.

Phew. 

This time, I wasn’t too late.

There were many who needed saving, but also many who had been lost too late.

Luckily, this time, I arrived at just the right moment.

“How did you do it?”

“You’re so cool, sis!”


While Lina was talking to the villagers, a sudden scream echoed through the air.

“Wait, wait! Let’s talk! Aaagh!”

The girl turned around, startled by the scream.

“These damn humans! Die!”

As she turned, she saw demons stabbing the humans who were immobilized and unable to resist with farming tools.

From strong young men to children, they all gripped their makeshift weapons and massacred the humans, venting their long-held frustrations.

“Wait a second…”

Panicked, the girl reached out her hand in haste.

But she couldn’t say anything.

…Should I stop them?

Why?

Because these humans are now completely powerless?

But from the demons’ perspective, these humans had tried to kill them. 

Isn’t it natural that they would retaliate?

But…

Does that mean we should kill all of them, even the ones who can no longer resist?

The girl was confused.

The madness caused by hatred spread gradually among the demons.

Seeing her panic, the village chief approached her.

“It’s a sad thing.”

‘…Chief.’

The chief’s eyes looked sorrowful.

“The one over there, Kelbaek, lost his beloved to the humans. She was four months pregnant.”

“Over there, Disa also lost his only daughter to the humans. The precious daughter he had in his old age.”

“We’ve all lost those precious to us to the humans. It’s already beyond the point of no return.”

“But…!”

The girl clenched her fist tightly.

Then, she immediately relaxed her hand.

She had no right to stop their revenge.

If the mercenaries who killed her mother were tied up in front of her, she would act the same as them.

She might even be more cruel than they were.

“Demon Lord.”

“Why?”

“If it were you, would you just leave them alone?”

“Are you talking about them?”

The Demon Lord recalled a memory from her childhood.

A time when she was filled with rage against the humans who had killed his family, charging at any human she saw.

Back then, her master always stopped her.

Perhaps her master saw something of her younger self in her.

‘I wonder if this is what Master meant when she said that.’

“The one who is seeking revenge has no right to stop the one they seek revenge against.”

“Then…”

“However, as history has already shown, revenge only begets more revenge.”

“P-Please! I just want to go home! Aaaargh!”

Another middle-aged man was killed, his blood splattering everywhere.

His severed head rolled across the ground, and the pendant hanging from his neck fell, stopping right at the girl’s feet.

She picked up the pendant.

When she opened it, there was a picture of the recently deceased man, smiling broadly while holding a five-year-old girl in his arms.

It was probably his daughter.

If this child ever finds out that her father was killed by demons, wouldn’t she seek revenge against them as well?

The child of the demon who killed her father would also seek revenge on her.

It would endlessly repeat.

‘I think I understand a little now, why Master told me that.’

“The one killed for revenge must have been someone precious to someone. Then, that person has no right to stop the new revenge that follows.”

“Endlessly repeating cycles of revenge, and the new revenge that arises from them. It’s an eternal vicious cycle.”

When the Demon Lord first entered this world, she had seen it as a false, fake world.

She never once considered the lives of the created NPCs.

When she first started teaching the girl, she made it a priority to prevent her from developing a trauma regarding murder.

But before she knew it, this world had ceased to be just a false dream for her.

“A chain of hatred, is it?”

“Yes.”

“…I will sever it.”

This endless, repeating cycle of evil.

The girl clenched her small fist tightly, a firm resolve in her heart.

“I’ll become the Demon King and end this cycle.”

The girl turned to the Demon Lord.


“Will you help me?”

She stretched out her hand to her with a pleading look in her eyes.

“The Demon god will always be with you. You alone have the right.”

The Demon god reached out and took the girl’s hand.

Though still in a spiritual form, she couldn’t physically touch her, but it felt as if she could sense the warmth of her hand.



 
  Chapter 23: Demon King Succession


The desolate atmosphere of the desert stretched endlessly.

The girl and the Demon God stood at the crossroads leading into the desert.

“Is this… the place? The location of the Demon King’s castle, where the previous Demon King was sealed?”

The power of the Demon King passed down from the former Demon King to the next.

For the girl to become the Demon King, she needed to find the body of the previous Demon King, which had been sealed away.

“That’s right. After the Demon King, who was defeated by the hero’s party during the First Demon War, was sealed, the surrounding lands, including the Demon King’s castle, were completely destroyed. It was the aftermath of the mutual destruction between the hero and the Demon King.”

The destruction of the Demon God’s nation came from the heroic party’s merciless annihilation of the demon leadership. 

Despite demons possessing far superior physical attributes compared to humans, they couldn’t properly organize a resistance.

“…The First Demon War?” The girl tilted her head at the Demon God’s words.

“Wasn’t there only one Demon War?”

Oh no. 

A slip of the tongue.

The Second Demon War was the war started by her master. 

With her powers, she had shattered half the continent, and every race, including the demons, united against her. 

The war was called the Demon War because it was started by her— a demon at its heart.

But, at this moment, it hadn’t yet occurred, so there was no distinction between the first and second wars.

“Heh.”

The Demon God paused, seemingly flustered, while choosing her words carefully, and the girl laughed quietly.

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

For some reason, the girl seemed to like what the Demon God had said.

“I know. You’re a god who can see the future.”

The Demon God fell silent.

This reality, strictly speaking, was the past. 

The Demon God knew what would happen in the future.

The girl would become the Demon King, take her place as her master, and turn the entire continent against her.

She would become a genocidal villain, etched in the history of the continent, and eventually, she would be slain.

After her death, demons and the other races would come together to coexist. 

The cycle of hatred would break, and peace would return— but there would be no place for her.

“If the Second Demon War happens… I guess it means I’ll have successfully become the Demon King and have carried out my work, right?” The girl smiled.

“That’s enough for me.”

The Demon God felt her heart sink.

Back then, she had thought that her master had lost her mind from the burden of such a heavy heart. 

He thought she had tried to break the chain of hatred by mercilessly killing all races except the demons.

But what if all of that had been an act?

What if, from the very beginning, she had planned to become evil, to become the common enemy, and to die that way?

No.

“After becoming the Demon King…”

“Shh. Let’s talk about that after I become the Demon King. I feel like talking about the future will mess with my mindset for the pilgrimage.”

The girl placed her index finger on her lips.

The Demon God couldn’t bring up the subject with her.

Together, the girl and the Demon God set off through the barren desert.

Once a thriving place, the land had turned into a wasteland after the battle between the Demon King and the Hero during the Demon War. 

But now, the fully grown girl overcame this extreme environment and continued forward.

‘A master like that suddenly went mad and became a mass murderer. I had a feeling something was wrong even before.’

The Demon God, who had been traveling with her, fell deep into thought.

As the pride that had been consuming her began to fade, the past that the girl hadn’t seen became clearer.

‘My master, after losing everything, took me, her true successor, and raised me. She gave me everything except for the ‘inheritance’ so that I could become the ruler of the demons.’

Ruler?

…!

She wasn’t just any ruler.

After the war, when the era of peace came, she taught me how to transcend the broken chains of hatred and seek unity.

My master had predicted the peace that would come after her death.

No, it wasn’t a prediction. 

She had made it happen.

As the pride that had clouded her vision cleared, the Demon God was now able to face the truth.

The reason why my master had caused the massacre.

The reason why peace had been surprisingly easy to achieve after the Demon War.

The reason why someone as unqualified as she could become the greatest demon king in history.

It was all part of her plan.

The Demon God’s hands trembled.

If things kept going this way, the history of reality would repeat itself.

That had been the original goal, and the procedure to resurrect her master.

But… why didn’t she want to witness it?

This world wasn’t the real world.

In this world, her master had to die before the real master could be revived.

As the Demon God’s thoughts grew deeper, the girl drew closer to her destination.

In the middle of the desert stood a giant pyramid-shaped structure.

The ruins of the Demon King’s castle, sunken beneath the earth after its destruction.

Only the upper portion of the ruins remained visible above the surface.

Rumble…

The girl placed her hand on one of the pyramid’s walls, and the wall reacted to her demonic energy, shifting to reveal a door.

Though the security system of the Demon King’s castle was designed to respond only to registered individuals, the girl’s control of demonic energy exceeded that of the previous Demon King.

Together, the girl and the Demon God continued their journey into the depths of the Demon King’s castle.

The golems and various defense systems that had been set up to protect the castle activated, attacking the girl. 

But she effortlessly neutralized everything and moved forward.

Nothing could stop her.

Boom!

Finally, the girl reached the innermost depths of the dark Demon King’s castle.

“…Demon King.”


The body of the Demon King, sealed in the eternal frost with the hero.

“Demon God.”

The girl turned to the Demon God.

“You can do it. I believe in you.”

The Demon God wanted to stop her.

There was something about her becoming the Demon King that made her feel like there would be no turning back after that.

But after all these years together, she couldn’t stop her.

The girl took a deep breath.

She placed her hand on the massive block of ice.

Vrrrrr…

The moment the girl’s hand touched the ice, the Demon King’s power inside the ice resonated with hers.

The Demon King’s power, having lost its master, found a suitable heir.

***

Heh.

The [Transcendence] seal began to inscribe itself into the girl’s mind.

An unimaginable, overwhelming pain that she had never felt before overwhelmed her.

“AAAHHHHH!”

The more power flowed into her, the louder her screams grew.

The Demon God clenched her lips, observing the scene of succession.

The long lives of those who had inherited the Demon King’s powers so far took root in the girl’s mind.

Memories so immense, they could swallow her short life, filled her consciousness.

“I won’t forget…!”

But the girl clutched onto that fleeting memory tightly.

A precious memory with the Demon God, one she must never forget.

And the mission that would give her existence meaning.

No matter how many Demon Kings entered her being, she could not afford to forget.

[O New Demon King]

[O King who will reign above the ten thousand demons]

[O Absolute Sovereign who will control all demonic powers]

[Speak of the power you shall create]

The legacy of the Demon Kings echoed inside the girl.

The girl gritted her teeth, enduring the pain that felt as if it would tear her mind apart, and clutched her head.

“The power I will create… the world I will control…!”

The powers of the previous Demon Kings could not fulfill her mission.

To sever the chain of hatred, she needed immense strength.

What was required was an overwhelming power of death that could cover the endless cycle of death.

“I shall be the King of Death! I will be the King who rules over the ten thousand demons and controls death!”

The legacy of the Demon Kings, swirling within her mind, aligned under the girl’s will.

“I shall wield the power of the absolute ruler who will dominate the continent! The primordial power of creation and destruction through death! Come to me, O King of Death!”

The primordial sea of lava, the beginning of creation and destruction, arrived in her.

The era of the Primordial Demon King, the King of Death, descended upon her.

The [Transcendence] was successfully completed.

The girl accepted the Demon King’s power and evolved into a new Demon King.

The Demon God watched all of this unfold.

She saw the girl acquire the power of the [King of Death] in her mental world, just as she had in the physical world.

And in that process, she saw her will etched into her consciousness.

Her strong resolve to sacrifice herself, sever the chain of hatred, and bring peace to the continent.

The Demon God approached the girl.

Her resolve had finally solidified.

No more hesitation.

This world was no longer a lie.

As long as the original self accepted the girl, she too was the truth.

Therefore, she could not allow her sacrifice.

A world born through such a creation—she could not accept it.

She could not accept her sacrificing herself for those who did not even understand what her master had carried and sacrificed.

She would stop it.

Even if it meant this world would differ from the history of reality.

She could not watch the girl sacrifice herself as she had in the past.

“Huh? Master! I did it! I became the Demon King!”

The girl smiled brightly.

No longer was there just a girl—within her was a giant.

The Demon God saw the image of her previous master in her.

“I’m sorry, Master.”

With this, the master of the past could not be revived.

But now, with [Pride] removed, she understood.

The master would never have desired such a resurrection.

Therefore, the original self—no!

“I Would not let this master meet a tragic end!”

It was then, as the Demon God reached out to the girl, that it happened.

Ding

[Final Assistance]


	Thanks to the assistance, the girl succeeded in becoming the Demon King. Now, the moment of the final decision has arrived. The girl’s plan has reached its final stage. You are tasked with overcoming the situation until the decisive moment. Help her with the final decision.



The surroundings of the Demon God began to shift rapidly.

The world began to accelerate, excluding the Demon God from its flow.

Everything was passing by.

Time sped up until the girl made her choice as the mass murderer.

The Demon God realized what was happening.

She could no longer intervene.

“Noooooo!”

The decisive choice—her sacrifice.

Except for the final moment’s decision.

“Master?”

The girl searched for her most reliable ally, teacher, and mother in the desolate ruins of the Demon King’s castle.

With her by her side, anything could happen.

As long as she was there, there was nothing to fear about what would come next.

But the Demon God’s answer did not come.

Only the girl’s voice echoed, growing smaller.

“Where are you, Master…?”

The girl’s body shrank.

For a moment, I was separated from the story’s world and heard the Demon God’s final cry as she moved towards the end.


Everything was going according to plan.

Now, the Demon God would have to make a decisive choice.

Would she unleash her divine power to break free from her confinement and annihilate this world?

Or would she remain trapped in this world, preserving the false world forever?

Having observed her, I thought I knew what choice she would make.



 
  Chapter 24: One chance


A girl left alone in the deepest depths of the Demon Lord’s Castle.

The girl desperately searched for the Demon God, but there was no answer.

No matter how hard she searched, her companion was not there.

The girl wanted to give up everything and collapse, crying.

But she knew she couldn’t.

She had become the Demon Lord.

The one and only hope of the demon race. 

If the Demon Lord failed to fulfill her mission, everyone would suffer.

The girl steeled her resolve and left the Demon Lord’s Castle.

She traveled across the continent.

She gathered all the demons suffering from different parts of the continent.

One by one, more demons followed her.

Under the Demon Lord’s command, all demons began to unite as one.

The humans could not allow the rebirth of a centralized demonic nation.

The leader of the most anti-demon republic, the mustachioed Führer, continuously sent armies to dismantle the demon forces, but the Demon Lord repelled all attacks.

The king who blocked all human assaults and protected them safely.

More and more demons gathered under the girl’s leadership.

While rescuing more demons, the girl discovered another girl who had lost her entire family to humans.

Her name was Herphnis.

She was a child filled with a strong hatred for humans.

“Your name is Herphnis, right? I’m Rina. I go by Rina.”

Seeing her own younger self in the girl, the Demon Lord took her on as an apprentice.

She hoped that, after her death as a butcher in the hands of the allied forces, the girl would lead the demons into an era of peace and unity.

Ugh…

The Demon God, isolated in a different dimension, witnessed it all.

The events of the girl’s past life, the things that had happened in reality, were repeating themselves.

The girl took her on as an apprentice and taught her.

“No, no. Look here. Focus here, just below your abdomen…”

Just as she had taught the girl, she now taught the version of herself in this world.

“That’s right! That’s how you use magic!”

“It’s exactly the same…”

Everything was unfolding exactly as the Demon God remembered from her past life.

History flowed the same way.

“Herphnis.”

“…What is it, Rina?”

“Heh. To call your master’s name so casually…”

“…Blood.”

“Heh. Just kidding. It doesn’t matter how you call me.”

“So, what were you going to say?”

The Demon God remembered having a conversation like this with her own master in her past life.

It had definitely happened.

But it was a precious and important memory, hidden away by the pride that consumed her.

“Later, you know…”

“Yeah?”

“When I’m gone…”

The Demon Lord hesitated, as if composing her thoughts.

“When I disappear and you’re the only one left, you’ll have to lead the demons. You’ll be the next Demon Lord.”

“Where is this coming from all of a sudden?”

“It’s just a thought, for a possible future…”

At that time, she hadn’t known.

She hadn’t had the slightest inkling of what her master was thinking.

Ah! How foolish I was back then!

“You’ll do well. You’ll lead everyone in a chaotic world and bring about an era of peace and unity.”

“…Rina, you’re acting weird today. Did you eat something bad?”

“No, I’m just… feeling sentimental.”

The Demon Lord looked up at the sky, filled with stars.

“They’re watching us, aren’t they?”

Watching…

They’re watching us, master…!

The Demon God wanted to break the invisible walls of dimension that bound her and fly to the Demon Lord right now.

But if she did, the dreamlike power that formed this world, including her master, would be shattered.

She couldn’t do that.

This dream had become more important to her than reality itself.

Time passed again.

“I am Perlerina, the Demon Lord of Ten Thousand Demons! I hereby declare the foundation of Felreino, the land where demons shall live freely!”

The girl, now the Demon Lord, united the demons and proclaimed the Demon Kingdom.

It was a land for demons, by demons, and protected by demons.

Demons scattered across the continent gathered under her rule.

Many nations that despised demons tried to topple the Demon Kingdom, using all manner of schemes, but the Demon Lord successfully repelled them.

However, even in stopping these attacks, damage was unavoidable, and many lives were lost, resulting in a cycle of vengeance and retribution.

It could no longer be delayed.

“…I want to see that world. But it’s going to be hard.”

The night before carrying out her plan.

The Demon Lord sat alone in her office, drinking strong alcohol.

“Rina, aren’t you going to sleep?”

“Ah… I think I’ll just have a little drink and sleep tonight.”

“…Really?”

The Demon Lord’s apprentice looked at her sympathetically.

“No one thinks you did anything wrong, Rina. The ones to blame are those who preach hatred and vengeance. The normal ones, they all love you.”


“Heh, thanks, Herphnis.”

“So, cheer up, okay?”

The Demon Lord’s apprentice spoke her last words, then, feeling embarrassed, hurried off to her bedroom.

“Thank you, Herphnis… really. Sleep well.”

Left alone, the Demon Lord drank once more.

“Demon God, the final stage is upon us. The reason you saved me. The reason I became the Demon Lord.”

From the moment she fled from human mercenaries as a child, to inheriting the Demon Lord’s throne.


The countless memories shared with the Demon God passed through her mind.

“The time has come to end the cycle of hatred.”

The Demon Lord’s eyes became moist.

“I can’t be forgiven, can I? So many people are going to die. From the extremists of the demon race who believe we must annihilate all humans, to the humans who wish to wipe us out…”

The enormous sin that would occur when the morning came pressed down heavily on the Demon Lord’s shoulders.



 
  Chapter 25: Our beloved disciple Masin


“The Demon King is so sad.”

“A sacrifice to break the chain of hatred between the demons and humans…?”

“Hmph. No matter what, a mass murderer is still a mass murderer.”

“No matter if it was for a noble cause, the actions of someone who massacred so many cannot be justified.”

“How are those who chose the massacre option not out of their minds?”

“Then, why don’t you propose a better alternative? How would you break the chain of hatred?”

A heated debate about one subject swept across the entire continent.

The fact that this subject was already a significant figure in history, known by almost everyone, played a crucial role.

Irreconcilable value conflicts only heightened the recognition of the subject.

And then, it all coalesced into one.

“……My disciple.”

The subject was awakened.

***

Bang!

I shook off the unidentified presence that pierced me and stepped back.

“……What are you?”

I didn’t create this being.

Then, does that mean it came from outside the world of dreams?

[Not a god.]

[Did a mortal remove the seed?]

[That is impossible.]

[But the seed of pride is almost gone.]

[It is certain.]

[Interloper.]

The black figure tilted its head and muttered something.

I couldn’t make out what it was saying, but…

“Coming into someone else’s business and messing it up like this… You must be prepared to be beaten.”

The energy of the world gathered around me, swirling.

If this world remained intact, I was the strongest in it.

Let’s start with what you did to me — creating a hole.

My power formed a spear-like shape out of the fierce wind.

I stretched my hand out, and it flew toward the figure.

In response, the being stretched its hands forward to block it.

[Cold Wind Field]

Black energy oozed from its hands.

Boom!

The dark, polluted force blocked my spear.

I spun the spear to increase its penetration, but the polluted substance devoured it.

“…What?”

Like a digestive process, the filthy substance gurgled and disappeared into the figure.

[That is impossible.]

I couldn’t see its expression, but the black face seemed to be mocking me.

[God’s power cannot affect me.]

“What’s with this ‘impossible’ talk? Is that the only thing you know how to say?”

I focused my mind.

In this world, I could do anything.

My imagination was my power.

Dozens of portals opened behind me.

The most powerful attacks I could imagine began to materialize from each portal.

A psionic cannon from a spaceship capable of splitting planets in half.

Artifacts designed for hero battles.

The magic of a grand mage who devoted their life to firepower.

With the many works I had seen from Earth, my imagination was on an unimaginable level in this world.

Fwoosh

Countless attacks were fired, all targeting the figure.

Each one was powerful enough to shut down a story.

Even if it were a god, I was confident that none of these attacks could be stopped in this world…

Woosh

A strange wave of energy rippled through the figure, and it absorbed all the attacks.

[That, too, is impossible.]

All the attacks I thought were unstoppable were nullified by one simple counter from the figure and erased.

It was absurd.

This was my world, created by me.

How could all my power be stopped here?

Could it really be that he blocked my cheat-like abilities?

…This is bad.

I immediately contacted the Constellation.

Beep… beep…

What?

Why isn’t the connection going through?

Constellation?

Communication interference?

The power that linked Constellation and I felt almost neutralized.

…

Rrrrsh

Black sludge began to spread from the figure.

[God’s power is meaningless to us.]

Hmph.

I stretched the little power I had left and blocked the incoming sludge.

If he could nullify Constellation’s Dream Power…


This is truly the worst.

Escape from this world would be impossible.

I’d have to take him down with just the power I had in this world, but…

I glanced at the Demon God down below.

Her mind seemed intact, but it looked like she wouldn’t be of any help.

She wouldn’t be able to use her power, as she didn’t want this world to collapse.

Boom!

I squeezed the last of my energy to block the sludge.

“This is really bad.”

If I die here, will I be fine in the real world?

Didn’t Constellation mention something about becoming a vegetable or something?

***

The Demon God stared blankly at the battle between the two transcendent beings above.

The NPC who called himself my overseer.

The Demon God could feel it.

He wasn’t an NPC.

There was a familiar aura emanating from him.

He was definitely an apostle of the Dream God.

“Is that what happened…?”

When I first realized this, I thought he took the role of the overseer just to mock me.

But now, with [Pride] almost washed away, I understood.

He had wanted to heal.

He wanted to help cleanse this evil that distorts thoughts and allow me to face the true truth.

To help me realize the truth about my master.

The evil being I was fighting must have been the one who planted this evil.

The [Pride] that was about to disappear had reappeared to disturb and consume the apostle of the Dream God once again.

If that’s the case, what should I do?

I know what to do.

I must release the Demon God’ power immediately.

I must destroy that evil being and save my benefactor.

I know this in my mind, but…

I cannot accept the end of this world…

The days spent with my master.

From the master’s childhood to now.

All those moments were not lies.

I cannot lose everything.

The Demon God swallowed her tears.

“I’m sorry.”

I am… an unworthy god.

I can’t… betray my master again and let her die.

“Demon God…”

The Demon King approached the Demon God, who was bound by an invisible force.

“It’s been… so long…”

The Demon God greeted her with an awkward smile.

The Demon King bit her lip as she looked at her.

“You know, Demon God, I resented you.”

“Why did you leave me? Why did you say you’d be with me, then abandoned me? I couldn’t accept it. I resented you every night while crying.”

“I understand.”

I know.

I’ve seen everything.

In the accelerating flow of time in this world, with the godly perception, I’ve seen and felt every part of it.

The sorrow, loneliness, fear, and inner conflict the girl felt.

I felt all her pain.

“But… but I didn’t know. I didn’t know that you were continuing the fight.”

Tied up with divine beings battling above, the Demon God had been fighting with all her might.

She had been doing her best while being invisible.

Meanwhile, how childish had I been?

Eeek!

The Demon King gripped the force that bound the Demon God and began cutting it away.

It was power that the creator of this world had made, something beyond the world’s norm.

It wasn’t something a mere creation could damage.

“This time… I won’t lose. I won’t lose my Demon God.”

Light glowed from the girl’s hand, her power shining.

Zzzzt!

Lava flowed from her hand, attempting to melt the bonds around the Demon God.

“This time! This time, I won’t lose!”

The girl poured all her strength into it, her hands burning, her power draining.

But the bonds didn’t change at all.

“Rina…”

The Demon God bit her lip hard.

If she had the will, she could sever these bindings easily.

It was only a matter of breaking the power of the dream.

But…

‘The power of the dream must not fall.’

To achieve what the girl sought, she had to destroy both the girl and her world.

The Demon God was not yet ready to accept this.

“Why isn’t it breaking? Why? How could it be the Demon God I’ve just met again? Why?!”

Thus, she couldn’t heed the girl’s desperate cries before her.

Even if her benefactor, who had fought for her above, was being slain by an evil entity.

“I’m sorry… Rina.”

As the Demon God closed her eyes and tears flowed, a voice spoke.

“Still crying, huh? Our cute disciple.”

…?

A warm hand cupped her cheek.

Even in the state of her soul, which should not be able to feel such a sensation, the Demon God felt warmth.

When she opened her eyes again, the girl gently stroked her cheek.

“It’s been a while. Our disciple.”

“…Lina? …I-it’s you, Master?”

“Yeah. Have you been well?”

The Demon Lord’s bright smile concealed the warmth of the teacher she had longed to see.

“You’ve grown so much, disciple. Acting like a teacher even to your own master.”

“A-a no! I didn’t mean to become the teacher… I just… I wanted to resurrect you, Master, I swear it wasn’t to become the teacher’s teacher…! No, really!”

Flustered and rambling, the Demon God spoke, and Lina chuckled.

“Our disciple. Even though you became a Demon God, you’re still adorable.”

“…Pff, always teasing me.”

The Demon God puffed up her cheeks.

“Why didn’t you tell me, Master, about what you intended to do? That you were trying to break the chain of hatred with your sacrifice.”

“Would you have stopped me if I had told you?”

…That might have been true.

Lina wrapped her arms around the Demon God tightly.

“I’m sorry. I gave you too much of a burden. It must’ve been hard on you.”

“…Yeah. You were bad, Lina.”

“Heh, it’s my fault. I’m really sorry. …And you did well.”

Lina gently patted the Demon God’s head.

“I didn’t think you’d do it so well. Cutting off all the hatred and bringing about an age of peace.”

“…I have so much I want to say.”

I want to show everything.

How the world changed because of Master’s sacrifice.

How, on top of her sacrifice, a peaceful era was ushered in, and everyone could live smiling.

“I want to hear it too. …But, you know?”

“Lina. No.”

“The Demon Lord has things she must do.”

“No.”

“As a ruler and protector, there are things you must do. You know that.”

“No! No! Please! Lina! I don’t want to part from you again!”

Pat… pat…

“I’m so sorry. I’ve made you bear this burden again.”

“Stop it, Lina. I… I…!”

Instead of becoming the Demon Lord on the back of Master’s sacrifice, I’ll just throw it all away!

“Ahh, stop.”

Lina, with a stern expression, raised her index finger and blocked the Demon God’s mouth.

“Demon God… This is you. A great protector of the demon race, not even comparable to a mere Demon Lord.”

Trust in our Demon God. 

She will defeat evil and restore peace and justice. Lina, who would become a great Demon God beyond anything this world has seen, said:

“We’ll do it.”

The Demon God bit her lip.

Her lips, already torn from biting too much, bled heavily.

“Lina… I…”

“You will, won’t you, our Demon God?”

What’s omnipotent, what’s true?

I’m not an omnipotent Demon God.

How can I claim to be the strongest when I couldn’t even save someone I loved?

The things I can do, and the things I cannot.

The last fragment of [Pride] that had bound the Demon God shattered.

Gwoooohhh!

A divine force erupted from the center of the Demon God.

“Lina.”

There’s so much I want to say.

So much I want to show.

Tears blurred my vision.

I don’t want to accept this.

Another farewell?

How did we meet, only to part again right away?

“I love you, Lina.”

I couldn’t say anything more.

If I did, my resolve would crumble.

Wraaahhh!!

The Demon God soared high into the sky.

I couldn’t look back.

If I did, I’d collapse on the spot, crying like a child again.

I had to find someone to pour out this overwhelming emotion and rage.

To tear apart the evil being that dared to choose another death for my teacher.

As her power surged, the dream’s influence that surrounded the Demon God was severed.

The false dream that felt more real than reality itself was torn away from her.

As if waking from a dream, everything around her began to blur and fade.

“I too.”

In the very center of it all, the demon girl smiled.

The dream world, fading and vanishing around her.

The girl gazed up at the back of her proud disciple one last time.

So lovely.

Sorry that I couldn’t do better by you.

But you grew so well.

And so, above all, you are my most proud disciple.


My teacher.

My companion.

The one and only precious child in this world.

“I love you completely, our Demon God.”

With those final words, the Demon Lord disappeared from the world.



 
  Chapter 26: Punishment


“Stop! Stop it already!”

Bang! Bang!

The filthy sewage continued to pour down on me relentlessly.

I flew swiftly, either blocking or dodging every attack.

But the more it attacked, the weaker my power became.

Is there no way… no way out?

The more I fought back, the more I drained my remaining strength, but if I didn’t block or dodge, I’d be done for.

And contacting the Saint for help was not an option.

I was in a desperate, inescapable situation.

The initial wound, the piercing strike I had suffered, could be healed through my powers somehow. 

But if it happened again, there was no guarantee that I could recover.

I had no solution, no plan. 

All I could do was keep dodging, trying to escape this overwhelming situation.

Whooosh.

[This is the end of the noise.]

Suddenly, the figure appeared before me.

It had been behind me!

I had been tricked.

I was hit.

It had created an illusion to mislead me, and I had been lured right into it.

[Eliminating the obstruction.]

From the creature, sharp, sewage-like spikes surged up, rushing toward me like a tidal wave.

I couldn’t dodge.

I had to block…

I quickly braked and raised my arm to defend.

There was no time. 

The force field I put up in front of me was not strong enough.

Crack! 

Crack!

That weakness was far from sufficient to stop the creature’s spikes.

They pierced through…

I had no choice but to watch as the spikes, mad with fury, charged toward me.

Kraaack!

Suddenly, a storm of black magic roared in, sweeping away all the filthy sewage.

“Ugh!”

[What is this?]

[What is going on?]

As the smoke cleared, a dark, glowing woman floated between me and the creature.

She glanced at my condition and then glared at the creature with terrifying intensity.

“The sin of causing the death of your own master by your own hand… I shall be the one to judge you.”

It was the demon god, Herphnis.

—Did she realize my true identity?

[The arrogance has vanished.]

[Impossible… this is impossible…]

The demon god charged.

Her overwhelming magical and divine powers surged around her like a storm, closing in on the creature.

It struggled and poured more sewage out in a desperate attempt to resist.

Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle.

It was a vile, dirty tactic, trying to buy time, to survive.

The demon god crushed all of its attempts with overwhelming force and continued forward.

The sin of arrogance was known as the greatest of sins.

The original sin had also come from [Pride], and other sins derived from it.

Because of that, [Pride] was a sin that no one could bear lightly.

Only the powerful could bear the arrogance of being too full of themselves.

That was [Pride].

The first Demon King, who, after defeating the worst of the mass murderers, ascended to the throne, became the first to open a new chapter of peace and unity between humans and demons.

She had risen above the title of Demon King and ascended to become the King of all Demons, even surpassing the demon gods.

She was someone who could not be confined by titles like the “Five Lords.”

Bang! Bang!

Kraaaang!

[Impossible!]

[This is impossible!]

The demon god easily shattered all of the creature’s defenses it had hastily set up.

When it had been an enemy, the creature had been terrifying, but now, with it on our side, the sense of security was overwhelming.

[Chanhuan! Chanhuan! Chanhuan!]

The creature’s strange power that had neutralized the Saint’s and my own abilities continued to activate.

A disgusting light shone on the demon god multiple times.

Bang! Bang!

But the demon god’s advance did not slow.

Was the creature’s power not affecting her?

I watched her closely.

No.

Each time the creature’s light touched the demon god, the magic emanating from her gradually decreased.

The creature’s power was definitely neutralizing and weakening her abilities.

And yet, the demon god’s strength did not diminish.

That was because she possessed an immense amount of power, and she was in such an emotional state that she wasn’t holding back at all.

[Can you hear me, Dream Apostle? Please, if you can hear me, answer! Please!]

“…Saint?”

[The Dream Apostle, we’re connected! Are you alright, our Apostle? What should we do?]


“I’m fine.”

The connection with the Saint was restored.

It seemed the creature’s power had focused on blocking the demon god, which meant it had used up all the strength that had been neutralizing our powers.

The Saint’s power, replenished once again, flowed back into me.

No longer clinging to the last sliver of strength like a fading battery, I felt my power surge back to its full capacity.

[Impossible.]

[Impossible.]

[Impossible.]

[Impossible…]

KWAANG!

The ground slammed down hard.

The power of the Demon God spread out, and the world of dreams vanished.

Beneath that empty floor, sewage poured onto the earth, causing a massive crack to appear.

“As the King of Ten Thousand Demons, I deliver my judgment: death.”

The Demon God’s power began to flow into the figure.

I drew upon every ounce of power granted to me by the Constellation and charged towards the Demon God.

“Wait! Demon God!”

The Demon God, who had been intending to fill the figure with demonic energy and explode it, turned toward me at my shout.

“Dream Apostle. You don’t intend to ask for the impossible, do you? To spare this sinner’s life?”

The Demon God’s burning eyes locked onto me.

Then, her thoughts poured into my mind.

She had figured out my true identity, after all.

“Could it be that you think I will hesitate, even after I’ve deceived you so?”

“The Lady understands what you’ve done for her and the sacrifices you’ve made. You are her benefactor. However, that’s one thing, and this is another. If you’ve come here to speak of mercy and leniency, you’ve come to the wrong place.”

The intense will to tear apart and kill the monstrous being in front of me radiated from her.

In contrast, the word “benefactor” rang through my mind.

She believed that my manipulation was part of a planned effort to eliminate her [Pride].

“No… It’s not that simple, is it?”

I had indeed intended to give her a second chance.

“Please, just hear me out, Demon God. Annihilation is too easy and too simple a punishment.”

Of course, I had no intention of sparing the bastard.

Why on earth would I defend someone who had just moments ago tried to kill me?

But annihilation was too much of an escape for him.

I didn’t want to give him such an easy, beautiful end.

The Demon God would likely be more agreeable to this alternative.

“…I understand. So, if we put him into the weekly boss fight structure, where all the people of the continent can beat him, is that what you mean?”

“Exactly.”

The weekly boss fights in the [Akashic Archive] were part of the content.

Currently, there was only the Demon Queen from the tutorial, a single boss due to the slow content development.

The Demon Queen had been added to honor our investors, the goddess Ren.

She was meant to eternally suffer as a tribute to the ten heroes.

“Ah, hurry up and die, give me my items!”

“Guys, I’ve set a new record! Speedrun, check it out!”

“Newbies, need help with the weekly boss! Help!”

“Isn’t the Demon Queen too easy now? I want a new challenge!”

“I did a 1 HP naked run, anyone interested?”

The weekly bosses were essential for character development and also served as content for hardcore users who could challenge them endlessly without clearing them.

Because of this, the Demon Queen had been killed countless times by players, from newbies to veterans.

She became a permanent figure of eternal death and suffering, never able to escape.

“…This sinner has no more fitting end than that.”

The Demon God continued to strike until the sewage-like figure could no longer resist, leaving him immobile and at my mercy.

I sealed him away completely using the powers of dreams.

With him unconscious and infused with power, he could no longer use his nullification ability.


When everything was over, the Demon God gazed upward at the sky.

The dream world had disappeared, leaving only an empty void to fill the space, but she seemed lost in a bittersweet memory.

I felt uncomfortable with the sadness emanating from her, so I quickly searched through the [Akashic Archive] server logs.

I had preemptively entered a command, just in case imprisoning the Demon God went wrong.
Backup.

“I found it.”

Even as the sewage figure scattered the nullification power, the backup process seemed to have completed without issue.

Though, even with the backup, I couldn’t bring back the Demon King that the Demon God wished to see.

However, I could bring back a Demon King born of a false world.

I hoped it would be enough to comfort the sorrowful Demon God.



 
  Chapter 27: Follow-up


[Akashic Archive] 

Main Story: Act II

Chapter 1

“Finally, the last trial. If you pass this test, you’ll officially become the curator of the [Akashic Archive].”

“This story will be slightly different from the ones you’ve encountered before.”

“The protagonist of this tale, the Demon Lord, caused a monumental event that determined the fate of many races in this world. Because of her actions, this world exists within the [Archive]. Unfortunately, the Abyss interfered and twisted her will.”

“Your task is to stay by her side and support her.”

“Remember this: as curators of the [Akashic Archive], our mission is to preserve the truth of events across the universe. No matter how displeasing the outcome, we are not to alter the stories.”

The final trial for the curator candidates.

“Is this really the last trial? Once I finish this, I’ll become a curator!”

“Why do we have to preserve the stories exactly as they are? Can’t we change them?”

“Now that I think about it, people who chose to kill the Saintess at the end of Act I got ten points. Must be an Archive rule.”

“Setting a ‘correct answer’ like preserving the story feels unfair.”

***

The players listened to the trial’s instructions and entered the tale of the Demon Lord Perlerina.

***

Chapter 2

[The demon you must assist is still young. Her village was attacked by demon hunters. In this world, she alone can see your soul. Guide the young demon to survive.]

“I love you, Lina.”

“Mom! Mooooom!”

“Heh, this is a rare catch indeed.”

“Stop screaming, wench! You’re ruining the fun!”

“Poor Lina! I want to protect her!”

“I read in history books that humans and demons hated each other, but was it this bad?”

“Glad it’s not like that anymore.”

“This is so boring. How long do I have to just watch?”

Through the story, the players experienced the deep-rooted animosity between humans and demons.

***

Chapter 3

“All the villagers are dead. All my friends were murdered. My only family—my mother—is gone. I have no one left. Spirit, how am I supposed to live?”

“Spirit! The water here is so clean!”

“Spirit! Isn’t this flower adorable?”

“Spirit, if I become the Demon Lord… can I change this cruel world?”

An adventure shared with the protagonist of a story you must protect and guide.

“What?! She’s supposed to be the Demon Lord from history, the one known for massacres? She’s so pure!”

“I can’t take it. Watching Lina grow up is both heartwarming and painful.”

“I hate how I’m forced down a specific path. I want her to become something other than the Demon Lord.”

Even though the linear storyline was necessary for the buildup, some players voiced their dissatisfaction about the lack of freedom.

***

Chapter 4

“Come forth, Nyx Eternal!”

“Spirit! I did it! I’ve become the Demon Lord!”

‘With your help, the girl succeeded in becoming the Demon Lord. Now, the moment of final decision is upon you. In her final moments, guide her decisive choice.’

As the Demon Lord, the girl united her scattered kin and became their protector. 

Yet, even with her immense power, she couldn’t stop the hatred between humans and demons.

Ultimately, she resorted to the original plan—a last, desperate measure.

“Are you kidding me? Why do we have to follow history so rigidly? No massacres!”

“Demon Lord, how could you endure such a life?”

As the final moment approached, players felt the tension building.

***

Chapter 5

The curtain rose on the story’s climax.

“I want to see it too—a time when all hatred has disappeared.”

“I want to visit an era of peace and harmony.”

“Spirit, please… could you take this cup away from me?”

The girl hesitated, unable to solidify her resolve, lost in anguish.

Ding!

[Final Choice]

[The Demon Lord stands on the brink of enacting Nyx Eternal. Her resolve wavers, threatening to unravel history. Choose: Will you help her carry out the story as it is, or betray the [Archive] and shatter this world by saving her?]

The critical choice defining the story’s core now confronted the players.

“No! Don’t make me choose this!”

“Knowing her life of pain and sacrifice, how can I force her to choose more suffering in the end?”

***

The Chain of Hatred

“Then what about the chain of hatred?”

“Are you planning to betray the Archive?”

“Screw the Archive!”

“Does it matter if the story breaks or other NPCs die? All I care about is keeping my precious little Rina safe.”

The players were divided.

Some couldn’t bear to watch the girl die and chose to betray the Archive, regardless of the consequences.

Others, who sought to prevent massacres and maintain peace, chose to have the girl sacrifice herself to preserve the story’s integrity.

Since this was the final trial of the Archive, players believed their choices would significantly alter the narrative.

“What are you doing now?”

“Are you trying to distort the story?”

“How disappointing. I thought you were promising. 9 points.”

“That was flawless work.”

“To restore the story as it was in history—truly worthy of the Archive director. 10 points.”

Reactions to the players’ choices differed based on their alignment with the Archive’s goals.

Naturally, players assumed these divergent outcomes would lead to different conclusions.

***

Act 2: The Final Chapter

“The results of the three Archive director selection trials will now be announced.”

The unsettling conclusion of Act 2 transitioned into additional content—a continuation dubbed the “Interlude Chapter.”

“Scores from the first to the third trials have been totaled, and…”

The director was about to announce the players’ pass or fail statuses, based on the narrative spanning from Act 0 to Act 2.

Crack!

“Urgh!”

Before he could finish, an ominous presence emerged, piercing his chest.

“T-The Abyss…! How could it directly invade the Archive?”

A shadowy figure appeared, interrupting the final trial’s results. 

The players, seeing the director collapse and bleed out, realized the attacker was an assassin from the Abyss.

As the assassin turned their sights on the players…

“Not so fast!”

The director, mustering his last strength, threw himself in the way to block the attack.

With blood pooling in the player’s arms, the director spoke his final words.

“…I’m sorry. It seems I must entrust the fate of the Archive to you.”

From his robes, he pulled out a small cube and handed it to the player.


Buzz.

The cube resonated with the player.

As it expanded, it engulfed the player and the Abyssal assassin, transporting them out of the non-combat zone and into a hidden space where the boss battle began.

***


“Director!!”

“No, Director!”

“Finally, a chance to use the characters I’ve been raising!”

“It’s time for the heroes to shine!”

There was no time to grieve the director’s death as the players faced the Abyssal assassin.

Using their cultivated characters and acquired enemy monsters’ abilities, they launched a desperate battle.

Players from all over the continent simultaneously fought this grotesque foe, a being with the sinister title of “Abyssal Assassin.”

“Hah… Did we manage to handle it for now?”

No one knew what the creature was, but as a weekly raid boss, players were determined to uncover its secrets with the help of their allies.



 
  Chapter 28: The King of Ten Thousand Demon that overcame Pride


[Somewhere in the Hidden Space of the Akashic Archive]

“Thank you for your help, Demon God.”

I descended before the Demon God, who had assisted in throwing that filthy entity into the weekly boss mode.

“…I merely wished to witness its eternal suffering.”

Thousands.

Tens of thousands.

Hundreds of thousands.

The number of players swarming and battering the entity continued to grow.

The Demon God sneered, twisting her lips in mockery as if savoring the grotesque display.

Yet, her eyes could not hide the sorrow etched deeply within.

It was a sorrow so vast that, even though I could read her thoughts, I could not fully comprehend its depth.

She had once stopped her mentor, who had turned into a mad butcher, by killing them.

Only later did she learn that her mentor had purposely let her win and died by her hand.

Seeking the truth, she attempted to resurrect her mentor but ended up growing fond of their younger version during her journey into the past.

When the time came to sacrifice the younger version to bring back her mentor, she couldn’t bear to do it.

Instead, the mentor was revived from within and merged with their younger self.

It seemed like a happy ending—until the truth was revealed.

Unleashing her power would annihilate both her mentor and the world they existed in.

Yet, to fulfill her mentor’s will and remain the Demon God, she had no choice but to wield that power.

In the end, she freed her strength, condemning her mentor to oblivion.

…Frankly, just staying sane was a miracle in itself.

If it were me, I would’ve lost my mind on the spot.

Even imagining something similar happening to my own deity was dizzying.

Yes, I really can’t stand such despair.

“Demon God,” I called hesitantly.

“…What is it?”

“I have prepared something in advance.”

From my pocket, I retrieved and held out a small orb.

“What is this?”

What should I say?

Perhaps, ‘This is a backup I kept in case you, furious over the destruction of your world, tried to kill me so I could negotiate by taking you hostage”—but that would only bring trouble.

I racked my brain for an appropriate explanation.

“It’s a backup of your game progress.”

“…Backup?”

“Yes, it’s like saving your progress for safekeeping.”

The orb contained her journey, including the young Demon Lord, Rina, who had adventured alongside her.

Unfortunately, it could not include her true mentor, who had briefly been resurrected.

“…Is this real?”

Her eyes widened, and she reached out, her hands trembling uncontrollably.

Fearing she might drop it and shatter the orb, I quickly positioned my palms beneath hers.

“It… it really is…!”

The Demon God peered into the orb with her divine sight.

Inside, she could see the young Demon Lord and Rina, the girl who remembered her as the Demon God.

“They’re safe…!”

Tears streamed down her face as she wept uncontrollably.

Anyone witnessing this might struggle to believe that this sobbing woman was the same imposing, high-handed Demon God.

…Had I been wrong to consider trapping her with this emotional connection?

How could I have known that the Demon God, who had defeated our investors and taken me hostage, had such a side?

I was merely desperate to survive.

I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that the game data wouldn’t allow for an actual resurrection of the Demon Lord.

“D-Demon God?”

***

Back in the Demon Lord’s chamber, the young Rina squirmed awkwardly as the Demon God embraced her tightly.

“It’s all right. There’s no need to fear that you won’t see an era of peace. I’ll handle everything.”

The Demon God’s presence materialized, unleashing her full authority.

The overflowing dark energy swirled with a pressure that should have shattered the world.

Yet, the world endured, reconstructed as a private server solely for her.

“All battles are over. You can lay down your burdens now.”

The chain of hatred?

The endless conflicts fueled by revenge?

Such things only persist when both sides are equally matched.

Absolute power.

Power so overwhelming that no one would dare dream of vengeance.

And the Demon God possessed that power.

“I will not disobey! I swear to follow your will!”

“Y-yes, we obey the Demon God’s command!”

The Demon God exerted her power, and the entire continent bowed to her rule and submitted.

Though many defied her commands and sought revenge, the Demon God had more than enough strength to subdue and break their will before they even tried.

The Demon Lord stood with her mouth agape, staring blankly at the Demon God.

“You said you wanted to see it, didn’t you? An era of peace.”

With a single stroke, she resolved the very problems she had fought her entire life to overcome.

The Demon God was breathtakingly beautiful.

“Now, you can cast aside all those burdens and enjoy this era of peace and harmony. It’s a time meant for you.”

The Demon Lord let out a dry laugh, disbelief tinging her voice.

“Something about this… feels liberating but also a little sad.”

“…Really?”

“Yes. I’ve achieved my dream, but it feels strange. I spent my entire life clawing toward this, only for it to be resolved so effortlessly.”

“Problems that don’t resolve themselves usually arise from a lack of power.”

“That’s true… because I lacked the strength.”

The Demon Lord’s shoulders slumped.

“In the end, I was meaningless.”

“What nonsense.”

“To think I struggled so much, even as the Demon Lord, unable to solve something you could handle so easily. Demon God, I’m… utterly incompetent.”

The sound of grinding teeth filled the silence.

No, that’s not true.

What nonsense.

If not for you, I wouldn’t exist.

Because of you, I could end the age of hatred and achieve peace.

You opened the way for everything.

How can you say such things?

“What?”

“To be honest… I wasn’t a Demon God from the start. I was a child crying alone after losing my parents. My master saved me.”

“You had a master, Demon God?”

“…Yes. No one is strong from the beginning.”

“I’m curious about your master. If I think about it, you’re like my master, aren’t you? Oh—did that offend you?”

“Not at all! How could it? You’re the only one I’ve ever taught. You’re my greatest creation and my most beloved disciple. No one could surpass you.”

“Ahaha… thank you, Demon God. But my entire life stems from you. If not for you, I would’ve died that day, buried alive by humans.”

The girl waved her hand dismissively, laughing awkwardly.

The Demon God understood her feelings.

It was all too quick.

To save the girl, she had shattered the chains of hatred with sheer power.

But in doing so, the girl had begun questioning the meaning of her life and existence.

The Demon God wanted to reveal everything at that moment.

I am your disciple.

You are my master.

Because you sacrificed everything, I became the Demon Lord, then the Demon God, and reached this point.

The words reached her throat but couldn’t escape her lips.

Suddenly, the Demon God embraced her tightly, startling the girl.

“If not for you, I would never have cared about this wretched world. You are this world’s savior… my beloved savior.”

The warmth of the girl’s body, once forgotten, now felt vivid.

The scent of her master, thought lost forever, now lingered in her presence.

The softness that the Demon God had longed for in her dreams now rested against her.

Closing her eyes, the Demon God savored the moment.

Her master was the true Demon Lord, the hero, and the rightful Demon God—not a foolish and incapable disciple like herself.

Before long, the Demon God had fallen asleep.

The girl gently rested the Demon God’s head on her lap, laying her down sideways.

“You’ve grown so much,” she murmured, brushing the Demon God’s bangs to tidy them.

“Where did you learn to say things like that?”

Her face slightly flushed, the girl poked the Demon God’s cheek.


“You almost caught me playing around because my heart was racing too much.”

The warmth of her fingertips brought a faint smile to the Demon God’s lips.

[The Lord of All Demons, who overcame pride, smiles.]


As if she were dreaming of a world where all tragedies and sins had been conquered.

To be continued.



 
  Chapter 29: New Character [Demon King]


“I want to go too, to an era where peace and harmony prevail.”

“But if I could break this chain of hatred, I would accept my fate.”

Embracing all the world’s evils and hatred to sever the chain of animosity, the King of Demons, Demon Lord Perlerina, was released in a spectacular launch!

As the second act’s episode effectively concluded, a new limited character made her debut. 

Throughout the entire episode, players had nurtured and accompanied the Demon Lord, Lina. 

Although the second act’s story ended somewhat ambiguously due to a sudden plot twist, players had journeyed through every step together.

“Lina-chan! Now we’re together!”

“Oh no, I’m so sad. If we summon her, will our Lina come back to life?”

“Demon Lord… rest in peace now.”

“Ah-ah.”

As a result, players cheered the release of the new character.

“We need to hug her right in the lobby and shower her with affection.”

“We’ll show our Lina a world that’s become peaceful.”

Most players were attracted to the character because of the narrative and her personality displayed in the story, leading them to eagerly summon her.

“If you’re a Demon Lord, you should be stronger than knights or saints, right?”

“A Demon Lord with the power to destroy an entire continent! Naturally, she’s a high-performance character.”

However, many players had demands that couldn’t be avoided in a character summoning game: the fate of characters was inevitably tied to their performance.

“Guys, I’m trying to summon Saint Cartesia, but should I just quit and wait for the Demon Lord?”

“No-no-no. First, summon the saint, and then use your mining resources to hold out for the Demon Lord.”

“A Demon Lord who destroyed half the continent is definitely a top-tier character.”

“Nice to meet you, gay. I also summoned Saint Cartesia. I need to push the mine quickly to get the resources to summon the Demon Lord.”

“Has anyone managed to collect both Knight Ren and Saint Kate without spending money?”

“Too many because of Cartesia.”

“If you start without being able to summon both a knight and a saint, it’s like an illegal takeoff.”

“When will they bring back Knight Ren? I’m so sad I started with just one saint that I’m crying.”

“Just hold out for the Demon Lord. Once you have her, you won’t need a knight anymore.”

“Using both together? There’s no need. That’s like sour grapes.”

As the number of limited characters increased to three, the proportion of players who did not own all characters grew.

Players who were unlucky and couldn’t summon Knight Ren or Saint Kate with their starting or mining resources.

Players who started too late and didn’t even get a chance to summon them.

Players who didn’t like one of the two limited characters and chose not to summon it.

Each had their own reasons for not owning all the characters.

Characters I don’t have. But that guy has them.

Players looked at characters they didn’t have and, much like a fox muttering, “Those grapes must be sour,” they disparaged them to console themselves.

To survive in the harsh community, they had to prove the superiority of their characters.

Naturally, the performance of the characters became the benchmark for their superiority.

“Look at Knight Ren’s damage output. She’s on a different level compared to other permanent characters. You see it in Abyssal Assassin’s speedrun.”

“But he’s just single-target damage, right?”

“Single-target damage is fine. Do you really want to bother with killing mobs? Anyway, Knight Ren has passive attack and movement speed buffs when she defeats enemies, so she can handle mobs easily.”

Superior damage output.

“Of course, Saint Kate is the best character. After all, healers are a profession only nobles can do. Try defeating enemies in front of them, and they just hold out without healing.”

“But healers can’t do anything on their own either, right? They can’t deal damage.”

“She hasn’t experienced the might of the saint’s giant mace.”

With unique standing through supporting abilities, even without competitive content, players ranked their characters to justify their character pools or consumption.

Coincidentally, the newly introduced weekly boss, Abyssal Assassin, had a suitably challenging and erratic pattern and enough HP, providing a stage to evaluate performance.

Amidst this, a new character arrived with a powerful storyline twist.

As players waited for the character pickup to begin, the community fell into chaos.

“How should we set the performance for Demon Lord Perlerina?”

I found myself pondering ahead of the Demon Lord character’s release. 

In the story setting, Lina possessed the divine power of the King of Demons. 

In other words, “That woman! She has the power to destroy the world!”

Releasing a character with such immense power as weak doesn’t make sense. 

But if, according to the story, she is released strong, a new problem arises. 

It threatens the standing of previously released characters. 

For instance, the first pickup character, Knight Ren, is a damage dealer. 

The fact that other permanent 4 and 5-star characters are weaker than the new character isn’t an issue. 

But what if the character I summoned is soon overshadowed by the new one?

Let’s say there’s a character named Ricardo. 

This character deals damage in a normal way, putting in 10 damage over 1 unit of time. 

Then, a new character named King of the Locker Room is released. 

This character deals damage in the same way but puts in 20 damage over 1 unit of time.

“Old players are loving it. Suddenly the game got fun.”

Immediately, players would go wild.

“So what am I supposed to do with the Ricardo I pulled? Do you think I’ll pull new characters after seeing those Locker guys rampage?” 

And on the contrary, if you add a character like [Locker Room King] who deals 10 damage in 1 second, it’s bland and won’t be picked.

From the perspective of the developers, they need to make players feel novelty or attraction to encourage them to pull new characters. 

The most effective method is a generational shift that renders previous characters obsolete in performance. 

However, like the initial case, this leads to strong backlash from players and shortens the game’s lifespan.

There is a way to minimize player backlash while implementing such performance generational shifts. 

Instead of having [Locker Room King] simply deal 20 damage in 1 second, make him consume half his HP to enter a [Suction] state in exchange for dealing 20 damage in 1 second. 

New characters will deal more damage at the cost of risk and sacrifice, but to players, it will appear as if better characters have been introduced. 

However, compared to existing characters, they have more difficult and complex mechanisms, harder controls, or additional risks, so they cannot completely replace existing characters.

Many game companies have released new characters in ways similar to side upgrades or upgrades, but made them seem different. 

Having seen many precedents from various game companies, I decided to steal the know-how from my seniors.

“[Knight Ren] is a single dealer.”

“Then the next dealer should be area-of-effect, which would be fine.”

“Perfect, since it uses lava.”

A separate free server for Demon God—the release of a beloved master character.

“I can do this, right?” 

Demon God waited anxiously for the pickup to start, trembling.

“I will definitely pull it,” Demon Lord Rina wrapped a blanket around her. 

Rina’s warm hands melted Demon God’s frozen hands, but the trembling didn’t stop.

“You’re doing that again. What are you trying to pull?”

“That is…….” 

Demon God couldn’t continue speaking and hesitated. 

She couldn’t admit she was nervous about not being able to pull her master’s character. 

Of course, Rina, who had heard everything about Demon God’s current state, just chuckled to herself.


“Here it comes!” After the pickup time passed, Demon God opened the gacha window and started. 

A book from [Archive] appeared, slicing through dimensions. 

As the book unfolded, a rainbow-colored light overflowed.

“Please! Come, Master!” 

And the character that jumped out from inside was, “Do you pledge your allegiance? Are you my master?” 

He was a bald, muscular man. 

Demon God screamed upon seeing the result screen. 

For a long time, Demon God lost her mind and couldn’t accept reality. 

“Nooooooo!” 

No matter how long she waited, reality didn’t change, and she despaired. 

“Why! Why isn’t it Rinaaaaa!”

That pitiful scream was so absurd that even reality’s Rina was baffled. 

“Demon God.” 

Sniffle. 

“Why.” 

Demon God, who had been secretly shedding tears, looked back. 

“This… If I pay a sufficient price, they say they’ll give more currency called [Sage Stone]?” 

“…What?” 

Demon God pressed the () button next to [Sage Stone] with a dumbfounded expression. 

Then a shop popped up that replenished [Sage Stone] in exchange for real currency. 

Demon God’s expression quickly brightened. “Just wait a little, Rina! I’ll definitely save you!”

Demon God flew off to order the current Demon Lord to offer some sacrifices. 

The real Rina was left alone, only giving a hollow smile. 

“..Such an idiot.”

However, the real trial hasn’t come yet.


“Guys, isn’t this Demon Lord garbage? The damage is really weak.”

“It’s area-of-effect attack.”

“With area-of-effect, what? It takes longer to kill [Abyss Assassin] than regular characters.”

“This is such a joke.”

“[Knight Ren] seems better than [Demon Lord].”



 
  Chapter 30: Area of effect attack with bounce


[Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath Declares That Such Beings Could Never Originate from This World.]

“…Is that so?”

The analysis results regarding the grotesque creature confined as a weekly boss.

The Magitech Engineer stated with certainty that the existence was from another realm. 

If a constellation of his caliber reached such a conclusion, the possibility of that creature originating from the Rayfania continent was virtually nonexistent.

“Then, is it possible to determine where it came from?”

[Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath is analyzing, but he mentions that it consists of materials and forces he has never encountered before, so it will take time.]

“Well, there’s no other choice. Our players are rallying in the weekly boss battles, so we have no option but to gather more data and analyze further.”

At that moment, the grotesque creature referred to them as “we.” It clearly implied that it originated from a group, likely companions or subordinates. 

Though not gods or constellations, it possessed power rivaling divine beings and had the ability to neutralize the constellation’s abilities. 

Our constellation’s power was instantly nullified, and even the demon’s strength was nearly exhausted by the time they defeated it.

Had the creature been stronger, or if the demon had been slightly weaker, or if the enraged demon hadn’t poured divine and magical energy without looking back, it could have been truly dangerous. 

Moreover, there was the seed the creature mentioned. 

Although its exact nature was unclear, the circumstances suggested that the seed referred to was the sin planted in the demon—[pride].

The Magitech Engineer proposed the possibility that Ren, herself, and the demon were the ones who had implanted the sin. 

At this point, it was the most plausible theory, but… could they not only neutralize the divine powers but also distort the very essence of the gods?

And these three weren’t the only ones; there could be more. 

Wait, wasn’t this supposed to be a lighthearted otherworldly life? 

Suddenly, the atmosphere felt like cosmic horror. 

From my perspective, having only the ability to create a small illusion with dream powers and intending to make a living by developing games, I absolutely did not want to get entangled in this.

…Although, it had already become entangled.

“Can’t we inform the other gods and seek their help?”

[The Magitech Engineer hesitates thoughtfully.]

[The Magitech Engineer says it would be difficult.]

“Even if beings from other dimensions are trying to erode and manipulate the gods to their liking?”

[The Magitech Engineer laments that each god is too arrogant to unite.]

[The Magitech Engineer sighs deeply, explaining that persuading outsiders, like the demon or the foolish knight, or even himself, who had all been isolated without any connections to friends or gods, would be tough.]

……………Ah, right.

Ren had been living holed up in a room from the start due to laziness. 

Now, even though there were the Hans, they couldn’t roam freely outside or reveal their identities, making it impossible to seek their help.

The Magitech Engineer was a god who had continued his research to save his beloved woman and occasionally went out to calm his anger. 

Other gods probably saw him as the god of rage, and in reality, they did.

Lastly, the demon… 

This guy was the most hopeless. 

It was her who had threatened Ren and the Magitech Engineer, demanding game episodes. 

Such a stubborn goddess couldn’t possibly have friends.

“…………Then what should we do about this? We haven’t even collected all the information on them yet, and if another one invades, it could be truly dangerous.”

The grotesque creature had judged that I was performing the [removal of pride] and attacked me, calling me an interloper. 

That must be the source of their resentment. 

Whether it was part of a long-term operation or a major endeavor.

Having inadvertently erased the sin three times, it had become a situation where we couldn’t even consider coexisting peacefully. 

Even setting aside whether we could get along with the beings eroding the gods…

[The Magitech Engineer asks if, just as he did with us, they couldn’t enlighten others about the sins of the other beings.]

“No, how would I know about that?”

Both Ren and the Magitech Engineer were products of chance. 

The demon had some intent, but in the final moment, he made a decisive choice that stripped away the sin. 

We didn’t even know who was infected by sin in the first place, so how could we find them and craft a tailored story? 

There was no guarantee it would work.

[The Magitech Engineer suggests that all they need to do is search through the names of the constellations.]

“No, even if we find them, there’s no guarantee we can cure their sins. I’m just a lucky game director, nothing more.”

If only we could cure them, I would help the demon regain his sanity and join our side, but if not, it would be a disaster. 

Just thinking about the demon rampaging still sends chills down my spine.

[The Magitech Engineer asks, “Do you really think it’s possible to distort the very concept of divinity with just a single game, forming the core of the gods?”]

“…Yes?”

[The Magitech Engineer says, “You are by no means ordinary.”]

[The Magitech Engineer asserts, “If you were someone that could be belittled with the word ‘mere,’ I would still be consumed by rage.”]

“Thank you for looking upon me kindly, but….”

Beep beep beep.

At that moment, the alarm sounded from another device. It was the demon.

“I’m sorry.”

[The Magitech Engineer chuckles awkwardly, saying it’s alright and that they can talk again next time.]

[The Magitech Engineer states that stabilizing her mental state, which is currently her best asset, is the most important thing.]

“Thank you for understanding.”

A crucial story about the fate of the continent was being interrupted by discussions about game character performance.

“Then let’s continue this conversation another time…”

The Magic Engineer, having cast aside his anger, told himself not to belittle himself over mere game character performance. 

He sternly remarked that perceptions of performance might even influence reality. 

Advising not to stress too much since the bosses were performing well, he ended the conversation.

Was it the perception of the game influencing reality? 

I had considered it to some extent. 

Just as players’ perceptions had contributed to the resurrection of Hans and Kate, I thought there was a possibility that players’ perceptions could affect reality. 

Because of that potential, I had set the Demon King’s [Perlerina] character’s peak performance to be somewhat suppressed by making the attack method a ‘bounce.’ 

Could it be that the demon isn’t going to ask to redesign the Demon King into a rookie character who can dramatically increase and smash everything?

The free server made for the demon awaited me.

“Have you arrived, Apostle of Dreams?”

As soon as I entered, the demon, who had been restless, sprang up and greeted me. 

“Welcome!” she exclaimed, shaking my hands with both of hers.

She was undoubtedly the Demon God who had defeated creatures from other dimensions, but now she was like a puppy who desperately needed to pee, not knowing what to do.

I glanced at the Demon King Lina standing beside the demon. 


In response, Lina slightly bowed her head and smiled apologetically. 

She had revealed her true identity to me immediately, but why hadn’t she done so to the demon? 

Maybe I should just tell her outright.

“Apostle of Dreams, these impious beings dare to belittle the performance of our Perlerina.”

The demon showed me the community screen and passionately ranted.

Lina waved her hand dismissively and told me not to worry, but the demon was insistent. 

“No! Even if it’s merely an avatar in a game, we must not allow any belittling of our Lina! That is absolutely unacceptable!”

Unaware that the current Lina had merged with her resurrected master, she remained adamant. 

“…Oh my,” she murmured, blushing as she watched the demon act like that.

I just wanted to throw everything away. 

How did someone who didn’t even know how to make in-game purchases end up looking at the community? 

Did they start by picking and enjoying Lina and then drift all the way into here?

Wait a minute. 

Then this is a relief, isn’t it? 

If it were about performance, but if I had seen the ‘praise’ of ‘Sung’ scattered throughout the community, this guy might have set out to destroy the continent.

“I’ll handle this part,” I declared.

“Are you going to make Lina’s abilities stronger?”

“No. That would be the simplest solution, but it would create other problems. If we give a buff that disrupts balance, people who are against excessive pushing might spread rumors like ‘geojori’ or ‘gam-mang-chu.'”

“Th-that’s no good! Then what should we do?!”

I scrolled through the community reactions. 

Originally, the plan was to add content that required area-of-effect (AoE) dealing to make players dive into the gacha. 

We were planning to add it just before the Demon King pickup ended or to preview that content. 

Since I couldn’t ruin the existing plan, I wouldn’t add content to change perceptions of the Demon King immediately, but…

“I’ll try adding something called a ‘hospitality buff.'”

“Hospitality Buff?” 

Lina echoed.

What if we temporarily apply a hospitality buff sufficient to change perceptions of that character to the currently hottest [Abyssal Assassin]? 

Catch mobs spawn periodically, and when you defeat them, you get an attack power buff. 

This should be enough to change players’ perceptions.

But I had overlooked one fact.

“Why are the [Knights] defeating monsters faster than the [Demon King] when the mobs spawn?”

“Because the Demon King’s dealing method is ‘bounce,’ so…”


“Isn’t that an AoE attack?”

“So it’s an AoE attack, but because it’s bounce, the damage keeps leaking out.”

“So the Demon King knows how to do AoE attacks, but because it’s bounce, she’s too weak to properly do AoE dealing.”

“What are you talking about?”

The fact that the AoE attack mechanism of the new character, which was hastily designed to suppress character performance from earlier, conflicted with the hospitality buff.



 
  Chapter 31: Please listen to it first


A Special Event!



	A dimensional rift has appeared in the weekly boss arena of [The Abyssal Assassin].


	Temporarily, a non-aggressive monster, Melis, has appeared.


	Defeating Melis grants a buff that applies exclusively before the weekly boss battle.


	“It’s here!!!”


	“Demon Lord for the win!”


	“Told you! You have to pull every new character!”



The hasty addition of this temporary weekly boss event was done at the behest of the Demon God. 

Although there was an official content update planned for later, this was thrown in just to appease her.

The event was designed so that by defeating trash mobs, players could earn power-up buffs, allowing not only single-target damage dealers but also area-of-effect dealers to clear the boss more efficiently. 

Additionally, the research data collected by Magitech Engineer aimed to kill two birds with one stone.


	“[Demon Lord] cleared in 114 seconds!”


	“Wow, that’s even faster than before.”


	“All hail Rina, the Goddess!”


	“This is what a legendary era looks like!”


	“To those who skipped her… just wait and see!”



As the event began, the performance of the Demon Lord had notably improved compared to before. 

Clear times shortened, and players’ opinions on the new character began to shift.

Well, almost.


	“But why is my clear time even longer now?”


	“My Lava Serpent keeps hitting the trash mobs instead of the boss!”




Until then, no one paid much attention to the bouncing mechanic of [Demon Lord]’s summoned creatures, which was one of her primary damage-dealing methods.


	“No! Hit the boss, not the trash mobs!”


	“My damage output changes every time I try!”



Melis, no matter how many were defeated, didn’t allow buffs to stack.

Yet, their HP was awkwardly high to be wiped out with Demon Lord’s basic attacks or ultimate alone.

Consequently, the Lava Serpent’s bouncing attacks, which were meant to focus on the boss, kept spilling onto the trash mobs.


	“[Knight] cleared in 104 seconds!”


	“Wait, the Knight is faster?”


	“Wasn’t this event supposed to favor the Demon Lord? If the Knight is faster, what’s the point of the Demon Lord?”



To make matters worse, a video surfaced of a Knight defeating Melis and using their passive skill buffs to clear the boss even faster.

The community went ablaze.

***

“Herald of Dreams.”

“Yes, my Demon God.”

“Did you deceive me?”

The Demon God leaned in close, her face nearly touching mine.

Even though we were within the dream realm where I held omnipotent power, the overwhelming pressure she exuded was unbearable.

Has her recent childlike demeanor made me complacent?

“No, my lady.”

“Then why is Rina’s reputation still in shambles? Worse, why does it seem even worse than before?”

“I… I can explain.”

“Then do so.”

“In the weekly boss battle, defeating the event trash mobs grants buffs, does it not?”

“……Yes.”

Her brows furrowed.

“Compared to the single-target damage dealer, [Knight Ren], [Demon Lord Rina] is designed for area-of-effect damage.”

“……That’s true.”

Her eyes darted nervously.

“So we believed the event would highlight Rina’s strengths and improve her metrics. And it did, to some extent. However, the core issue lies in Rina’s summoned creatures, whose damage mechanic is a bouncing type. This causes a significant portion of her damage to spill away from the boss.”

“B-bounce? What is that?”

“In our game, ‘bounce’ refers to attacks that hit the primary target first and then ricochet to nearby enemies for subsequent hits.”

This allowed for effective crowd control while also maintaining decent damage in fights with fewer enemies.

It was a deliberate design choice to make the Demon Lord versatile, excelling in both AoE and small-scale battles.

At the same time, limitations were added to prevent her from being overwhelmingly powerful.

“I see… but why does her damage spill away?”

“Because the player cannot control where the bounces go after the first hit. So even if they want all the damage focused on the boss, a portion inevitably hits the surrounding mobs.”

“But isn’t Rina an AoE damage dealer? Why is it a problem if her damage hits mobs?”

“She is indeed an AoE dealer. Both her basic attacks and ultimate are wide-ranging. It’s only her summons that rely on the bounce mechanic. This allows her to handle both AoE and single-target situations.”

“……Is that so?”

“Yes. In fact, since the trash mob event began, [Demon Lord Rina]’s overall damage output and clear time have significantly improved. Even if it’s a temporary event, she’s much better off than before.”

“Then why do they still slander Rina?”

“Well… it’s a mix of factors. First, players who can’t afford to pull the new character [Demon Lord Rina] disparage her to justify sticking with their old one, [Knight Ren]. Additionally, since [Knight Ren] is a single-target specialist, they naturally have an edge in the weekly boss battle even with the buff.”

“Ughhhh! I don’t get it!”

The Demon God furiously ruffled her hair.

“Forget buffs and mechanics! Just make Rina stronger! That’s an order!”

And so, it came to this.

The Demon Lord Perlerina chuckled softly, “Oh, I’m so sorry. My child is a bit… intense,” she said, laughing nervously.

I glanced at the real Lina standing cheerfully next to the Demon Lord, a wide grin on her face.

“Why don’t you just reveal your true identity now? She doesn’t know you’ve resurrected yet; that’s why she’s so obsessed with her game character.”

The Demon Lord Perlerina sighed awkwardly, “I would like to, but… the timing is a bit… off,” she replied, laughing uncomfortably.

What timing? 

She could just say it.

I let out a deep sigh. “Alright, listen to me, Demon God.”

“…Are you going to start with strange words again? Do not try to confuse me.”

“No, no, just listen for a second. Look. Suppose I buff the damage output of [Demon Lord Perlerina], my current character, to absurd levels—enough to deal AoE damage several times greater than [Knight Ren] with a single ultimate skill.”

“…Alright.”

“Then what do you think will happen to those players who raised other characters with love and care, enjoying the game?”

“If Lina thrives, who cares about the rest—”

“No, that’s not the point. People will be outraged, right? And where do you think their anger will be directed?”

“…At the game developer—you?”

Ah, she’s got a point. I’d be their first target.

“Well, yes, but it won’t just be me. Their wrath will inevitably turn toward the character that disrupted the game’s balance. Am I wrong?”

“You’re not…”

“And it doesn’t end there. Future characters released will be compared to [Demon Lord Lina]. If they’re weaker than the Demon Lord, people will complain, ‘Why pull for this? The Demon Lord ruined the game.’ If they’re stronger, it’ll be, ‘Why pull for anything else? The Demon Lord ruined the game.’ They’ll call her things like the harbinger of doom. A wretched villainess.”

“Lina is no villainess! She is the most beautiful—”

“Ugh, not literally! That’s just how players talk. Anyway, people will blame Lina forever, even though she did nothing wrong.”

“…That is unacceptable.”

“Exactly! But there’s more.”

“There’s more?”

“Think about it, Demon God. Variants of Demon Lord Lina could be released in the future. Buffing this version would make those releases meaningless.”

“Variants… what are those?”

“Alternate versions of Lina, of course. For instance, a [Swimsuit Lina], wearing a bikini.”

You wouldn’t just make one version of a character with such a well-crafted story and lore.

Naturally, you’d milk it, releasing variants for profit.

That’s why this current [Demon Lord Perlerina] only loosely incorporates her original skills.

Those explosive abilities?

Save them for [True Demon Lord Perlerina] or [Celestial Perlerina].

“Sw-Swimsuit!”

“Or [Pajama Lina]. Maybe [Young Lina].”

“Pajama! Young!”

The Demon God’s mouth hung open, clearly overwhelmed by the possibilities.

[Demon Lord Perlerina suddenly exclaimed, “Why are you selling me out like this?!” looking utterly bewildered.]

-”You should’ve revealed your true identity earlier and stopped the Demon God yourself. This wouldn’t have happened.”

[Demon Lord Perlerina pouted and muttered, “But this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity!” her lips forming a small pout.]

[Demon Lord Perlerina clasped her hands together, adding, “When else will I get to see her so excited, running around for my avatar?!”]

She’s not normal either. 

How did I end up entangled with these strange demons?

“Swimsuit… bikini… rash guard… pajamas… teddy bear onesie…”

“Anyway, Demon God.”

“…Huh?”

She snapped out of her fantasies and turned to me, her expression dazed.

“…Don’t worry about performance issues. I already have content prepared to accommodate AoE dealers.”


I had designed special events to keep players entertained while stalling for time. 

Initially, I’d planned to launch them right before ending the Demon Lord Perlerina’s arc, but I could push them out a little earlier.

After all, I’d need a new strategy to empty the players’ wallets—something beyond mere power scaling.

What could it be?

“Exclusive items, like unique weapons, perhaps?”



 
  Chapter 32: Abyss


At the center of the continent lay the academy city of Reyra.

A sprawling metropolis built around a single prestigious academy, it stood as a beacon of peace and a hub of harmony between races and nations.

Among the many banks within the city, one stood above the rest in popularity—the Bank of Temperance, Reyra’s first branch. 

Managed by [Temperate Restraint], one of the Seven Heroes who had ascended to the constellation, and her apostles, the bank symbolized the virtue of temperance. 

From her legendary deeds during her mortal years, she became a symbol of wealth and discipline across the continent. 

As a result, the bank never saw a day without crowds.

For Natasha, a beastkin who had served at the bank for ten years, today was no different. 

She diligently managed her duties, though her thoughts wandered.

‘Ah, this is so dull. Why is time moving so slowly?’

She grumbled inwardly, glancing at the clock.

‘I just want to finish work and pamper my Lina…’ 

Her long ears twitched at the thought, but her idle musings were abruptly interrupted.

A chill raced up her spine. 

Her ears perked sharply.

‘They’re here.’

Her hands trembled. 

Turning toward the entrance, she saw the commotion unfold. 

Customers whispered and stepped aside, creating an unnatural pathway through the bustling crowd.

A figure, cloaked entirely in black, strode forward. 

The person wore a hood resembling a helmet and a mask obscuring their face. 

The atmosphere turned icy, and the once-noisy bank fell into an eerie silence.

The crowd retreated, watching the imposing figure with bated breath.

Step. Step. Step.

The sound of deliberate footsteps echoed, growing louder as the figure approached the teller counter. 

Natasha, her instincts screaming, quickly operated an artifact to summon the branch manager. 

She stepped out to meet the guest herself, forcing a smile.

“W-Welcome, esteemed guest,” she greeted, struggling to keep her voice steady. 

Sweat trickled down her back, betraying her fear.

“It has been some time, Natasha, was it?”

The voice was deep, reverberating with an otherworldly resonance. 

It was neither distinctly male nor female—more like the echo from the depths of an abyss.

A shiver coursed through Natasha.

‘They remember my name? Why? What did I do?’

“I’ve come to make a withdrawal”, the figure declared.

“Right away, honored guest,” she stammered, professional to the last despite her terror. 

Steeling herself, Natasha led the guest to the VIP room. 

Her legs felt like lead, but she moved with practiced grace.

Opening the door, she bowed low. “This way, please.”

The black-clad figure entered, and the branch manager greeted them with a forced, awkward smile. 

“Ah! Welcome, honored guest!” 

He extended a hand, which was ignored.

“It has been a while, Manager.”

“It’s an honor to have you visit again! Please, take a seat,” the manager said, nervously dabbing his forehead with a handkerchief.

The manager, a former elite mercenary and one of Temperate Restraint’s lowest-ranking apostles, had once been known for his fearlessness. 

Yet, before this guest, even he quivered.

Natasha, sensing her moment to escape, grasped the doorknob, ready to flee the oppressive atmosphere. 

But just as she bowed and prepared to leave—

“Wait.”

Her heart stopped. She turned, her face pale.

“You too. Come back in.”

“Me? Why…?” 

Natasha stammered, her mind racing with every worst-case scenario. 

She had done nothing wrong—had she?

“Do not fear. It is not a bad thing.”

The guest’s masked visage shifted slightly toward the manager. “I wish to comment on this employee’s service.”

Natasha squeezed her eyes shut, overwhelmed. 

The keychain hanging from her waist, shaped like a miniature figure of the Demon Queen Lina, swayed slightly.

***

The withdrawal proceeded smoothly. 

The black-clad guest collected a mountain of checks, carefully stashing them in a spatial pocket.

“Are you satisfied?” the figure asked, their tone neutral yet imposing.

Floating beside them, a faint spiritual form replied. 

[[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride, offers his gratitude.]

“It’s a gesture of goodwill, but I don’t think the staff appreciated it,” the figure remarked dryly.

This enigmatic identity, “The Hood,” was a fabricated persona crafted to withdraw and manage the enormous wealth generated from [Akashic Archive]. 

As a safeguard against exposing their true identity, they relied on the authority granted by the Constellation of Dreams.

I transformed my appearance into that of a knight clad in black armor.

The effects I added made it so people didn’t want to approach me. 

However… as a side effect, it seemed they found me a little frightening.

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride murmurs that while they’re grateful you like our Lina, they wanted to express their thanks.]

“The employee’s service was satisfactory, but…”

Thinking about how they fainted in the end might mean it had the opposite effect.

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride smirks and says, ‘They fainted out of joy, you know. Still young, huh?’ while looking at you with disdain.”]

…Is that so?

It’s hard to tell if the demon is being serious or not.

Perhaps it was due to my bank account.

Carrying wealth equivalent to a national budget in my account, it wouldn’t be strange if someone fainted out of excitement when I praised them.

[“The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride whines, saying they’re bored and demanding you share an amusing story.”]

“…What are you, a child?”

There was a reason why I ended up dealing with the demon, despite previously avoiding revealing my identity and awkwardly communicating with others through terminals.

It all started with the recent attack of the black sludge.

Our constellation was utterly enraged at the sludge that had tried to kill me. 

(Though “utterly enraged” amounted to them smacking their desk with their stubby arms.)

The sludge referred to themselves as “we,” confirming there were more of their kind.

Being beings from another dimension, their true nature and location were still unknown.
No one knew when these abyssal beings would strike again.
(Calling them “sludge” every time didn’t feel right, so we coined the term “Abyss” based on how the [Akashic Archive] categorized them as abyssal assassins.)

Thus, the constellation ordered their ranks to take turns guarding me in case of another attack.

When I first heard this, I doubted if such divine beings would bother protecting a mere human.


[Magitech Engineer who shed Wrath suggests dividing the day into three shifts for surveillance.]

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth agrees, saying it’s only right to protect their benefactor.]

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride protests, saying, ‘But I need my precious time with Lina—ah! Fine, fine! I’ll do it! Just stop hitting me, Lina!’ while dodging her strikes.]

What’s this “Day Three Division Plan”?

In the end, three constellations took turns guarding me.

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride yawns, saying they wouldn’t protect you if you weren’t a benefactor.]

[The King of Ten Thousand Demons Who Overcame Pride smugly adds, ‘You should feel honored that I, a demon, am protecting you.]

“Of course, I’m grateful,” I replied.

Honestly, it felt excessive.

Three divine beings—an academy student’s personal guards.

Not just any gods but those of hero, sage, and monarch caliber.

Though I said this, the Abyss (tentative name) was no small threat.

The sludge that attacked me had neutralized both the powers of our constellation and the demon.

If two others of its level came, we might not have the strength to fend them off.

Analyzing the sludge and bolstering our power quickly was crucial.

What were its allies doing now?

Even as I tried to quell my fear, an unease lingered deep within me.

***

At the bottom of the dimensional rift,

In pitch-black darkness where nothing could be seen,

Six silhouettes emerged.

“Why hasn’t it returned yet?”

“Did it perish?”

“No. If it had perished, we would know. We are conceptually connected.”

“It hasn’t perished. But it hasn’t finished its mission either?”

“Perhaps it was captured by someone.”

“Impossible. Considering its abilities, it could escape any captivity unless tens of thousands of divine beings took turns suppressing it.”

“True. So, it’s just taking a bit longer?”

“Seems there are many obstacles to deal with. Delays are unwelcome. Another should go.”

“Then I will—”

“No, this time it’s my turn.”

“Wait. Have you all forgotten?”

“…Forgotten what?”

“The incident.”


“…Ah.”


They fell silent, recalling something dreadful.

“If we consider its personality, the same thing might happen again.”

“Hm…”

The six figures darkened further, as though absorbed in grim imagination.

“Perhaps we should… wait a little longer.”

“No objections.”

“Agreed.”

The shadows vanished into the darkness once more.



 
  Chapter 33: Director’s Apostle (1)


Reyra Academy, Lecture Hall 3

The lecture hall buzzed with the sound of students chatting in small, familiar groups. The air was lively, a cacophony of voices mingling as friends caught up.

Avoiding the bustling crowd, I slipped into a quiet corner, pulled out a chair, and dropped into it with a weary sigh.

Thud.

I slumped over the desk, burying my face in my folded arms.

‘I’m so tired…’

The thought trailed off, a mix of exhaustion and resignation. 

Being the director of the hottest game on the continent and defending against extradimensional threats at the same time left me utterly drained. 

And yet, here I was, attending academy classes like an ordinary student.

‘Late nights spent fine-tuning game mechanics, only to drag myself here in the morning… My body can’t handle this.’

By all accounts, I was one of the wealthiest people on the continent. 

Surely, skipping academy lectures shouldn’t be a big deal for someone like me.

When I mentioned my idea of dropping out to focus on game development to my celestial patron, her reaction was… unexpected.

[The Dreamteller warns that dropping out of the academy would tarnish your reputation with an indelible mark, leading to endless mockery. She scolds you with hands on her hips, adopting a stern tone and expression.]

Her declaration left no room for argument.

Even when I tried to reason that attending these lectures wouldn’t benefit either of us—neither her nor me—she stood firm. 

She seemed adamant that her apostle wouldn’t suffer the indignity of being dismissed as a dropout, a sentiment steeped in her own peculiar sense of pride.

‘It’s not like I care about those things…’

It felt oddly reminiscent of being scolded by a parent. 

But as her apostle, I couldn’t outright ignore her orders. 

So, while I didn’t make an effort to actively participate in class, I ensured my attendance.

“Hey, did you pull the Demon King?”

“Yeah. I just wanted a four-star character and did a ten-pull, but he showed up. Total waste of a pity stack.”

“What the heck, dude? Bragging like it’s no big deal?”

“The story this time… I cried, man.”

“Same! It was so sad…”

“How could anyone not feel bad for Rina?”

“Rina is so cute and cool! I’m rooting for her all the way!”

“Have you seen the new reinforcement dungeon?”

“Couldn’t get past it with my Knight. Do I need the Demon King for real?”

“Obviously! What kind of demon doesn’t summon the Demon King?”

“…Speciesist much?”

“No matter how many times I fight the weekly boss, I can’t figure out its patterns.”

“Then just keep getting hit until you do.”

“I am getting hit and still can’t figure it out. Ugh, when am I going to beat it? I need to clear it to power up my Demon King.”

Flinch!

I tried to drift off, but snippets of conversation about Akashic Archive, the game I’d created, kept drifting to my ears. As the sole developer, director, and owner of the game, hearing player feedback this directly made it impossible to relax.

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth nods in approval, remarking that your game’s popularity is unsurprising given the effort you poured into it.]

Floating near me in her ethereal form, my divine patron chimed in.

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth wonders why her and her comrades’ stories have been overshadowed.]

‘Because right now, the spotlight is on the Demon King Perlerina’s story arc.’

I answered her in my mind, still slumped over my desk.

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth looks shocked.]

‘Not completely overshadowed—just… out of the current meta. It’s all about the new weekly boss right now.’

I reassured her that players would think of her and the other heroes when they faced the Beast Queen later. 

The rise and fall of characters’ popularity in the game were inevitable as new arcs unfolded.

“I’ll release an alternate version of Ren soon,” I promised silently. 

“He’ll come with an event story.”

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth’s eyes sparkled. She mentioned that even now, many celestial beings were vying for roles in your game.]

‘Of course. You were my first investor, my partner.’

Without her support, the Akashic Archive project might never have left the ground.

…And, well, a successful story arc was always worth revisiting as a profitable event.

[The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth beamed and lunged forward, embracing me tightly.]

Startled, I shot upright, her ethereal form surprisingly warm despite being intangible.

Her sudden affection made me jump, drawing a few stares.

“Did he just say what I think he said?”

Thankfully, someone else drew the attention away. 

A male student a few rows ahead stood abruptly, his chair scraping loudly.

Sharp features and glasses gave him an intellectual air, and his academy uniform was impeccably tailored. 

Turning to the girls beside him, he demanded:

“You said you’re supporting Demon King Perlerina? Are you serious?”

The girls, visibly shrinking under his glare, stammered for a response.

‘Oh, right. Those girls were the ones talking about how tragic Rina’s story was earlier…’

“Unbelievable. Have you even read the story properly?”

His voice, cold and commanding, silenced the room. 

All eyes turned to him.

“Demon King Perlerina is a mass murderer. Regardless of her intent to break the chain of hatred, the sea of lava she created claimed countless lives. This is undeniable history, not subject to interpretation.”

‘Who is this guy?’

[That’s the Apostle of Wisdom.]

‘Wisdom’s apostle? Great, those girls just had to run into him…’

The whispers around me grew louder.

‘An apostle of Wisdom…?’

Curious, I glanced at the goddess floating beside me.

The Sacrifice That Overcame Sloth nodded approvingly. 

“Ah, that Apostle of Wisdom… I see,” she murmured with a thoughtful nod.

“Lady Goddess, do you know the God of Wisdom?”

The Goddess replied casually, “I wouldn’t say we’re close. I’ve just heard stories here and there.”

Well, it made sense. 

A recluse goddess who spent her time locked in her room wouldn’t have many acquaintances.

The Sacrifice tilted her head, feigning innocence. 

“I feel like I just sensed a particularly rude form of faith from you just now.”

The God of Wisdom… 


A deity who valued debate, revered experience, and exalted the pursuit of wisdom.

“If, in that moment, you had chosen to oppose the Demon King’s grand design, you would have stopped the massacre at the cost of perpetuating the chain of hatred. On the other hand, supporting his cause would have severed the chain of hatred, but at the price of dragging the innocent into a massive slaughter. Truly, a fascinating dilemma.”

The Sacrifice elaborated, “Apostles of the God of Wisdom love debates. They’ll grab even strangers to argue with, and their knowledge and logic are so airtight that people tend to avoid them.”

I couldn’t help but agree. 

Just looking at him, I could tell I wanted nothing to do with him. 

If he started talking about games I’d made, I’d be shredded in a heartbeat.

“You all ignore the beautifully crafted dilemma presented by the great game creators and support her just because she lived a tragic life? Even though she overcame hatred and chose a life of self-sacrifice, this kind of reasoning doesn’t fit the level of logic and thought expected from Academy students.”

I appreciated the compliment, but… that wasn’t exactly the intention I had when designing it.

“Can anyone refute me on this?”

The lecture hall fell silent at his question.

“Oh dear, was my argument too perfect? What a shame. I was looking forward to a lively discussion since everyone seemed so eager to talk about [Akashic Archive].”

Perhaps people avoid Wisdom’s Apostles for reasons like this.

“Of course, there are parts of the game developer’s narrative choices that remain unexplained. For instance, despite presenting a dilemma, the Archive’s curator is forced to choose only the correct answers. I assume this was a deliberate mystery seeded by the creators, considering that the Archive has always prioritized restoring the original history as its highest value.”

‘He caught that detail so accurately?’

‘A loyal customer, perhaps?’

‘I should check later if he spent much on in-game purchases.’

“With the curator gone, predicting the next part of the story is impossible for now.”

Then—

BANG!

“She’s not gone!”

A female student slammed her desk and stood up.

What now?

“The curator is not dead.”

The girl glared fiercely at the Apostle of Wisdom.

“…Interesting. Are you challenging me to a debate about the curator’s survival? I didn’t expect to discuss this topic today.”

The two students, a young man and woman, slowly stepped toward each other, facing off in the center of the room.

“So, you’re claiming the curator is alive. At the end of Act 2 of [Akashic Archive], the curator was impaled by the Assassin of the Abyss and died in the player’s arms. His final act was to use his last strength to create a battlefield with the Cube’s power. It was a memorable scene. But all signs point to his death. What evidence do you have to claim otherwise?”

Adjusting his glasses, the male student looked directly at her.

“…Simple. The curator isn’t dead.”

This was surreal. 

Watching people debate the future of a story I created…

It was fun.

So, this is why authors spy on their readers’ reactions.

The Sacrifice whispered to me, “This is just out of curiosity, but… is the curator actually dead?”

“In the game, the curator died. But as a character, he’s not truly gone.”

The Sacrifice tilted her head, puzzled. 

“What do you mean?”

The curator of [Akashic Archive] was based on a past version of myself. 

Even though I tried not to fall into the trap of self-inserting, I wouldn’t discard ‘another version of me’ so carelessly.

The curator lives.

But the clues to his survival are buried in a side quest, one nearly impossible to find.

Furthermore, his current state defies this world’s logic, making it even harder to comprehend.

That’s why the girl intrigued me.

Not her impressive gaming gear… but how she discovered fragments of the hidden story I’d planted.

“How can you say that with no evidence?” the male student pressed. 

“The circumstances of his death are overwhelmingly clear. Without a reasonable explanation, your claim won’t hold water.”

The debate intensified. 

How would the girl respond?

Would she cite the hidden side quest as her proof? 

Most players wouldn’t find or understand it, even if they did.

The anticipation grew.

Then—


BAM!

The girl slammed the boy’s head onto the desk with a loud thud.

“…Die.”

In the chaos, I caught a glimpse of her inner jacket.

There, pinned to the fabric, was a bizarre badge depicting the curator, framed by a heart.



 
  Chapter 34: Director’s Apostle (2)


The Goddess nodded as if in agreement, her expression solemn. 

“Ah, overcoming sloth with sacrifice—truly the Apostle of Courage,” she muttered, arms crossed and leaning casually against the wall, her chin resting thoughtfully on her hand.

“Courage… as in the one among the Seven Great Heroes?” 

I asked, stepping out of the lecture hall after class. 

My ‘belongings’ were no more than an empty bag slung over my shoulder, but I carried on as if it were something significant.

The Goddess gave a slight smile, clearly amused. 

“Yes, the Apostle of Courage. I’d recognize the energy of someone who has conquered sloth with sacrifice anywhere. No doubt about it.”

“Oh? Even the Apostle of Courage plays games?” 

I asked, genuinely intrigued. 

I’d known the Goddess of Sacrifice played at the Akashic Archive—after all, that was how we’d first met—but I didn’t expect other gods to partake.

She chuckled, her amusement unmistakable.

“Oh, that one thrives on hardship, trials, and adversity. Always seeking a challenge.”

Her next words came with a knowing grin.

“Just yesterday, they were taking on a weekly raid boss with only one HP left—no gear, just bare fists.”

I blinked.

“Wait. No gear? One HP? Was the Apostle of Courage… a masochist?”

The conversation turned serious—or at least tried to. 

“Still, even for one of the Seven Great Heroes’ Apostles, isn’t it reckless to assault another Apostle like that? I mean, won’t there be consequences?”

The memory of a recent lecture came to mind: the Apostle of Wisdom being stretchered out after the infamous ‘Then Just Die’ incident. 

The class had continued as usual afterward, but I couldn’t help wondering if such blatant violence would really go unpunished.

The Goddess tilted her head and spoke again, her voice light yet confident. 

“Oh, there’s no need to worry. Courage is likely quite satisfied with the outcome.”

She smirked. 

“Besides, how often do you think Apostles of Wisdom get beaten up? They practically enjoy it.”

“Wait, what?” 

I was dumbfounded.

“They see it as a declaration of defeat—a recognition that their opponent’s logic has triumphed. It’s their… way of admitting they lost,” she added, clearly amused.

I groaned internally. 

“So… masochists on both sides?”

Between Courage and Wisdom, I decided I didn’t want to get involved with either. 

Unfortunately, they were both loyal customers of my game.

The Apostle of Wisdom had sung praises for the story—even if the parts they loved weren’t what I’d intended—and the Apostle of Courage had purchased unofficial merchandise and cradled it like a treasure. 

Not exactly what I had envisioned, but success was success.

At least the game was thriving. 

More success meant more revenue, which was crucial now that our launch hype was fading.

Leaving the academy grounds, I stopped by a nearby bakery to pick up a box of macarons and other desserts I’d pre-ordered. 

As I carried the box, the Goddess of Sacrifice leaned in with wide eyes.

“Wait, is that… Nouvelle’s macarons?” she asked, swallowing visibly.

“Yup. They’re for our esteemed constellation,” I replied with a smile.

Before our game took off, my constellation had no worshippers and barely enough to eat. 

Perhaps because of their childlike demeanor, I always felt the urge to take care of them—like a younger sibling, despite their celestial status.

I headed toward the outskirts of the city, carrying the desserts to the small temple where my constellation resided.

The Goddess frowned, looking around as we approached. 

“Why is this temple so hidden? Shouldn’t it be in a bustling main street for visibility?”

I sighed. 

“I wanted that too, but our constellation insisted otherwise.”

Traditionally, a temple’s grandeur reflected the prestige of the god it represented. 

Larger, more elaborate temples inspired greater reverence—and, naturally, greater faith, which directly fueled a god’s power.

The central temple dedicated to the Goddess of Sacrifice was a prime example, situated in the largest metropolis of the kingdom alliance. 

Meanwhile, my constellation had ordered their temple built on the edge of nowhere.

“It doesn’t make sense,” the Goddess murmured, tilting her head in confusion. 

“Don’t they want more followers?”

“I tried to argue,” I admitted, “but they didn’t want to draw attention. Their orders were absolute.”

For a moment, silence lingered as we approached the temple. 

Its modest appearance stood in stark contrast to the grandeur I envisioned. 

Still, I had no choice but to comply with their wishes. After all, it was their divine command.

The Goddess shook her head with a sigh, her expression a mix of confusion and resignation. 

“I don’t understand… but I suppose they have their reasons.”

I chuckled lightly but kept my thoughts to myself. 

Whatever my constellation’s reasons were, I doubted they’d make sense to anyone—not even the gods.

Let us not even dare to gossip about our Constellation.

If we’re caught… oh, no.

I still shudder at the memory of the last time I made a joke and ended up upsetting them.

Shaking my head, I stepped into the small shrine nestled deep within the forest.

“…Because of that.”

A voice echoed from inside.

…What?

No one should know about this shrine, let alone its location.

And even fewer people should know about our Constellation.

Who could possibly have found this place?

A shrine thief?

How bold to think they could plunder the possessions of our Constellation! How dare they!

Wrapping the power of dreams around my arms, I carefully crept toward the source of the voice.

At the altar where offerings to our Constellation are made—an altar meant to be simple and pristine, as I had left it just three days ago—I was greeted by utter chaos.

Hundreds of candles filled the altar, as if set for a somber memorial service.

In the center, kneeling as if in prayer, was a lone figure.

Fortunately, there was no one else but this one intruder.

One person—no complications.

“I’ll handle this.”

I slowly approached the intruder, who was mumbling under their breath in a crouched position.

The power of dreams could project a terrifying illusion, easily subduing them.

As I drew closer, the intruder’s arrangement on the altar became clearer.

What I saw made my breath catch in my throat.

[Sloth asks if that is not the director of “Archive”.]

The altar was adorned with countless candles, arranged as though paying tribute.


At its center was a black-and-white portrait—a depiction of the character “Director of Archive,”

who was based on my past life.

A funeral, set for me, in my own likeness.

If it had been for any other character, I might have been able to suppress my shock.

But a funeral for myself?


I couldn’t stop the words that escaped my lips.

The intruder flinched at the sound of my voice and turned around.

Then, without hesitation, they charged at me.

In response, I unleashed the power of dreams.

The dream’s dominion unfolded, enveloping both the intruder and myself in an imaginary world born of my own mind.

***

[Central Shrine of Wisdom]

Before a grand altar engraved with dazzling jewels, a woman in priestly robes knelt gracefully on one knee.

“Command me,” she said solemnly.

A heavy silence filled the room, interrupted only by the shimmer of divine light descending upon the altar.


[The Lustful Wisdom urges you to bring it quickly.]

The Constellation’s divine words resonated in her mind.

She adjusted her glasses with a steady hand.

“As you will, so it shall be.”

For an apostle, their duty was simple: to carry out the commands of their deity and fulfill its desires.

Nothing more, nothing less.

Even if the command didn’t sit well with them.



 
  Chapter 35: Director’s Apostle (3)


The celestial throne was not a place one could ascend to lightly. 

Only those who reached the pinnacle in their respective realms could hope to claim a seat among the constellations. 

Each deity, having completed their arduous journey to godhood, possessed a strong sense of self and preferred to live unrestrained, often disregarding others. 

If not for the divine judgments meted out to those who broke the celestial rules, maintaining order and balance in the heavens would have been impossible.

“I say, I was here first,” one deity grumbled.

“Oh, come now,” retorted another. “You stepped out of line just now!”

“It only seemed that way because the line got messy.”

“Out is out.”

Thus, it was an unusual sight to see gods queuing up, attempting to adhere to the rules for once. 

Nearby, a sign—scribbled in the uneven handwriting of a child—read: [Akashic Archive Internships and Investors Needed!]

At the front of the line stood a golden-haired, impeccably armored man striking a dramatic pose. 

He was earnestly explaining something to a small girl perched on an unusually tall chair. 

Her legs dangled, unable to reach the ground, but she stubbornly sat there, determined to look down on her potential investors.

No matter how uncomfortable the hard chair was, she would endure it. 

Appearing weak and allowing anyone to underestimate her precious apostles was unthinkable.

“Hmm… a story as good as mine, you say?” the girl mused, her voice tinged with doubt.

From a small frog figurine on the armrest of her chair, crowned and regal, came another voice. 

“I beg to differ. Your tale pales in comparison to mine. Even your sword would turn gray hearing it!”

“That’s because your sword is already gray!” roared a voice from a communicator, followed by raucous laughter.

The girl massaged her temples, fighting the headache building from the absurd exchange. 

The normally serious and angry technomancer had, for some reason, developed a fixation on humor (or what passed for it in his mind) after shedding his rage. 

It was almost unbearable.

“He’s your ally; talk some sense into him,” she muttered under her breath. 

“But no, that’s his charm, or so he claims.”

She waved her hand dismissively. 

“Next!”

The golden-haired deity’s protests were cut short as a muscular, scarred man pulled him out of line. 

“Courage!” the golden one pleaded. 

“I still have so much to say! Just one more chance!”

“Sorry, Jimmy,” the man, aptly named Courage, shrugged before tossing him aside. 

“A deal’s a deal.”

The girl nodded approvingly at Courage. 

At least someone here was reliable. 

She gestured again, beckoning the next in line.

A green-haired elf deity with pointed ears stepped forward. 

“Greetings, Dream Goddess. I am—”

The girl’s eyelids drooped. 

Sleepiness crept over her. 

No, not now. 

She had to stay awake. 

She needed intriguing stories to aid her apostles, and yet…

Her heavy eyelids closed.

***

A Strange New Realm

“What… is this?” a woman whispered, bewildered by the mist curling around her. 

She recalled conducting a memorial for someone dear when she sensed an intruder and rushed toward them. 

That was the last thing she remembered.

This place was surreal. 

It felt like a dream, but its strangeness was unsettling. 

Determined not to stay idle, she decided to move, even though she didn’t know which way was up or down.

Fear gnawed at her, but she ignored it. 

A follower of Courage should not succumb to such feelings. 

Clutching a limited-edition figurine of her deity in her hands, she drew strength and pressed forward. 

It wasn’t a divine relic, but it was enough.

The dark mist stretched endlessly, but she forged ahead.

“Grant me strength,” she murmured. 

He was gone, sacrificed for a cause greater than himself. 

Yet in his final moments, he left her his will—his hope.

Memories of the Akashic Archive’s former director flooded her mind. 

His sacrifice, his gentle words, and the profound love he had shown for his successor filled her with resolve.

“I won’t fail,” she whispered. 

“I’ll carry on your legacy.”

With renewed determination, she ventured deeper into the darkness.

Though the scene never appeared in the game, she had already accepted it as if she had truly experienced those events.

“Yes… I am his disciple, his love. As long as his will resides within me, I have nothing to fear.”

It felt as if the Master was smiling warmly at her from nearby.

A woman who had mentally awakened and overcome all her fears took a bold step into the deep, endless darkness.

“…Ugh.”

It felt like her mind had been tainted.

Who would have thought my past life would be consumed in such a way?

I could never have imagined it.

Reading the subconscious thoughts in the woman’s mind using the power of dreams, I barely held back the urge to vomit.

Wait, when did I ever say such lines?

Me, or rather the Master, had simply exited gracefully after serving as a stepping stone for the main boss’s appearance.

What’s with these bizarre recollections and lines?

These are entirely made-up! Why does she believe them as truth?

More importantly, if you’re a disciple of courage, think of your own deity!

Why are you crafting strange lines about me?

…Actually, it’s a good thing that second creations of my game, Akashic Archive, are flourishing.

Even if those activities don’t lead to direct profits for me, they foster interactions that deepen the fanbase and expand the game’s reach.

In my previous life, there were games that, while their gameplay might have been lacking, thrived due to their captivating characters and the artists drawn to them.

So I wished for players of my game to enjoy a similar culture…

“This isn’t it… This isn’t it at all!”

Why do they casually make someone a homosexual without consent?

If it were a female deputy Master, I’d understand, but a male deputy Master? 

The imagery doesn’t fit!

While I suffered a cosmic horror-level mental breach while reading her thoughts, I could at least piece together the situation.

A minor Apostle of Courage, Val Monica.

A first-year academy student who couldn’t accept the death of her favorite character, the Master.

And amidst it all, the irritating voice of the Apostle of Wisdom reached her.

Her emotional eruption was only natural.

After ending a physical debate with the Apostle of Wisdom and completing her classes, her
words lingered in Monica’s mind:


“The Master is dead.”

Dead.

Dead.

Dead.

It was a death she couldn’t accept.

The passing of her most beloved character was something she desperately tried to ignore, but denial had reached its limit.

It might seem excessive to react so strongly to a character’s death, but regardless…

Monica, who adored the Master more than anyone, had scoured every piece of information and writing related to him.

As vice president of the Master Association, she had no choice but to accept the truth:

The Master had sacrificed himself to save the deputy Master.

Eventually, she decided to hold a memorial service for the Master. 

While I was out running errands for the Constellation, she found a secluded temple and prepared the ceremony with candles.

And that’s when I was dragged into this mess.

It was absurd beyond belief.


To think something like this was happening without my knowledge…

A sigh escaped me.


Still, I couldn’t say it felt entirely bad.

The Master was a character modeled after my past life.

The memorial service for him felt like a funeral for my former self—someone who had died alone and forgotten.

It was as if someone had finally acknowledged and cared for that lonely, unremarkable death.

“…I appreciate that part, at least.”

Even so, using our Constellation’s temple for personal reasons, and defiling it, required punishment.

Not to mention making me out to be a homosexual without consent.

That, too, was unforgivable.

So…

…This much should be fine, right?

***

Reality

Hovering protectively over the fallen Apostle of Dreams, the goddess’s gaze fell upon a bag lying on the ground.

Whoosh.

At her gesture, a small booklet flew from the bag into her hand.

The goddess began flipping through the pages, reading quietly.


“Hmm… Hmm…”

Her calm inspection of the book gradually faltered.

“This… this obscene—!”

The goddess gasped at the contents but couldn’t tear her eyes away.

Even as she read to the end, her face flushed with excitement, and she tucked the booklet into her robes with great care.



 
  Chapter 36: Director’s Apostle (4)


The woman, Monica, clutched a small trinket tightly in her hands as she pressed forward, slicing through the endless shroud of dark mist.

She had no way of knowing if this path was the right one or if her will alone could lead her out of this place, but still, she walked on.

Holding the badge close gave her a sense of protection, as if the curator she had loved so dearly was watching over her. 

With this comforting thought, she managed to stave off the creeping dread and fear. 

Steeling her resolve, Monica took one determined step after another.

Step by step, she moved forward.

The suffocating blackness that surrounded her began to shift.

Slowly, faint outlines emerged from the abyss.

“Here…” Monica murmured.

As the faint contours became clearer, her eyes widened. 

A silhouette loomed ahead, faint yet familiar.

“No… it can’t be…”

She broke into a sprint, her heart racing. 

The landscape that greeted her was one she knew all too well, though it felt strangely foreign now.

“This is… the Archive…”

Her voice trembled as her gaze swept over the space. 

It was the [Akashic Archive], a place she had visited countless times within the game. 

It was the domain of the curator she adored—the place where he had met his tragic demise.

But it was different now. 

The Archive, once bathed in radiant light, was now consumed by shadows. 

It was as if, without its caretaker, it had fallen into neglect and ruin.

Monica wandered aimlessly through the darkened halls, her expression a mixture of disbelief and sorrow.

“This is strange…”

A voice, smooth and sweet, broke through the silence, startling her.

“Ah, a visitor?”

Monica’s eyes went wide as she turned toward the source of the voice. 

There he was.

Him.

The curator.

Not the fleeting, mechanical character she had known from the game, but alive, real, and standing before her.

The dark-haired youth leaned casually against a desk, a faint smile on his lips.

“I am the curator of this Archive. And you are?”

His voice was soft, almost teasing, but the words struck Monica like a bolt of lightning. 

Her heart pounded furiously in her chest as she struggled to speak.

She wanted to tell him everything: how she thought he was gone forever, how much she had missed him, how deeply she loved him. 

But the words stuck in her throat, leaving her voiceless.

“Hmm.”

The curator tilted his head, crossing his arms as he observed her.

“Monica, is it?”

Her name on his lips was too much. 

Monica clutched her chest, as though her heart might burst.

The boy dissolved into smoke, reappearing directly before her.

“This aura… courage? You are an Apostle of Courage?” 

He studied her with curiosity, placing a hand lightly under her chin.

“And this… my memorial, is it?”

Monica’s cheeks burned as his sweet scent filled the air.

“I see. You remembered me and mourned my passing. Thank you.”

His hand rested atop her head, stroking gently, and Monica’s world spun. 

The sensation overwhelmed her, leaving her feeling uncharacteristically vulnerable.

But then, his expression shifted, his brow furrowing in confusion.

“Strange… Why does it seem, in your memories, that I am perceived as someone who loves men romantically?”

“W-What?!” 

Monica stammered.

“I do not love men in that way,” he said, his voice sharp with disdain. 

A flicker of anger crossed his face.

“Someone dared to spread such falsehoods about me? Unforgivable.”

“N-no, wait, it’s not—!” Monica panicked.

“I must find who has done this.”

The curator reached out toward her again, and Monica instinctively stepped back. 

Her mind raced. 

If he saw the depths of her memories, the things she had done, the fantasies she had nurtured…

What if he grew to hate her?

She couldn’t bear the thought.

“B-Bromance!” she blurted, desperation coloring her voice.

“…Bromance?” 

The curator raised an eyebrow.

Her usual confidence was gone, replaced by a frantic desire to save herself. 

She couldn’t risk losing him—not now, not ever.

And so, Monica, the Apostle of Courage, gambled everything on a desperate, last-ditch explanation.

“Th-that! It’s only because I used a male avatar for the role of Deputy Head while playing the game! I didn’t think of you strangely or anything like that! N-no, I mean, there’s this group, the Grand Archivists, spreading weird rumors about you! But trust me—I’ve infiltrated them out of faith and love for you! To root out those malicious distorters of truth!”

Despite being the Vice-President of the very association she was exposing, it was a desperate attempt at adaptation and extreme evolution to gain the favor of her idol.

“…Is that so?”

“Yes, absolutely! And—and those absurd things you’ve heard about are nothing but slander spread by shadowy figures in the outside world trying to tarnish your image! I would never fall for such preposterous lies!”

The boy chuckled softly at her flustered demeanor.

“Don’t worry. I can feel the deep affection you harbor within.”

“…What?”

“This place—this is both my inner world and the prison that confines me. No ordinary person can enter here.”

“A prison…”

As the boy spread his arms wide, she glanced around the ethereal surroundings.

“Only those who feel intensely for me—so strongly that it reverberates—can reach this place.”

Monica’s face turned crimson under his gaze, which seemed to pierce directly into her soul.

“Only those with powerful, overwhelmingly positive emotions about me can enter here. You possess such qualifications.”

So that’s it!

The reason I could enter his inner world is because my love is so strong!

Not even the Grand Archivists can match this devotion.

Only I have been acknowledged!

“D-does that mean I love you more than anyone else? Even more than all your fans?”

Monica’s face brimmed with a crazed fervor.

The boy paused for a moment, seemingly at a loss for words. After regaining his composure, he replied:


“Well… you could call it love. But what truly brings power to me is the positive, intense emotions directed at me. They help fuel my revival. It’s similar to faith directed toward a deity.”

My love flows into him! How incredibly romantic!

The boy sighed, half-resigned.

“At any rate, you’re an ideal follower of mine. If you weren’t already aligned with another deity, I might have made you my apostle.”

“If that’s the case, I’ll abandon my constellation and follow y—”

“Stop. Are you suggesting I turn ‘Courage’ into my enemy?”

“…Ah.”

Taking an apostle from another constellation was no trivial matter.

Apostles were the cornerstone of faith, and stealing one from another deity was akin to declaring war.

The last time such an incident occurred on the continent, it escalated into a full-blown holy war.

“It’s fine. Your devotion alone is more than enough.”

The boy gently stroked Monica’s cheek.

“But I have a favor to ask of you.”

“Wh-whatever it is, just say the word!”

“Strange rumors about me hinder my revival. The more I’m misrepresented and perceived incorrectly, the more my pure divinity scatters. It prolongs my return to the mortal realm.”

Thud!

A heavy weight dropped into Monica’s chest.

Everything she had done as Vice-President of the Grand Archivists—had it all been a hindrance to him?

Waving a hand tiredly, the boy continued, “So if someone could stop those who spread falsehoods about me, that would be great.”

“I-I can do it!”

“Really?”

“Yes! I am the Vice-President of the Continental Archivists Association! With just a word, I can command thousands of Archivists to act!”

“Archivists…? Wait, didn’t you just say you infiltrated them? Your story doesn’t add up…”

The boy tilted his head, exasperated.

“Well, as long as you can eliminate them, I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

Monica saluted fervently.

“Leave it to me! Everything will be as you wish!”

“Good. When you leave this place, my apostle will be waiting for you.”

“…What? Apostle?”

The mention of another filled Monica with a fiery rage.

“Follow their instructions, just a little. Can you do that?”

“I can! Absolutely!”

“Good. Then I leave it to you.”

The boy placed a finger gently on her forehead.

“If you handle this well, perhaps we’ll meet again someday.”

“R-really?”

“Yes. So do your best.”


With a flash of light, her consciousness faded like a snapped thread.

The next moment, Monica was back in the temple, her breath catching in her throat.

“Ah, you’re awake. A pleasure to meet you, Lady Monica.”

A golden-haired young boy extended a hand toward her.

“I am Rian, Apostle of the [Archive].”



 
  Chapter 37: Obscene Wisdom (1)


The infirmary of Reyra Academy, tucked away in a secluded corner, was eerily quiet. 

Among the rows of neatly arranged beds, one was occupied. 

A man lay atop it, his head bandaged. 

Slowly, he unwrapped the gauze, revealing a forehead that had been perfectly healed—a stark contrast to the bruise caused by a desk’s harsh impact just hours ago.

He picked up the shattered remains of his glasses from the side table.

Whirr.

A mysterious aura swirled around his hand.

As the fragments hovered in midair, they realigned, piecing themselves back together seamlessly.

This was no ordinary feat—it was a demonstration of his unique power, an aspect of divine knowledge that enabled the restoration of anything fully understood.

Just then, a sharp ringing sound broke the silence.

Beep-beep-beep.

The man pressed two fingers to his ear, activating his communicator.

“Speak.”

A voice—calm yet commanding—came through the line.

It belonged to the First Apostle of Wisdom.

“Understood. Yes, it’s possible. I’ll handle it before the academy lectures begin tomorrow. Rest assured—it will be done exactly as Wisdom desires.”

After a brief pause to listen further, he concluded, “Of course. By Her will. I’ll take my leave.”

The voice cut out, and silence returned to the room.

Rising from the bed, the man stretched, a wry smile tugging at his lips.

“Convenient timing. I never expected her to be the supplier.”

The oracle had been clear: he was to retrieve a book that She desired—no ordinary book, but one distributed only within the secretive circles of a clandestine organization. 

It was a task fit for him, the Apostle of [Lustful Wisdom], a deity with an insatiable thirst for knowledge—particularly of an unconventional kind.

This god, befitting Her name, held dominion over a vast array of wisdom. However, Her obsession leaned toward the erotic.

Tentacles, same-gender pairings, interspecies liaisons—anything provocative and stimulating piqued Her interest.

Her First Apostle, through the power of Lesser Worlds, often pinpointed the location of such items and the people best suited to retrieve them.

The man recalled the last item he had delivered—a customized magical artifact tailored for intimate use.

Now, She craved a particular book featuring a specific character, a rarity even within the underbelly of their network.

“No problem,” he muttered confidently. “She owes me.”

***

Elsewhere, a woman stood frozen in the presence of the man she had only dreamed of meeting.

“You’re the Apostle of the Overseer…?” she stammered, her voice trembling.

“To be precise, I serve [The Archive], but yes, you could say that,” he replied smoothly, extending a hand.

The woman, Monica, hesitated before grasping it.

She allowed him to pull her to her feet, her mind racing.

‘If his Apostle had been a woman, it would’ve been unbearable. But a man like this… this changes everything.’

Blushing furiously, she thought.

‘Such an appearance, and he’s a servant of the divine? I want to serve under him even more.’

“Monica,” he addressed her.

“Yes? Ah, yes!” she responded, flustered.

“This place is another god’s temple,” he stated, his voice steady.

“Ah… yes.”

“And not just any god, but one who is on good terms with the Overseer. Tell me—why would you hold a memorial service here without the owner’s permission?”

“That’s… I just thought it was abandoned, so I didn’t mean any harm!”

Monica stammered, her fingers nervously tapping together.

“Is that so?”

“Yes, that’s right!” she blurted out.

The Apostle tilted his head thoughtfully.

“It doesn’t seem like you intended to offend.”

“Exactly!” Monica nodded fervently.

“Still, the owner of this temple is furious. Using their sanctuary without permission—such anger is only natural.”

“W-What?!”

“Indeed. And their wrath will undoubtedly fall upon the Overseer.”

“No! That can’t happen!” Monica cried, her face pale.

She couldn’t bear the thought of her actions causing harm to Him.

“There must be a way to fix this!” she pleaded desperately.

“There is,” the Apostle replied, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“But it will require considerable time and effort. Are you willing to do what it takes?”

“Yes! I’ll do anything! Please, let me make amends!”

The Apostle’s hidden smile deepened.

She was perfect—a pawn to handle the tedious tasks while he focused on more significant matters.

***

Arriving at the academy with his bag slung over his shoulder, he yawned.

“So tired…” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes.

The small frog plushie perched on his shoulder patted him sympathetically.

[The Overworked Magitech Engineer commends your hard work late into the night.]

“What choice do I have? It’s my job.”

It was decided to provide an experience.

In this world, there is no Halloween.

Instead, there is a festival called the Day of Remembrance.

We planned to release themed skins and hold events for the festival, but…

‘Why bring me such work, dear Constellation?’

[The Dreamteller spreads her tiny hands wide, apologizing earnestly.]

What a dilemma.

We still haven’t uncovered the identity of those abyssal beings or the gods consumed by sin.

For now, I stayed up all night crafting the framework for the event.

Once this is done, I’ll dive into the next storyline.

“Sage! Sage!”

As I walked down the hallway, I heard hurried footsteps from behind.

Sage?

I turned to see Monica, the Apostle of Courage from yesterday, waving and running toward me.

“…This woman again.”

“Did you sleep well, Sage?”

Gone was her violent demeanor from yesterday.

Instead, she greeted me with a polite and gentle bow.

“Huh?”

I grabbed her wrist and led her to a secluded spot at the end of the hallway.

“I’d appreciate it if you didn’t call me Sage.”

“What? But… why—?”

“It’s not a title that sits well with me.”

I couldn’t explain, but the current state of [The Archive] was precarious.

Drawing unnecessary attention would be disastrous.

“Oh… I see. A confined prison…”

Her face fell, and she muttered to herself, misunderstanding the situation completely.

“Sorry! I wasn’t thinking clearly.”

“No, it’s fine. I should have explained beforehand.”

If word spread that I was a non-existent deity’s apostle, it would spell trouble.

“So, what brings you here?”

“Oh, right! Um… there’s something He instructed me to deliver…”

“Elimination orders for those kinds of factions?”

That’s certainly not within my skill set, nor did I want to get involved.

As the Apostle of a god, she could handle it better.

But then—

“Ah, there you are, Apostle of Courage.”

A familiar voice came from the side.

Turning my head, I saw a handsome man adjusting his glasses.

It was the Apostle of Wisdom from yesterday.

“What is it now?”

Monica’s tone turned cold.

“No need to worry. I’m not here to hold you accountable for yesterday.”

He shrugged.

“But I heard you have something our Constellation wants. Just one copy would suffice.”

“B-Book?”

Monica’s face turned pale with panic.

“They said you’re the author. I also know you still have it. I’m willing to pay generously. Could you give me one copy now?”

Monica glanced back at me in desperation.

“S-Sage! That is…”

Her flustered movements caused her bag to shake violently.

And then—

Slip.

Out of her bag fell a book titled [The Archivist and the Unstoppable Maiden].

Thud.

The book landed open on the floor.

“What in the world…”

My mouth fell open.

On the page was a beautifully drawn romantic scene—featuring an elegant lady and a man who resembled me from my past life, locked in an embrace amidst a field of roses.

“H-H-H…!”

Monica, blushing furiously, shut her eyes tightly like an ostrich burying its head in the sand, as though that would make this situation disappear.

***

The Celestial Plane.

In a small, isolated room cut off from the domains of other gods, a being lay curled up among various trinkets.

She was too large to be a girl but too small to be a woman.

“For the ultimate wisdom…”

“You are my greatest masterpiece…”


“P-Please, stop…”

She twisted and grimaced as though trapped in a nightmare.

“When the narrative reaches its conclusion, you shall become the god of wisdom and the prisoner of knowledge.”

“A fate even ascension cannot escape…”

“Enough!”

Her crimson eyes snapped open.

She grabbed a long object beside her.

Creak…

Memories clouded her mind, suffocating her.

She had to forget.

She had to endure.

All she could do was wait—

For salvation to come.

For the freedom she only dreamed of to become reality.



 
  Chapter 38: Obscene Wisdom (2)


“I’m… I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

Monica knelt before me, hands raised in surrender.

Her trembling voice echoed through the room.

I picked up the bizarre comic she had created and flipped through its pages.

A story about an omnipotent butler dedicating his life to his young mistress, eventually falling in love and achieving happiness together.

Nothing particularly groundbreaking—except for one glaring detail.

The butler in the story was unmistakably modeled after me in my previous life.

“Saint… I mean, um…”

Monica stammered, eyes darting nervously.

“Enough. I get it,” I interrupted, sighing.

“Lower your hands already.”

Relieved, she lowered her arms and stole hesitant glances at me.

At least it wasn’t a story about two men falling in love. 

Small mercies, I suppose. 

Still, I couldn’t ignore how unsettling this was. 

It reminded me of why creating derivative works featuring real people had been taboo in my previous world.

A romantic comic with a heavily idealized version of my past self spouting cringe-worthy lines?

Unbelievable.

Thud.

Unable to take any more, I snapped the book shut.

“So, do we really need this book?”

I turned to the Apostle of Wisdom, who had been waiting awkwardly by my side.

The Apostle, who introduced himself as Rian, seemed more concerned about Monica groveling before me than the book itself. 

He adjusted his posture nervously.

“Um… you can just call me Rian. No need for formality.”

Despite being the Apostle of a renowned deity and one of the richest individuals on the continent, Rian’s social status outside his divine role was merely that of a commoner attending the academy. 

It was only natural for him to act humble before nobles or other Apostles.

“I am… uh, I mean, I’m Pater, a servant of the ‘Lustful Wisdom.’”

Lustful Wisdom?

Was that truly the title of his deity?

Wait. Lust?

I quickly recalled the various sins and vices that had corrupted other gods I’d encountered. Slothful Sacrifice, Wrathful Magitech Engineer, Proud Demon King—all embodiments of deadly sins.

If Lust was tied to the Wisdom deity, could it be the same sin?

[The Magitech Engineer points out that while Lust and Carnality are similar, they are not identical.]

Well, true. But if Lust hadn’t tainted the Wisdom deity, then the implication was even more peculiar.

A deity’s title wasn’t just a label; it symbolized their divine essence and authority. 

For gods unaffected by corruption, their titles reflected their inherent nature.

In that case… was this Wisdom deity inherently lustful? 

A natural-born deviant masquerading as a goddess of wisdom?

[The Magitech Engineer thinks it’s unlikely for the Wisdom deity to be that much of a deviant.]

According to the Magitech Engineer, the Wisdom deity was something of a recluse, even compared to other gods. 

Ever since ascending to divinity, she had never left her domain. 

She didn’t even know what other gods looked like.

The only reason mortals were aware of her existence was thanks to the Apostles acting on her behalf.

“Reaching out to her might be worth a try,” I murmured.

[The Magitech Engineer agrees, suggesting that contacting her through her Apostle could yield valuable information. However, he also warns that the Abyss might exploit this connection, so caution is essential.]

“Understood.”

At least the Magitech Engineer was by my side. 

Despite his eccentric humor, he was far more dependable than most.

“Pater,” I addressed him. 

“You mentioned that your goddess needed this book?”

“Yes.”

“This book was created and distributed by that young lady over there. It depicts characters based on real people.”

“Based on real people?” 

Pater tilted his head, confused.

“Yes. And unfortunately, one of those people happens to be the one I serve. As such, I can’t simply hand it over.”

I had every right to object since the character was based on me.

“I can offer money,” Pater said.

“It’s not about money.”

The idea of using an explicit book starring me to bait a goddess left an unsettling taste in my mouth.

“Then what do you want?” 

Pater adjusted his glasses, the lenses catching the light dramatically.

“I want to speak with your goddess directly.”

“My goddess?”

“Yes.”

“May I ask why?”

I couldn’t reveal my suspicions about her connection to the Abyss’s corruption. 

Instead, I crafted a plausible excuse.

“I have long sought answers to certain questions. Questions only a being of Wisdom can provide.”

Pater crossed his arms, scrutinizing me. 

Was he doubting my intentions?

“Fine. However, this isn’t something I can decide on my own. I will need to consult her first.”

He placed a hand to his ear as if listening to an unseen voice.

“Yes, it’s me, Pater. I’ve found the book, but… a minor issue has come up during retrieval… Yes, understood…”

His conversation continued, while I waited silently, anticipation and unease stirring within me.

“Yes… Yes.”

He mumbled as though on a call with someone, though his hands were empty.

There was no discernible magical interference. 

Was this a divine means of communication?

It didn’t seem like he was conversing directly with a god. 

Perhaps he was speaking with a higher-ranking apostle. 

If it were the god of wisdom, long-distance communication wouldn’t be out of the question.

“Good. She has granted permission.”

Pater said as he removed his hand from his ear, signaling the end of the conversation.

“Now, She will summon you.”

The god of wisdom is summoning me? 

How?

A god who never leaves her domain?

Wooong.

My surroundings began to distort.

“What is…?”


My vision blurred as if I were utterly drunk, and my consciousness began to sink deeply.

Flash!

When I opened my eyes again, I was standing in the center of a grand temple shrouded in darkness.

‘As expected, gods are truly gods.’

I might have underestimated them after spending so much time with my often imperfect patrons.

Still, summoning a mere mortal to their personal space must be trivial for a god.

Wooong!

A towering statue stood before me, radiating an intense light.

[You seek to ask me something.]

Was this the manifestation of the god of wisdom?

Her divine voice resonated, containing enough reverence to bring any ordinary mortal to their knees—if I hadn’t been used to dealing with gods, that is.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

[What is it that you wish to ask?]

“Have you ever felt bound by an emotion? Something that constrains you like shackles?”

I wanted to probe her thoughts, just as I had when I faced the demon god.

But nothing came through.

Unlike the demon god, whose thoughts I could read even upon our first encounter, the god of wisdom revealed nothing.

Was it because this was her incarnation rather than her true form?

Or was it that the god of wisdom had not succumbed to sin?

[…Why do you ask such a thing?]

“Recently, I’ve encountered several celestial beings. Among them, I discovered a ‘sin’ that taints and oppresses these beings. These sins were planted during their ascension, binding them.”

[Oppressed… oppressed…]

Her words trailed off as though something had struck her.

[What happened to those celestial beings?]

“Through certain methods, the sins were removed, allowing them to return to their original state.”

Since my patron deity had stopped hiding my identity, I figured it was safe to disclose this.

[You claim to have a way to break the chains that bind gods?]

“Yes, though it’s not solely my power. I am an apostle of the god of dreams.”

[…The apostle of dreams?]

The statue tilted slightly, as though perplexed.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

[Impossible. The god of dreams has no apostles. There is nothing on this continent that escapes my knowledge. If there were such a thing, then my own chains… Wait. Could it be?!]

Her voice, once steeped in indifference, now brimmed with excitement.

[Are you truly the apostle of dreams? There is no falsehood in your words?]

“…Yes? That’s correct…”

What’s with this sudden reaction?

Wooong!

Light began to gather before me.

A mass of light shimmered and shifted, gradually taking the shape of a human figure.

Flash!

Emerging from the glow was a young woman, appearing to be in her late teens or early twenties, who awkwardly extended her arms.


“Th-then, show me! Show me the knowledge of the world beyond my understanding!”

Her voice, delicate and girlish, starkly contrasted the imposing divine tone from earlier.

I couldn’t help but stare in disbelief.

Not only because the god of wisdom herself had appeared, but—

Creak.

I never could have imagined that she would emerge…with something long and ominous attached below.

Drip.

Drip.

To be continued.
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“Then, show me! Show me the knowledge of the world beyond, which I do not know!”

I froze, my mind overloaded, unable to process the sudden situation.

“…Why… why are you just standing there? Didn’t you say you would remove my shackles?”

Ah… shackles.

Right.

I promised to remove them.

Drip.

Drip.

Transparent drops of liquid fell steadily from the tip of a long staff.

My mind blanked.

This was how it was supposed to be.

Sloth had immobilized Ren for centuries, preventing any action.

Wrath had disrupted the experiments of the dark engineer.

Pride had reduced the demon lord to nothing more than a brute.

And now, I wondered, ‘Has Lust turned the goddess of wisdom into this?’

“…Why do you keep looking downward?”

The goddess of wisdom glanced downward.

In the abruptly quiet atmosphere, the lower part of her attire loosened.

Plop.

A pink, oddly shaped staff fell from her lower body.

“Kyaaah!”

Bang!

Smoke erupted, and the goddess of wisdom disappeared.

Moments later:

“You saw nothing.”

“Pardon?”

“You saw absolutely nothing! Do you understand?”

The goddess leaned in close, her face unnervingly serious.

“Y-yes, understood!”

Her sheer intensity compelled me to agree without thinking.

She muttered something under her breath, but her voice was too soft for me to catch.

Yet, I still couldn’t read her thoughts.

Despite being the essence of wisdom, her mind remained inaccessible to me.

Was it because she was the goddess of wisdom?

“In any case, you said you would remove my shackles.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

The fact that she referred to them as “shackles” suggested she recognized how the descriptor “lecherous” constrained her.

Honestly, it was strange that someone who couldn’t restrain themselves even during conversations hadn’t realized it earlier.

“How do you plan to remove these shackles that even I cannot handle?”

“First, let me tell you how I’ve dealt with sins before.”

The goddess nodded, intrigued as I explained my experiences.

“A game-based approach to healing? Remarkable.”

Although her tone was serious, the recent incident made her seem less like a divine figure and more like a chatty little sister.

“You see,” she said, “I can know and comprehend everything on this continent of Leyphania. It is my power as the goddess of wisdom—and also the curse of knowledge that binds me.”

To know everything—what a fitting power for the goddess of wisdom.

“But,” she continued, “I do not know this… game of yours.”

“…Excuse me?”

Her voice grew heated:

“I know everything about this land, but I cannot know anything about you!”

“That doesn’t make sense…”

“The reason eludes me, but I cannot comprehend you. Only you can free me from this curse of knowledge!”

Her excitement suggested the very idea of something she didn’t know thrilled her.

“So, please!”

She pounced, climbing on top of me.

Suddenly, a chorus of voices reverberated through the space:

“The pinnacle of wisdom must not act recklessly.”

“The culmination of human civilization should not be swayed by emotions.”

The goddess clutched her head, writhing in pain.

“Stop! Stooooop!”

Moments passed before the voices dissipated, leaving the goddess calmer.

“Ahem… My apologies. That was unbecoming of me.”

“Is this… the curse?”

It wasn’t what I had expected.

If her curse stemmed from sin, shouldn’t the voices have driven her toward uncontrolled desire rather than restraint?

This wasn’t the voice of sin—it was something entirely different.

“This curse that binds me,” she explained, “is something that attached itself to me when I ascended as a goddess.”

Her solemn tone clarified everything. 

Unlike others affected by sin, the goddess of wisdom seemed to suffer from a curse born of her divine nature.

“Even though those who cast the curse are long dead, returned to dust, it still clings to me.”

Her expression darkened with sorrow.

“I’m sorry, my goddess. I thought I could free you from your curse…”

This was beyond my capability.

“No, it is only you who can free me.”

Her earlier fervor reignited as she looked at me with determined eyes.

“The more I know, the stronger the curse grows. But you… you are unknown to me. Only you can pierce through my curse.”

Perhaps it was because I hailed from Earth and not this world that she couldn’t perceive me.

“Please,” she pleaded, “end this painful curse for me.”

Her voice, heavy with centuries of suffering, struck me deeply.

I couldn’t bring myself to refuse her.

“Relax your body completely.”

“Understood.”

I placed my hands on her head, channeling the power of dreams.

“You know that dreams are a means of touching the subconscious, correct?”

Her curse, whatever it was, could only be resolved through this power.

“I know. It involves the brain revisiting internal information during sleep.”

“…Yes, exactly. However, during the process, you may confront unpleasant memories.”

Her cooperation was essential.

“I understand. Proceed.”

As I began, I could only hope she wouldn’t succumb to the negativity within.

As I listened to the voices echoing from the curse, it was clear they came from painful memories. 

If she were consumed by the dream, I might also become trapped in it, unable to escape.

It had happened once before… and it was an experience I never wanted to relive.

“I understand. Don’t worry. I trust you. If it means breaking this curse, I have no fear. I will not falter.”

The goddess spoke with unwavering confidence, her voice brimming with assurance.

Well, even if it was a trauma from her mortal life, she is a goddess now—it should be fine.

“Alright then.”

My hand gently touched the goddess’s silky hair. 


It was hard to believe she had spent so much time secluded in this realm.

“I’ll begin.”

A ripple spread from the crown of her head, distorting the space around us.

And then, the dream world engulfed me.

***

The goddess’s unconscious mind drew me deeper and deeper.

In the dark abyss, tendrils of gray smoke began to rise, coalescing into human shapes. 

Before me stood a massive laboratory, its sterile white walls filled with rows of researchers in pristine white coats.

Behind them, ten large tanks stood in a line. Inside each tank floated a naked young girl.

Click, click, click.

The sound of footsteps echoed as the lab doors opened, revealing a man wearing a mask. 

Several researchers trailed behind him as he strode into the room.

He stood amidst the researchers, giving a curt nod.

“Report the current status of Experiment Muria-13.”

An elderly researcher, appearing to hold the highest rank, stepped forward.

“All ten subjects successfully underwent the knowledge transfer enchantment. We administered the potion designed to enhance intelligence and preserve knowledge directly into their cerebral blood vessels.”

The masked man accepted a clipboard with a detailed report from an assistant and began flipping through the pages.

“What about adverse reactions?” he asked.

“There were signs of rejection in the subjects, but none severe enough to halt the experiment. We deemed the trials viable for continuation.”

“Good.” The man snapped the report shut and handed it back to the assistant. “Let’s see the results.”

***

With a low hum, the masked man extended his hands, sending waves of magical energy toward the tanks.

[Magic Amplification in Effect]

As his magic coursed through the subjects’ bodies, the potions within them began to churn violently.

“Muria-13-01! Brain death due to cerebral hemorrhage!”

“Muria-13-02! Shock reaction—unable to withstand accelerated brain activity!”

“Muria-13-04! Total cessation of vital functions due to potion rejection!”

One by one, the subjects coughed up blood as the bioengineering devices monitoring their vitals emitted piercing alarms. 

Their life signs vanished rapidly, leaving only the monotonous beep of flatlining heart monitors echoing through the room.

“Failure again.” The man clicked his tongue in irritation. “Dispose of the useless ones. Incinerate them all and prepare Muria-14.”

“Understood!” came the sharp reply.

***

“W-Wait! Muria-13-07! Vital signs detected! Accelerated brain development successful through magical infusion!”

“…Oh?”

One.

Despite vomiting blood, one subject remained alive. 

The man’s eyes gleamed as he approached her tank.


“Transfer this subject to Sector 1. I will oversee her personally.”

He smiled darkly. 

“Even trash can be useful for something.”

The girl, labeled Muria-13-07, floated in the tank.

Watching this from the goddess’s mortal memories, I realized that solving this dream wouldn’t be easy.
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Creak.

The sound of the metal door echoed as it shut tightly.

The girl opened her eyes.

Rustle.

She slowly raised her body, her movements deliberate and cautious.

Everything had changed.

The space she now occupied was completely different from the one she remembered. 

Yet, more unsettling than the change in her surroundings was the strangeness of her own heightened awareness.

“…!”

A torrent of vast knowledge and a sharp rise in intelligence surged into her mind.

It was as though her very existence had been rewritten. 

Confusion gripped her as she grappled with a self that no longer felt like her own.

“It hurts…”

Though her body bore no visible wounds, the aftereffects of brutal experiments were undeniable. 

Blood trickled slowly from her nose, a harrowing reminder of what she’d endured.

“It hurts so much…”

Memories implanted deep within her brain began to clarify her situation. 

She was a test subject—a participant in the “New Humanity Project,” a repository for the collective knowledge of humankind.

She was the sole survivor.

Special treatment was afforded to her, but only in name. 

Her current reality was a filthy cage, no better than one meant for animals. 

The others—her companions—were all gone.

“…They’re all dead.”

Her voice trembled as she thought of them—her friends, sold by desperate parents during a famine, who had endured the experiments alongside her. 

Together, they had clung to the hope that one day, they would walk free from this place. 

Now, that hope was shattered.

“I’m so sorry… all of you… I’m truly sorry!”

Tears streamed down her face, hot and relentless. 

For a long while, she wept, clutching the cold bars of her cage.

But sorrow would change nothing.

Standing on shaky legs, she steadied herself against the bars. 

There was no time to wallow in grief. Instead, she resolved to escape, to find a way out of this hell.

And someday, to exact vengeance on those who had turned her and her friends into victims of their cruel experiments.

With her enhanced intellect and the knowledge now embedded in her brain, escape was not just a dream. 

It was a possibility.

Sitting cross-legged, she closed her eyes and began to focus. 

Methodically, she sifted through every piece of information she could gather from her surroundings. 

Her mind constructed a three-dimensional map of the laboratory, layer by layer.

One year.

She gave herself a year to analyze every detail, formulate her plan, and make her escape. 

Her eyes burned with fierce determination.

***

Time passed. 

The girl was repeatedly taken from her cage to Sector 1 for testing.

The experiments were brutal. Her skull was pried open with spatial-cutting magic, her brain probed and manipulated. 

Her limbs were severed and reattached, and her nervous system was twisted into unrecognizable forms. 

Pain was her constant companion, but she endured, using each session to collect whatever information she could.

During this time, two more girls were placed in her cage: Muria-17-06, who appeared close to her own age, and Muria-25-03, who was younger. 

Like her, they were survivors—the only ones left from a project that had reached its 25th phase. 

The experiments had claimed the lives of countless others.

“Sevens, it hurts so much…”

The youngest, Muria-25-03, whimpered as she clung to the older girl. 

Sevens—that was the name the younger ones had given her.

“It’s okay,” Sevens whispered, holding the little girl close and stroking her hair. 

She blew softly on her forehead as if soothing an injury. 

“It doesn’t hurt anymore. All the pain is flying away. Shoo.”

A small smile spread across Muria-25-03’s face. “…It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

She buried her face in Sevens’ shoulder, seeking comfort. 

The sight of such a young child subjected to such horrors ignited a deep ache in Sevens’ chest. 

No matter what, she vowed, they would escape together.

***

“Sixty-Six, you’re from Liberhilde, right?”

“Yeah,” Muria-17-06 replied with a faint smile. 

“It’s a beautiful place, with a river flowing through green meadows.”

“I want to see it someday…”

“When we get out of here, I’ll take you,” Sixty-Six promised.

“Do you think there’ll be fish in the river?”

“Plenty! I used to catch them all the time.”

The three of them exchanged stories, clinging to dreams of a world beyond the lab. 

Though they carried implanted knowledge of places they had never seen, they chose to ignore it, finding solace in imagining those places for themselves.

“Did you know? When princesses are kidnapped by bad people, princes come to save them. Then they get married.”

“A princess is a king’s daughter, and a prince is a king’s son, right? So, isn’t that marrying your sibling?”

“No, silly! It’s a prince from another kingdom.”

“Ohhh.”

The conversation was meaningless, but it distracted them from the pain.

“Do you think there’s a prince out there who’ll save us?” Muria-25-03 asked, her eyes wide with hope.

“If we were princesses, maybe,” Sixty-Six said.

“You never know,” Sevens said softly. “Maybe somewhere out there, there’s someone who will save us, even if we aren’t princesses.”

Their station in life was humble, and their experiences few, yet the knowledge implanted in their minds offered endless possibilities.


Still, their greatest hope was freedom. Together.

Their conversation topics were overflowing.

“Muria, we’ve failed all 50 attempts.”

“Shall we prepare for the 51st attempt?”

“No, that’s enough. Further experiments are meaningless. Let’s focus on the three remaining test subjects.”

The experiments inflicted on the three girls grew increasingly cruel.

“Endure it! Do you have any idea how much funding and time we’ve spent on you? Bear the pain!”

The experiment to create the pinnacle of human intellect, an artificial god of knowledge, was reaching its climax.

“Seventy-seven, sister…”

“Are you okay?”

When the girl returned, battered and torn from the experiment, the two others embraced her warmly.

“I’m fine… I’m just a little tired…”

As Muria-25-03 pondered deeply, trying to come up with a solution, she suddenly sprang to her feet.

“Seventy-seven! I’ve discovered something incredible!”

“Incredible? What is it?”

“Look at this!”

The girl began drawing something on the straw that covered the floor.

“What… are you drawing?”

“This is the reproductive organ humans use for procreation, and we all have one!”

“Yes, I know that.”

“But when a man and a woman get married, the man’s organ fits into the woman’s like matching bricks!”

Muria-25-03, like an excited child who had discovered something fascinating, kept drawing enthusiastically.

“Like this!”

“Oh…”

It was a simple drawing, but the girls felt an inexplicable pull—a longing embedded in their genes for reproduction.

“I… might want to try it.”

“But I wouldn’t want to do it with just anyone.”

“If possible, wouldn’t it be wonderful if it were with a prince? Heehee.”

Adolescent girls, their imaginations running wild without brakes.

“What would you do if a prince ended up with one of us?”

“Well… couldn’t we all just marry the prince together?”

“Come on. The prince might only want one of us.”

“If that happens, let’s bless and support whoever he chooses. Agreed?”

“Agreed. No objections!”

“Heehee, I could gladly yield for my sisters.”

As they gained more sexual knowledge, their fantasies grew boundless.

“What about this position?”

“Hmm… it might feel good, but it looks tiring.”

“They call this the mating press.”

“It seems like it would go deeper, but wouldn’t it be a bit heavy?”

“Then I could just take the top instead! Ta-da!”

“They say men release liquid at their climax.”

“Is it similar to ours?”

“It’s a little different. They say that’s how pregnancy happens.”

“What does it taste like?”

“Maybe it’s surprisingly sweet.”

“When I spend my first night with the prince, I’ll capture his heart with my skills.”

“How are you planning to do that when you’ve never done it before?”

“Even without experience, I’ve got unbeatable knowledge!”

“Pfft, you’ll mess up and scare him off immediately.”

“They say you can even do it through the back.”

“That sounds painful.”

“Apparently, some memories suggest it feels good, like the sensation of pooping.”

“Hmm… but still, I don’t like it. It’s dirty.”

“That’s exactly what makes it thrilling.”

“They say tentacles can enter through nipples.”

“No way. That’s ridiculous.”

“There’s information in the labyrinth guide warning about sensory traps that could make that happen.”

“The labyrinth sounds terrifying.”

“What about this… personality jelly thing? How does that work?”

““That’s just a product of imagination. There’s no way something like excreting a personality is magically possible. Though it is… arousing.”

“If it were possible, wouldn’t it be horrifying? Being trapped in jelly forever, unable to do anything… death would be preferable.”

“If it were me, I’d just stop thinking entirely.”


The more grotesque their imaginations became, the more hormones they secreted to mask their pain.

These little chats allowed them to momentarily forget their dire circumstances and the agony of the experiments.

A fleeting moment of happiness they didn’t want to lose.

Should we not escape?

What if trying to escape only puts the others in danger?

If we could just stay here and share fun stories like this together… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

As they began to develop something to lose, fear crept in.

Their firm resolve started to waver.

They couldn’t imagine the dreadful conclusion that awaited them.

“Muria-25-03! It’s time for the experiment!”

A despairing memory that left an eternal scar turned into a recurring nightmare.
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It was an ordinary day, like so many others before it.

“Muria-25-03! It’s time for your experiment!”

As always, one person was dragged off by the researchers for another experiment. 

It was a routine occurrence in this grim and monotonous existence. 

But when Muria-25-03 returned, she was anything but the same.

“Ugh, what a failure.”

Thud.

“Sam-Sam!”

A researcher roughly tossed Muria-25-03 through the second-floor hatch of the cage. 

A young girl barely managed to catch her as she collapsed. 

Muria-25-03 returned in a tattered state, her body soaked in her own blood. 

The crimson liquid stained her entire being, and her nose bled incessantly.

But more than the physical damage, something else was gone.

“Are you okay? Can you recognize this?”

“…Ugh…”

She couldn’t respond. 

Whatever intelligence she might have gained—or even her original wit—was entirely gone. 

The experiment had destroyed her mind, leaving her an empty shell.

Muria-13-07 and Muria-17-06 desperately tried to restore her mental state, using all the knowledge they possessed. 

But their efforts were in vain. 

Even the researchers, armed with state-of-the-art magitech equipment, couldn’t undo the damage. 

How could they succeed where the creators had failed?

“Those bastards… They ruined Sam-Sam!”

“Damn it!”

Thud!

One of the girls kicked the sturdy iron bars in frustration, but the cage remained unmoved, a silent testament to their imprisonment.

“Damn it allll!”

“Ah… Ugh…”

Their cries of anger echoed, but Muria-25-03’s shattered sanity didn’t return.

“Six-Six,” the girl whispered, tears staining her reddened cheeks, determination hardening in her eyes.

“Seven-Seven… No, you’re not thinking…”

“Tonight, I’ll do it.”

“But we haven’t fully figured out everything yet.”

Muria-17-06 knew the girl had been analyzing the lab, searching for a way to escape. 

Yet, after a year of enduring experiments, they had only managed to map out 90% of the underground facility, excluding one area.

“It doesn’t matter anymore. What we know is enough. The remaining 10% was only for perfection.”

The girl bit her lip, frustration and guilt weighing heavily on her.

This is all my fault.

She had delayed their escape out of fear. Instead of acting, she had clung to the fleeting comfort of the present.

“If only I’d acted sooner! If I’d stopped hesitating, Sam-Sam wouldn’t have ended up like this!”

Thud! 

Thud!

She slammed her fists against the cage bars, her anger boiling over.

“It’s all my fault! I… I…!”

“Ahh…”

“Sam-Sam…”

Muria-25-03, despite her fragile state, clung to the girl, resting her head against her shoulder.

She gently patted the girl’s head, just as the girl had once comforted her in the past.

“Sam-Sam… You…”

It was as if she were saying, “It’s okay. Don’t be angry. It’s not your fault.”

“I’m sorry, Sam-Sam… I’m so, so sorry…”

The girls embraced, sobbing as their grief and frustration intertwined, forming an unbreakable resolve.

***

A Night of Escape

A faint hum filled the cage. 

Hidden magitech components, smuggled and assembled in secret, responded to the girl’s burgeoning magical energy.

“Tonight, we’re escaping,” she declared. “And those who did this to Sam-Sam will pay the price.”

Her eyes burned with vengeance.

Late at night, when the researchers had retired to their quarters, the magitech components gathered in her hand, forming a single object—a key she had painstakingly crafted from stolen parts.

“Seven-Seven, once we start, there’s no turning back,” said Muria-17-06.

“I know. There won’t be a second chance. But, Six-Six,” the girl replied, gripping the magitech key tightly, “could it really get worse than this?”

“…”

“For Sam-Sam’s sake, I’m willing to risk everything.”

“Alright. Let’s do it.”

Muria-17-06 lifted Muria-25-03 onto her back, while the girl activated the magitech key.

A low hum resonated, and a brilliant light flashed. 

The door that had confined them for so long opened with surprising ease. 

Steeling themselves, they stepped out into the unfamiliar space beyond, filled with an alien air and the sharp scent of chemicals.

“Let’s go.”

“Right.”

They moved swiftly through the darkened corridor, lit only by emergency lights.

The path ahead was daunting, filled with obstacles designed to keep them trapped.

But magitech worked both ways.

The girl’s knowledge and ingenuity turned the researchers’ tools against them.

***

Sector by sector, they advanced, overcoming barriers that should have been insurmountable for ordinary humans. 

By the time they had breached five sectors, their determination only grew stronger.

She had reached a place they could never see for themselves, yet there was no issue.

Everything was just as she had understood from the knowledge in her mind and the results of her scans.

Whirr.

“Alright! This is it—just one last step!”

The final sector where the exit for their escape was located.

Only one last barrier stood between them and freedom from this loathsome, revolting laboratory.

As the girl reached out to touch the control panel managing that barrier—

Click.


Ta-da-da-da!

The lights in the previously unlit sector turned on all at once.

“This can’t be…”

It was a time when the researchers were supposed to be asleep, meaning the lights shouldn’t have been on.

Realizing something had gone wrong, the girl hurriedly manipulated the control panel. 

Time was running out.

“ACCESS DENIED. ENTRY IS TEMPORARILY RESTRICTED UNDER THE HIGHEST AUTHORITY.”

But the panel ceased to function, leaving her unable to do anything further.

Buzz.

“Finally.”

Step. 

Step.

“So, the time has come.”

The elevator doors behind her opened, and a masked man stepped out.

“…The Director.”

The girl knew exactly who he was.

The most detestable person, the one in charge of Sector 1, and the director overseeing the entire lab.

The very man who had initiated the Muria Project and turned her into the pitiful figure she was now.

“First of all, let me thank you.”

With his hands clasped behind his back, the director slowly approached her, followed by five or six researchers.

“Had you not attempted to escape, I might have had to restart the project from scratch.”

He chuckled, his shoulders shaking in glee as if overjoyed by the current situation.

“The vast knowledge accumulated by humanity so far. The exceptional intellect capable of utilizing such knowledge.”

He tapped his temple lightly with his index finger.

“And the ability to execute these in perfect harmony. Everything is finally in place.”

…It had all been a trap.

Grinding her teeth, the girl quickly scanned her surroundings. 

Then she stepped in front of Muria-17-06, who was carrying Muria-25-03, as if to shield them.

“Behold the pinnacle of human civilization! The artificial god, the Constellation of Knowledge, is about to be born!”

With euphoria radiating from him, the director spread his arms wide.

Rumble!

Suddenly, the lab began to shake violently.

“…An earthquake?”

“No. It’s far more significant than that.”

Whirr.

A massive magic circle, inscribed with densely packed letters, appeared, large enough to fill the entire sector and beyond.

The girl, possessing extensive magical knowledge, could read the malicious and arrogant human desires inscribed within the circle.

Activating such a magic circle without preparation? 

Impossible! 

…No, could it be?

The girl, horrified by the unfolding spectacle, thought of one possibility.

“The underground facility! You used it as a preparatory ground and power source for this magic, didn’t you?”

“Indeed. A grand spell prepared solely for this moment! None of the researchers noticed, but you caught on immediately! Truly my greatest masterpiece, the culmination of my research!”

“D-Director? What… what is this?”

“Is this magic truly yours, Director?”

Unlike the composed director, the researchers were flustered and at a loss.

“Ah, I no longer need any of you. You pathetic worms with not a shred of talent.”

Boom!

The director clenched his fist, and the heads of the surrounding researchers exploded.

“It’s time for the final phase.”

He had secretly prepared this spell, killing off the other researchers.

Whatever his reasons, it signified that he no longer needed his position as director.

The girl gritted her teeth and extended her hands forward.

Her pitifully small reserves of magical power were no match for the director, a grand mage.

But this power—

Rumble!

The force stemming from her mind shook the entire laboratory.

The power born of intellect, telekinesis.

“You had it all along! Yet you hid it during every single experiment!”

The director laughed maniacally, delighted by the revelation of her abilities.

“Such talent, unfit for someone of your lowly status! If I had more time, I might have made you my partner.”

Boom!

“But.”

Raising one hand, the director stilled the tremors.

“I don’t have time for that now.”

He thrust his other hand forward.

“After all, I only need one thing. Keeping a nuisance like you alive serves no purpose.”

Before the girl could react, a fierce blast of destructive magic shot from the director’s hand.
The power meant to obliterate her entirely.

Focused on deploying her telekinesis to attack the director, she had no way to evade it.

“…I’m… going to die.”

All she could do was watch the attack, stunned. Her life flashed before her eyes in an instant.

Dying without ever seeing the outside world.

Without avenging her friends and SamSam.

Without visiting Liverhild.

Without becoming one with the prince…

Crash!


Someone stepped in front of her and intercepted the director’s attack.

“…No… No, 66!”

“Sorry… 77.”

Thud.

It would become the most terrible memory, one that would haunt her in endless agony for all eternity.
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The body of a human girl was so fragile.

Merely coming into contact with a single magic orb was enough to shatter her completely, sending her limbs flying in all directions.

Crack!

A mist of blood erupted from the dismembered body of Muria-17-06, drenching the girl’s face.

“Aah…”

Her head froze in place, her expression blank like a malfunctioning machine. 

With her mouth agape, she stared into the void, denying reality.

This must be a dream.

There’s no way such a brutal, miserable reality could exist.

“How bothersome.”

The research director frowned. 

One subject was a fool, and the other had been stupid enough to take her own life. 

That left him with no choice but to use the troublesome one as the host.

He had preferred the body of the one who had just killed herself.

“Tch, I guess there’s no helping it.”

It wouldn’t matter in the end. Once she ascended to divinity, everything would change. 

Until then, he’d just place the necessary restrictions as a precaution.

The research director extended his hand, and an invisible force dragged the stunned girl toward him.

“Her mind has stopped functioning due to shock?”

Pulling off his gloves, he placed his bare hand atop her head.

Buzz!

As his hand glowed with mana, it plunged into the girl’s brain, as if wading through jelly, rummaging and tearing its way inside.

“This will actually work out nicely. Perfect for binding restrictions through seals.”

The enormous magic circle that filled the entire sector began shrinking, condensing above the girl’s body before imprinting itself onto her.

At the same time, a torrent of blood erupted from the mangled remains of Muria-17-06 and surged into the girl.

“Aaaaargh!”

The process of inscribing a grand enchantment—a seal engraved as though branding her soul—sent searing pain coursing through her.

“It hurts! It hurts so much!”

Even she, who had endured countless experiments and modifications, found it impossible to bear the agony of her very spirit being twisted.

“That one’s no use anymore. Might as well turn her into material.”

The research director stretched his hand toward Muria-25-03, who had been crawling pathetically on the ground after being dropped from her companion’s lifeless back.

“No! Stop! Please, don’t! I’m begging you, no!”

Through the inferno of pain, the girl reached out desperately to protect her friend.

Snap!

Though her brain had already been destroyed, her body still managed to hold its shape—until it disintegrated into a pool of blood, becoming ink for the inscription.

“No… not SanSan too… It can’t be…”

The girl’s mind reeled, unable to accept what had happened.

Everyone was dead.

Because she had tried to escape.

If they had just stayed in the cage, none of this would have happened.

It was all her fault. 

Her decision had doomed them all.

“No. If you’d stayed in the cage, I’d have incinerated all of you and moved on to the next batch of experiments. So, thank you for stepping out, giving me this opportunity. My time is running out, after all.”

“You… You monster! I’ll kill you! I swear I’ll kill you!”

“Rejoice, and be grateful, you worm. You are about to become a god.”

The man plunged both hands deep into her skull, smiling as though he found her fury amusing.

“The first god created by humanity! And one who will govern wisdom at that!”

Boom!

The earth trembled as a mysterious energy enveloped the girl.

“The conditions for ascension to a constellation are now fulfilled!”

According to his years of research, there were two ways to create a god. 

One was to gather faith from intelligent beings to condense divinity.

The other—

“Surpass a certain threshold of knowledge, obtain the requisite abilities, face a threatening adversary, endure immense suffering, and finally…”

The research director locked eyes with her blazing, hate-filled gaze.

“Complete a narrative of overcoming trials.”

Crash!

At that moment, the girl’s telekinetic power crushed the research director’s skull.

Blood and brain matter splattered everywhere as the headless corpse collapsed.

He was dead.

The monster who had tormented her since childhood, experimenting on her and endlessly modifying her body, was finally dead.

The bastard who had cruelly killed and tortured all her friends was gone.

“Is he… really dead?”

The magic circle, frozen mid-activation after his head exploded, stopped entirely.

She couldn’t believe it.

But no matter how she looked at it, the lifeless body before her confirmed the truth.

“He’s dead… He’s really dead…”

Tears fell, one drop at a time.

“AAAAAAAHHH!”

She collapsed to the floor, screaming.

It was all her fault.

If only she hadn’t been there—or if she had just died instead—none of this would have happened.

If only they had never met her…

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry, everyone! Please forgive me!”

But no matter how much she wept or pounded the ground, her friends would not return.

Her screams echoed through the empty space, unanswered.

Then—

Wooooong.

The mysterious energy, which had briefly dissipated, surged back and surrounded her.

“No… no, please…”


Blood from the research director’s corpse rose like a stream, pouring into her body.

“This can’t be happening…”

Finally, she realized why the research director had died so easily.

From the very beginning, he had planned for her to kill him.

He had deliberately cast himself as the villain in her story to complete the final condition for her forced ascension as an artificial constellation.

Her revenge wasn’t a victory.

It was the perfect execution of his plan.

“No… No! Stop it!”

As the clouds of divine energy thickened and lifted her body higher, she tried to reject the power enveloping her—but it was useless.

The conditions were fulfilled. 

The narrative was complete.

The girl ascended, becoming a constellation.

The girl, regaining her senses, found herself sitting in the shadows of a dark room.

Her newly acquired divine power—the ability she gained upon ascending to godhood—granted her the capacity to perceive everything on the continent of Leyphania and internalize all knowledge associated with it. 

This ability made her keenly aware that she had ascended to the heavens.

She could hardly believe it—her former research director’s lifelong study had been focused on artificially creating a god. 

And he had used everything, including the laboratory and even himself, as a sacrifice to accomplish it.

The girl sat in a daze, unable to process her emotions. 

She had lost everything—her cherished friends, and even the target of her revenge. 

Yet, the director had achieved his ultimate goal, leaving her numb with despair.

Then, a sudden thought crossed her mind.

If she now had the power of a god… Could she bring back SanSan and YukYuk?

No longer bound by the limits of her mortal knowledge, she channeled her divine abilities to search for a way to resurrect her friends.

Necromancy, through black magic, to revive the undead—a common occurrence across the continent.

No, that’s unacceptable.

Their bodies are no longer intact, and she couldn’t possibly reduce them to mere undead beings.

The power of gods from other dimensions, capable of turning illusions into reality—several records from the mythological era documented such feats.

But this wouldn’t do either.

Borrowing the power of foreign gods?

Who knows what they might demand in return?

The stories of those who made such contracts always ended in tragedy.

Finally, she found a possibility.

The creation of constellations through the collective faith of the forgotten.

Yes, this could work!

Many constellations were born from mortals who were deified posthumously through epics and legends.

If she could craft a saga for SanSan and YukYuk and spread it, perhaps they could be resurrected!

Overwhelmed with hope, the girl leapt to her feet.

Thud!

“Do not waste your power as a constellation on such futile matters.”

“Ahh!” 

She screamed as something enormous struck her mind with brutal force.

The pain knocked her down.

“W-what is this…?”

“You are the god I created. Obey my commands.”

The voice was layered with countless echoes of the research director.

“You… you’re dead! Why are you still here?”

But the director’s voice persisted, endlessly repeating, suppressing her every action.

It was as though any attempt to defy him triggered a safeguard that prevented her from doing harm to him—or herself.

Any time she tried to leave her domain, interact with other gods, or take specific actions, the voice rang out, obstructing her.

Under its oppression, she could only wield her divine power over wisdom and knowledge or accumulate divinity through her apostles.

Even when she obeyed, the voice never ceased. 

It echoed periodically, binding her spirit and subjugating her will, as though grooming her to serve endlessly.

Through her divine power, she discovered the nature of this torment. 

The research director had left behind a curse—a shackle in the form of a divine seal—to control his masterpiece, the artificial constellation. 

The curse’s strength was directly proportional to her knowledge of the continent.

For a god endowed with knowledge and wisdom, this shackle was insurmountable. 

The curse fed on her vast repository of understanding. 

To break it, she needed knowledge from another world—a realm outside the continent.

“I can’t… Not anymore…”

But the curse, coupled with the director’s ceaseless voice, forbade her from seeking knowledge beyond her realm. 

She was trapped in a cycle of torment, powerless to escape.

All she could do was cling to faint memories of happiness, trying to distract herself from the agony. 

She hoped, prayed, that someone from another dimension would one day appear and shatter her chains. 

She waited, dreaming of a prince who might rescue her.

And then, it happened.

Rip!

Her nightmare tore in two.

“I’m sorry, my lady,” a boy’s voice spoke gently.

Through a crack in the space, a black-haired boy extended his hand toward her.

“I’m truly sorry for making you endure such painful memories over and over again.”

The girl, in a daze, reached out and took his hand.

“These shackles… I think I can break them,” the boy said softly.


With his pull, she was lifted out of the domain that had confined her for an eternity.

“Could you bear with me for a moment? These wretched chains—I’ll destroy them right now.”

A surreal dreamscape unfurled before her—a chaotic blend of neon signs and concrete jungles, a realm of unparalleled wonder and vice. 

It was a world she had never seen, not even through the lens of her divine powers.

It was a world filled with knowledge beyond the cursed bounds of her own—a realm holding the key to shattering her eternal torment.



 
  Chapter 43: Secret Meeting


“Useless things. Incinerate and dispose of them all. Prepare Muria Unit 14.”

I thought I had seen enough misery in this world.

“It hurts… it hurts so much…”

I believed there could be no tragedy greater than the stories of the Magitech Engineer and the Demon God.

“Endure it! Do you have any idea how much money and time we’ve invested in you? Just bear the pain!”

The idea that a constellation, blessed with divine wisdom, could have endured even greater suffering…

“You! Youuuu! I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you all!”

And that such torment might still be ongoing was beyond anything I could have imagined.

Because of this, I thought lightly of it.

I believed that the mental fortitude of a deity could withstand even the strongest shackles.

I didn’t think that reliving agonizing memories through dreams could be a problem.

What kind of game, what kind of character, what kind of event was this supposed to be?

Someone was barely surviving under the weight of lifelong pain, and yet, I had grinned while thinking about crafting a game narrative around their suffering.

As I wrestled with how to archive their story and balance the character mechanics, I found myself overwhelmed with self-disgust.

“Stop… please, just stop…”

The moment I heard the painful groans from the constellation who had become a divine being,
I could no longer maintain her dream.

I had thought to create a game based on her dreams, to heal her curse through the process.

Clang!

“I’m sorry, my Lady Constellation.”

But I couldn’t bear to watch any longer.

Tearing through the veil of her dream, I extended my hand to her.

“I’m so sorry for making you relive such painful memories.”

Her agony, her sorrow, her suffering—I couldn’t even begin to fathom them.

“I think I can break these chains.”

The curse of knowledge?

A shackle that grew stronger the more one knew about the continent’s wisdom?

A restraint so potent that even a divine being couldn’t escape it?

Then let’s try.

Let’s see whose knowledge is more vast, more extraordinary.

Would your curse withstand everything I could muster?

The remnants of her dream began to fade as I unfolded my own.

My golden hair darkened to black.

The appearance of my current life disappeared, replaced by the form of my past existence.

My world of imagination overlaid itself upon hers.

“Would you stay with me for a moment? I’ll shatter these wretched chains right here and now.”

Though my memories were few, what remained of my homeland was now tinged with nostalgia.

The distant memories of an ancient era I could never return to.

It was a world utterly unlike the Leyphania continent, which had flourished through magitech.


This was my past life’s Earth—a place brimming with glowing neon signs and towering concrete buildings.

Descending gently onto the sidewalk with her by my side, I knelt on one knee and extended my right hand, palm upward, toward her.

“Your nightmare ends here, Princess.”

Even if this otherworld was but a fabricated dream,

If it could heal the scars of a pain-filled reality, that would be enough.

“I’ll show you everything—knowledge from beyond, enough to save you.”

The girl grasped my hand.

Her cheeks, now flushed red, seemed to reflect her excitement at escaping her pain.

“P-please, take care of me…”

“With the utmost devotion, my Lady.”

Like a knight serving his noble lady, I escorted her.

“Wow, the river is enormous!”

“That is the Han River. Its nightscape is truly beautiful, isn’t it?”

“…Yes… It’s absolutely stunning…”

Following my guidance, the girl marveled at the sprawling lights illuminating the great river in the dark of night.

The dazzling array of lights painted a landscape far beyond the knowledge she had of Leyphania.

Even her divine insight could not unravel the beauty of this otherworldly vista.

Thud!

Another layer of the heavy burden pressing on her mind fell away.

“It’s huge!”

“Impressive, isn’t it?”

The towering structure loomed above us, too vast to take in with a single glance.

Even with Leyphania’s advanced magitech, there had never been a tower of this magnitude.

Not even the towers of legend, said to have angered the gods, could compare in grandeur.

How could such a thing be possible?

Was it feasible through magic?

Her accumulated knowledge couldn’t provide an answer.

Thud!

Another layer of the weight crushing her mind slipped away.

“How can something move so fast without any magic?”

“Careful! Please stay here.”

As she wandered into the road to inspect the passing cars, she was nearly struck.

I quickly pulled her back, and she stumbled into my arms.

“Are you alright?”

“…Yes,” she whispered in a tiny voice.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

Her heart began to race faster than it ever had before.

“There’s such a long vehicle!”

“Wow! It’s so long!”

The subway, bustling with countless passengers boarding and alighting.

The girl stood before it, awe-struck.

“How does this even move?”

“I’m not entirely sure… maybe it runs on electricity.”

“Electricity?”

Did they mean the power of lightning magic?

The force that only brought destruction?

Could it really be something else?

A phenomenon beyond explanation with her existing knowledge.

Boom!

The remnants of the shell she had carried within herself began to fade and crumble.

“An amusement ride… you say?”

“It’s on a completely different level from the ones in Raifania. Want to give it a try?”

The rollercoaster sped along its tracks.

“Ahhhh!”

The girl screamed, clutching tightly to the boy.

Though the boy laughed at her adorable reaction, he failed to notice the faint upward curve of her lips.

“Usually, people take photos here. Want me to take one for you?”

“N-No! Let’s take one together!”

The girl looped her arm around his, dragging him along.

The boy chuckled softly and asked a nearby passerby to take their photo.

***

“Colpop?”

“That’s right. Want one?”

The girl took the cup the boy handed her.

Beside her, the boy picked up a piece of chicken with a toothpick.


“Ahhh.”

She opened her mouth wide.

“……What are you doing?”

“Ahhh!”

The girl pointed to the inside of her mouth with her finger.

“You want me to feed you?”

“Ahhh!”

“I… I gave that one to you, Princess. But fine, here you go!”

Thump! 

Thump! 

Thump!

The countless experiences she had at the amusement park—the unforgettable memories—were enough to shatter the last remnants of her shell.

Where should they go next?

Foreigners seemed to like Myeongdong. Should they go there?

As the boy pondered various destinations in his mind, the girl suddenly exclaimed, “Oh? Prince!”

“…Yes? Are you calling me?”

The boy followed the direction of her pointing finger.

[Adult Store]

“Wh-What kind of place is that?”

“Uh… well… that’s… uh…”

What could he even say?

He didn’t know much about it himself.

Why did she ask when she could read the sign perfectly?

“I don’t know what it is, so I want to check it out. Can we go?”

The girl pleaded earnestly.

“I’m sorry. I’ve never been there before, so it’s not… well, it’s not programmed to exist inside.”

“…Really?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Ah, I see.”

The girl turned away with a mysterious expression.

“Prince.”

“Yes?”

“Have you ever had a lover before?”

“Why do you ask all of a sudden?”

“I’m just curious.”

The boy failed to notice the dark, lurking desire within the girl’s innocent expression.

***

“Prince! That metal thing is flying!”

“A boat that dives underwater?”

“Wow, an elevator that goes this high!”

“There are no other species here? …What? Only humans?”

“Ta-da! How do I look in this outfit, Prince? Pretty, right?”

“Hurry! Prince, I want another one!”

“Did you just splash water on me? Take this!”

The boy and the girl traveled across the Earth.

No matter how advanced the magical engineering of Leyphania was, its knowledge could not compare to the modern marvels of Earth.

The culmination of human civilization, built without the power of magic.

Each shocking sight chipped away at the girl’s shell, piece by piece.

“Ah, Prince. I’m so happy.”

“Is that so?”

The boy gave a faint smile of relief.

The chains that had bound her were now almost completely gone.

If Earth’s knowledge hadn’t been enough, he’d even considered pulling in creations from sci-fi worlds or martial arts realms.

But it seemed that wouldn’t be necessary.

“So, where shall I take you next? Is there anywhere you’d like to go?”

There were still many places they hadn’t visited.

Perhaps they should try some overseas landmarks.

Even if he hadn’t been to these places himself, the media he’d consumed gave him enough of an idea to recreate them.

As he was lost in thought, the girl approached and spoke.

“This time, I want to go there!”


“Where…”

The boy turned to follow her gaze and froze as his eyes landed on the glowing red sign.

MOTEL

“Wha… where do you want to go again?”

“Heehee.”



 
  Chapter 44: Back kick


“Uh… P-Princess? Do you happen to know what kind of place that is?”

The boy glanced back at the girl as he asked, and the girl tilted her head with a deliberately innocent expression.

“Isn’t it a place for ladies and their knights? Look, even that couple is going in.”

The girl pointed toward a couple entering a motel. 

The man, carrying an excessive amount of the woman’s luggage, seemed utterly flustered as he tried to appease her whims.

…What.
How do I even explain this?

“Princess, you see, it’s not quite like that…”

As the boy’s mind drifted into chaos, the girl grabbed his wrist and yanked him forward with surprising force.

“Hurry up!”

What the—why is she so strong?!

“W-Wait a second!”

“Wait for what? Come on!”

The boy stumbled after her, barely managing to keep up as she dragged him past the motel’s threshold.

And then—

RUMBLE.

The world shook violently.

“…Huh? I didn’t do anything!”

Buildings around them began to crumble as if struck by a massive earthquake. 

Chaos erupted, engulfing the area in an apocalyptic scene.

“…Prince, do you hate me that much?”

“N-No! I didn’t do anything!”

The boy flailed in panic, but the girl merely slumped her shoulders in mock disappointment. 

Her pitiful act caught him completely off guard.

That’s when it happened.

“Finally! The time has come!”

A booming, ominous voice resounded through the air.

“!!!”

The girl’s expression twisted in horror. 

She recognized that voice.

It was a voice she had heard countless times before.

From her human days to the present, it had never once brought anything good.

A voice she thought she would never hear again.

“No…”

It couldn’t be.

“No!”

Why now?

Wasn’t the nightmare over?

She had shattered those chains. 

Destroyed them completely.

But her body began to tremble.

This didn’t make any sense.

It was just a voice. 

And yet, it was interfering with reality.

Her shaking grew worse.

“No… please, stop…”

The radiant, beautiful dream of a single night began to blur.

A wave of despair engulfed her, as if to say she was unworthy of such happiness.

“I don’t want this…”

The girl curled into herself. 

She had no strength left to fight, no will left to resist.

Just hearing that voice was enough to break her.

And then—

A warm sensation enveloped her entire body.

“Princess.”

“!!!”

The boy had wrapped his arms around her.

“I told you before. Those nightmares are over.”

“…Huh?”

The girl lifted her head to see the boy’s face, his gentle smile full of warmth and love.

“No nightmare will ever dare to harm you again. I’ll make sure of it.”

The face of a prince she had dreamed of.

The prince she had imagined would one day rescue her from this hell.

His beauty and warmth outshone anything she had ever envisioned.

The girl held his hand tightly as she slowly stood.

“That thing… That’s the one tormenting you, isn’t it?”

The boy smiled confidently.

“If I get rid of it, you’ll be able to rest easy, right?”

“…Yes.”

But it wasn’t just restful sleep she longed for.

If that voice, which had always kept her confined to her domain, disappeared, she could finally be free.

She could leave her domain, descend to the mortal world, and sneak into the boy’s room to sleep beside him.

How many children should they have?

Though she couldn’t bear children as a celestial being, creating a physical vessel would make it possible.

She’d have her apostles craft a vessel once she returned.

And then—

CRACK!

“Ah!”

Just as her fantasies reached their peak, a hand emerged from nowhere, piercing the boy’s chest from behind.

“…What?”


A woman who looked exactly like the girl stepped forward.

“Who said you could get rid of me?”

Her smile was nothing like the girl’s.

It was horrifyingly malevolent, brimming with cruel malice.

CRUNCH!

A surge of power burst from the gaping hole in the boy’s chest.

“Gah!”

Light flickered violently for a moment before—

BOOM!

The boy’s body exploded into unrecognizable chunks, scattering in all directions.

“Thank you, worm. Thanks to you, the conditions for my revival have been met.”

The doppelgänger smiled wickedly.

The Director of the Research Institute.

The director, believed to be dead, was resurrected as a fragment of a soul.

Thud.

A girl collapsed to her knees, her legs giving way beneath her.

“You were inside me all this time…”

The blood of the director, absorbed when the girl ascended to godhood, was more than just a magical catalyst. 

It had infiltrated her, using her divine body as a host for the director’s rebirth as a god.

This was why he had gone to the lengths of deifying her artificially and annihilating all the other researchers.

“Sssss-ahhh.”

The director spread his arms wide, inhaling deeply before exhaling.

“My time was running out. I lacked the years needed to build the epic necessary to ascend as a god. However, creating an artificial god and waiting within it… that was achievable.”

The director had harbored a dream since childhood: to become a great god, encompassing all of humanity’s knowledge.

He had lived with a singular determination—to someday surpass the gods themselves.

As a child prodigy, renowned across the continent, he rose to become an esteemed scholar and the director of the Empire’s premier research institute.

Yet, despite his brilliance and the vast knowledge he accumulated from across the land, he could not ascend to godhood.

Why?

After countless experiments, he finally uncovered what he was lacking: an epic.

The three great scholar constellations, including the Magitech Scholar, each had their own epic, but he did not.

He lacked the epic that would serve as the nucleus for condensing sufficient divinity.

And by the time he realized this, he was already too old.

Though he masked his aging with a facade and extended his life unnaturally, his time was running out.

There simply wasn’t enough time to build an epic and ascend to godhood.

So the director thought, If I can’t become one, I’ll create a god in someone else. And I’ll use that god as my host to ascend.

He hid his true intentions and convinced the Emperor, who unwittingly approved the absurd plan to create an artificial god, not foreseeing his own downfall at the hands of the director’s betrayal.

“And now, everything is in place.”

No matter how many contingencies he had prepared, a god was still a god.

Certain stringent conditions had to be met to usurp the divine status:

The god’s emotional state had to be unstable, and their power weakened. 

Most importantly, there had to be contact with something from the otherworld to partially nullify the god’s authority.

The voice that had tormented the girl, endlessly echoing in her mind, was meant to control her, guiding her toward fulfilling those conditions.

“The activation condition is for you to feel an overwhelming emotion. For a worm like you, I was confident the shackles would weaken to the point of breaking when the conditions were met!”

The restrictions imposed by this world’s knowledge not only reinforced the binding but also ensured her obsession with the otherworld.

Desperate to break free from the curse of knowledge, she sought the otherworldly, and upon finding it, she experienced a torrent of emotions.

Vrooooom.

The divine power within the girl, the authority that formed the world, began to be drawn into the director.

“Again…”

‘It’s happening again. Because of me, he died. Because I begged him… If only he hadn’t been entangled with me, he wouldn’t have died. And now, once more…’

The girl’s despair deepened as the director greedily devoured her divine authority.

“What a magnificent feast!”

Not only did it include absolute knowledge of the continent of Leyphania but also the authority of dreams and the knowledge of the otherworld.

The continent would soon welcome a new god of wisdom, the greatest human god to have ever existed!

“Thank you, you pathetic worm! You were my finest masterpiece! Hahaha!”

The years spent hiding within her divine authority had been grueling. 

But it was all over now.

Soon, the continent would kneel beneath him! 

Only he, the one who encompassed all knowledge and intelligence, would stand as the rightful ruler of the land!

“Another sneak attack, is it?”

Then, a voice he never expected to hear reached his ears.

“!!!!”

The director’s eyes widened in shock.

“If it’s the same pattern, the players will complain about recycled mechanics.”

Crack!

“Argh!”

An invisible force slammed the director into the ground.

He couldn’t comprehend the situation. What had just happened?

How had this unknown force penetrated all his defenses and struck his core?

More importantly, how had it even bypassed the erasure of its existence?

“The master of dreams doesn’t die in dreams.”

Crunch!


A boy’s foot pressed down on the director’s back.

“Not even if they want to. Not in dreams.”

Within dreams, anything was possible—except dying.

As long as the authority of dreams remained intact, the master of dreams was unstoppable.

“So, unlike that other guy, you can’t nullify authority, huh? What kind of boss should I turn you into? Players these days are bored of the usual ones, so you’d better have some variety.”



 
  Chapter 45: Only one obscene wisdom


“Another attack on my back, huh.”

Why is it that the bad guys always seem to want a piece of my back, yelling, “Let me see your back!” as they charge toward me like it’s some sort of prized possession?

Do I have something smeared on it?

Grinding my teeth in frustration, I stomped on the back of the fool who had dared to come after me.

“Urgh! I made sure you were destroyed!” 

The small figure beneath me growled, voice filled with disbelief. 

She—a girl in appearance—was fuming, unable to comprehend the situation.

But she wasn’t truly a girl. 

Beneath the innocent façade was a sinister researcher who had seized her form. 

Though she mimicked the elegance of the goddess of wisdom, her soul reeked of decay.

“I told you, didn’t I? I don’t die.”

I spat the words with venom, glaring at the creature who had attempted to hijack divinity itself. 

Hiding for eons within a god’s domain, only to devour its divinity—that level of obsession could almost be admired if it weren’t so vile.

If only that tenacity had been directed toward something righteous, perhaps she could’ve become a true god, much like our investors did through proper channels. 

But no.

“You filthy wretch! Release me! How dare a maggot from another world defy me!” 

The fiend shrieked. But all I saw in her was a wretched creature consumed by ugly greed.

The nobility I’d once associated with the gods? 

Completely absent.

If I’d encountered her in the outside world, she would’ve been unstoppable. 

The amount of preparation and manipulation she’d orchestrated over countless millennia had allowed her to cling to stolen divinity. 

How could I, a mere mortal, hope to compete with such a being?

But right now… things were different.

“A maggot?” 

I growled, my rage bubbling to the surface. 

“And who exactly is the one crawling on the ground right now?”

With a sickening crack, I slammed my foot down. 

This time, there was no holding back. 

My powers, unshackled and potent, ensured that not even the semblance of pain could reach me. 

It felt like being sent back into a game, right after dying to a boss’s one-hit kill attack. 

Frustrating, sure. 

But manageable.

But my anger wouldn’t be sated.

I’d seen it all—every painful fragment of the goddess’s story. 

Her suffering, her sorrow, her fear. 

All of it, played out in the most visceral of detail. 

And the monster responsible for it all lay right before me.

“Princess.”

She flinched at my voice, her trembling form turning toward me.

“Tell me what you desire. I’ll destroy him for you right now, shred him into nothing. Or perhaps…” 

I leaned in, my voice dropping, “I can trap him in my domain, make him a perpetual boss who dies over and over in endless agony. Just say the word.”

Her wide eyes met mine, filled with shock and terror. 

But she didn’t respond. 

She was frozen, trembling as though even in his defeated state, the fiend’s presence still suffocated her.

I clenched my fists. 

This wouldn’t do.

This creature didn’t deserve mercy—or even the dubious punishment of being recycled as a game boss. 

He deserved annihilation.

“You dare…!” 

The air shifted, the aura around the fiend changing rapidly. 

The sacred clouds that had once surrounded him now churned with darker hues.

“You dare discuss my fate as though you’re my equals! WRETCHES!”

A storm of divine energy erupted from his form, the force sending me skidding backward.

“Why don’t you just die already?” 

I muttered, conjuring restraints with a snap of my fingers.

Chains forged from the essence of imagination wrapped around his limbs. 

Chains are said to have bound gods who dared defy their roles.

Silk threads that once held wolves capable of consuming the gods themselves. 

Even bindings of legend designed to punish betrayers of divinity.

“Curse you!” 

Struggling as the restraints multiplied, layer upon layer coiling around him until only his head remained visible.

“You’re a pitiful sight,” I muttered, stepping closer.

I reached out to his divine core, intending to shatter it entirely. 

But as my hand made contact, his energy surged.

“A crisis is an opportunity!” 

He bellowed. 

“If I devour you, I’ll become the most powerful being in this realm!”

His divine core destabilized, triggering a massive explosion of energy. 

The force shattered every restraint I’d conjured.

“HAHAHAHA!” he laughed, soaring upward, his entire being consumed by radiant, multicolored light.

So this was the power of a god on the brink of collapse. 

His form burned with overwhelming energy, though it was clear this strength came at a cost—his very existence teetered on the edge of oblivion.

“This strength… is enough to crush you!” he roared, unleashing another devastating wave of energy that ripped through the air.

I had to act quickly. 

The battlefield was too close to the goddess. 

If we stayed here, she’d be caught in the crossfire.

Leaping forward, I tackled the fiend. 

Our collision shattered walls as I drove us upward through the layers of the city.

“Higher… far away from her!”


Building after building crumbled beneath us as I forced him upward, every ounce of strength focused on widening the gap between him and the goddess. 

Eventually, we crashed into the pinnacle of the tallest skyscraper.

Dust and debris swirled around us, the aftermath of our collision hanging heavy in the air.

When it cleared, he stood before me, still alight with divine radiance.

“You’re nothing but a maggot,” he sneered, his voice dripping with arrogance as the weight of his power pressed against me.

But I wasn’t done yet. 

This wasn’t over—not by a long shot.

The laughter of the creature deepened.


The severed arm regenerated.

“I won’t die anyway.”

All I needed to do was endure until its strength ran out. 

It would inevitably destroy itself. 

While I could simply run and stall for time…

But if I played my cards right…

“Dear constellation, I have a favor to ask.”

[The Storyteller of Dreams asks why you insist on using such a cumbersome and dangerous method.]

“Because I can’t stand how that thing always finds the easiest, most convenient ending. If possible, I want to destroy everything it has built until now.”

I glanced at her on the surface below.

If it’s her, she can do it.

Boom! Crash!

The deafening roar echoed from above.

The fierce battle filled the dark night sky with blinding light.

The girl clenched her fists tightly.

“The prince is fighting.”

He was fighting to protect her—someone who now had no worth, not even divinity.

Once, she had possessed all the knowledge of the continent. Now, she understood what the director was attempting.

Burning divinity to obtain the ultimate profane power, even defying the gods themselves—a heinous force once wielded in myths to save the continent from annihilation.

Even in this dreamlike world, the prince could not stop that ultimate act of desperation.

At this rate, the prince would become prey to the director.

“No… no…”

Again.

Why did everyone connected to me meet such horrifying ends?

I wanted to stop.

I wanted to escape this terrible nightmare.

I wanted to erase that monster and live happily ever after.

But…

The girl looked down at her hands.

All her strength was gone.

The wisdom forcibly granted to her had been stolen.

She was no longer a goddess but an empty shell—a mere mortal girl.

“What can someone like me possibly do?”

Her extraordinary intellect told her the bitter truth.

She could do nothing.

Worse, she was nothing but a hindrance to the prince.

“Why…?!”

Clang!

She struck the ground, crying out in despair.

At that moment—

“Are you really going to give up like this?”

A voice called out to her.

The girl, eyes wide, slowly raised her head.

“…Muria?”

It was a surreal sight.

Someone who shouldn’t exist here—Muria-17-06, long deceased—was smiling at her.

“It’s the prince, isn’t it? The one you’ve been waiting for all this time.”

“…But I have no strength. There’s nothing I can do.”

She knew it.

If she didn’t act, the prince would die.

But knowing didn’t mean she could act.

“Hey, big sister! That’s not true!”

Another figure appeared—Muria-25-03.

“Is there really nothing you can do?”

“What…?”

“It’s all already inside you.”

The girl placed a trembling hand over her chest, where Muria had pointed.

“Already… inside me?”

Whoosh!

A powerful wind surged around her.

Mystical energy surrounded and embraced her.

Immense knowledge.

Brilliant intellect.

A perfected narrative.

All the pieces were there.

The last piece missing was her will.

The final puzzle piece settled into place.

Rumble!

A tremendous force erupted within her.

[The Lustful Wisdom unshackles its restraints.]

“That’s it. As expected of our Chilchil.”

“Sis, you must tell us about your first night with the prince later, okay? Don’t forget!”

Her fading friends smiled warmly before vanishing.

“Okay…”

Through tears, the girl smiled.

“I’ll tell you everything. Our prince’s story.”


Now was the time to end it all.

To destroy the monster that tormented the prince and them.

To see the ending: “And they lived happily ever after.”

[The Lustful Wisdom is liberated for a single person.]

“Wait for me just a little longer, Prince. I’m coming now.”



 
  Chapter 46: Constellation of Wisdom


Whizz!

“Urgh!”

Another beam pierced through my body.

A single ray of light erased half of my form.

His power was becoming more precise and overwhelming. 

He was getting used to the power of the gods.

Vwoom.

I regenerated my body again. 

The left half of me, which had been incinerated by the director’s beam, returned as it was.

“Persistent, aren’t you?”

He stood above me, looking down with arrogant disdain.

“I told you. I’m immortal.”

“Hmph. For someone immortal, your regeneration seems slower than it was at first.”

He was mistaken about something.

“So, it’s just as I thought. Even if you can’t die, regeneration is a different story. Restoring your body consumes divine power. And the more you use it, the slower it becomes.”

He twisted his lips into a smug grin.

“When your regeneration reaches its limit, I’ll devour you.”

With those words, he unleashed another barrage of beams.

Boom! 

Boom!

I raised a series of barriers to block the director’s beams.

“Do you think stalling for time will work? It won’t!”

Booom! 

Booom!

The beams rained down like torrents of light. 

My barriers, conjured from sheer imagination, began to show their limits.

“The divinity within me takes more than a day to deplete! That’s more than enough time to absorb you!”

Whizz!

At last, a beam broke through the barriers and struck me directly. 

His smirk deepened as if he had already won.

This guy.

Did he really think I’d just let this dream world shatter and escape?

If I left, he’d die in vain. 

There would be no absorption.

But if I did that, the goddess of wisdom wouldn’t be able to shed her past and awaken.

This was the last chance.

“Constellation, hurry up. Please. When will it be ready? Don’t tell me it failed?”

Just then—

Rumble, rumble, rumble!

A deafening explosion echoed from the ground far below.

“…What?!”

His face froze in disbelief.

Having absorbed all the power of the goddess of wisdom, he must have understood what was happening.

“This can’t be. There wasn’t a shred of divinity left in her!”

He shook his head, his expression becoming one of pure denial.

“Yes, that’s right. There wasn’t a single trace of divine power left.”

A massive surge of divine energy erupted from the ground, rapidly hurtling toward us.

“But if someone awakens their divinity on their own, that’s a different matter entirely.”

His face hardened in shock.

Because he had relied on shortcuts and sacrifices to ascend to divinity, he couldn’t fathom someone else awakening it naturally.

“That’s impossible! That wretched woman accomplished something even I couldn’t?! There’s no way!”

This contradictory man, tangled in superiority and inferiority, yelled desperately:

“I am the god of wisdom! I am the true pinnacle of intellect, beyond worms like you!”

Furious, he raised both hands into the air.

Thousands of destructive beams formed in the sky, each brimming with divine energy.

Until now, his attacks against me had been restrained, conserving his divine power. 

Now he was burning through it recklessly, preparing an all-out assault.

But—

“You’re wrong.”

Vwoom.

Every single beam of light vanished in an instant.

“You are not the god of wisdom.”

A girl, radiant with a brilliant violet light, stood before me.

“Wisdom is about understanding everything and aligning your thoughts and actions accordingly. Forcing your surroundings to fit your will isn’t wisdom. That’s why you could never be the god of wisdom.”

“You’ve reclaimed it, haven’t you, princess?”

The girl, who had suffered for centuries in captivity, had awakened herself. 

She had embraced her entire being and become the true goddess of wisdom.

“Thank you, my prince.”

She glanced at me with a shy smile.

“You endured countless deaths for me. How much pain must you have endured?”

It didn’t hurt—it was just a dream.

“Can I consider this a love confession? You’re the one crossing the line here, prince. Get ready. I’ll show you all the skills of the goddess of wisdom later.”

…What?

My brain short-circuited at her unexpected declaration.

“You—You wretch!!!”

Whoosh!

The director, now engulfed in divine flames, roared in fury.

“I refuse to believe it! There’s no way a lowly fool like you could have ascended to divinity on your own! It must be some trick!”

Though he knew better than anyone what it meant to awaken divinity, he couldn’t accept it.

He couldn’t acknowledge that the experiment subject he had dismissed for so long had achieved something he could not.

To do so would mean denying everything he had worked toward for centuries.

“How dare you disrupt my millennia-long plan! Both of you will burn in the god’s fire!”


He raised his hands high. 

Flames coalesced into the form of a massive sun, hovering above his hands.

Burning his core divinity, the essence of his being, he prepared his final attack.

“He’s consumed even the core of his divine power. Has rage blinded his reason entirely?”

Even if he survived by devouring others, he would inevitably fade. 

He had crossed a point of no return.

“No matter! If I burn you both and absorb you, it will all be worth it!”

His madness was unstoppable.

The God of Wisdom reached out with a focused hand toward the Director’s sun, but the sun remained untouched.

“…It’s too powerful.”

A final attack, tethered to the risk of destruction.

Even she, fully awakened as a complete deity, could not withstand such overwhelming power.

Then…

“Princess, may I take your hand for a moment?”

“Wh-What, Prince?”

I took her hand and interlaced our fingers.

“Ha, haaa! Th-This is so dangerous, but here we are doing something so sweet in such a perilous moment. It’s romantic, sure, but… but I don’t know, should we really be doing this right now? And yet… if it’s with the Prince, I wouldn’t mind dying… Oh, and the Prince’s hand is so warm and soft, I didn’t expect—”

She began babbling, her words spilling out in a chaotic mess.

Well, she had been locked in a room for ages without proper interaction.

No wonder it was hard for her to form coherent thoughts.

Moreover, after overcoming all those hardships and ascending to divinity, it seemed even more difficult.

“I’m sorry, Princess. There’s no time.”

‘Constellation, I’m counting on you.’

[The Dreamteller pouts with an annoyed expression, puffing up their cheeks.
Still, the Dreamteller agrees to help, saying it’s for their precious apostle.]

Woooong!

The remaining power of the Constellation gathered within me.

[The Dreamteller, drained of divine energy, temporarily falls asleep.]

“Thank you, always.”

I bid farewell to the slumbering Constellation and turned my gaze to the God of Wisdom.

“Princess.”

“Ha, haaa!”

Why was her reaction so intense?

Even though she had achieved divine status and transformed impressively, her behavior remained endearingly clumsy.

“Let’s destroy that thing together.”

“W-What?”

“My imagination, and your wisdom—let’s combine them.”

“To become one with the Prince…! H-Hauuu…”

Was she in a state to be trusted?

Her demeanor was a bit concerning, but at this moment, I had no one else to rely on but her.

Kwooooooo!

Power surged around us as we clasped hands.

“Your final struggle? Futile! Nothing can stop my sun! I alone stand at the pinnacle!”

A sphere of annihilation hurtled toward us.

“No.”

My imagination had its limits.

I didn’t know the structure or principles behind it—I only had a fragmented concept in my mind.

But when my imagination met the God of Wisdom’s power, everything changed.

The God of Wisdom could fully materialize what I could only conceptualize.

Through her abilities, the imagined construct took form.

“Look higher.”

I pointed upward.

“W-What!”

Above the skies,

Beyond the atmosphere,

An immense power began to concentrate.

“The Prince’s magnificent imagination! It’s amazing!”

“…Please save such comments for later, Princess. You’re breaking my focus.”

I envisioned it.

She brought it to life.

The ultimate weapon that defied even divine entities.

Our finest collaboration.

Satellite Cannon: Icarus.

“Impossible! An attack stronger than my sun?!”

“Go forth, the fruit of the Prince and my love!!!”

Kwooooooooom!

From a height even greater than the Director’s artificial sun,

A spear of light descended from the heavens, piercing through the cosmos.

“This cannot be… This is impossible!!!”

His sun, the pinnacle of his arrogance, crumbled.

“I’ve found it!”

Amid the debris, the God of Wisdom rummaged through the wreckage and pulled out a charred lump.

“Luckily, it’s still alive.”

Wait, it’s still alive?

This guy was unbelievably persistent.

The God of Wisdom smiled innocently, pleased at the discovery.

“What do you plan to do with him?”


I had witnessed every moment of her life, every vile act committed by the Director.

The suffering he caused her was immeasurable. 

Simply imprisoning him would hardly be enough.

“Prince.”

“Yes?”

“Have you ever heard of personality jelly?”

…Excuse me?

What jelly?



 
  Chapter 47: Wisdom Curtain


Experience the continuation of the [Akashic Archive] main storyline!

“Finally!”

Crown Prince Laizeol sprang to his feet the moment he heard about the game’s update and dashed to his room.

“Your Highness! Where are you going? You still have unfinished duties for today!”

“Ugh, I’ll deal with all that later! I’m busy right now!”

Ignoring the cries of his attendants, he quickly lay on his bed and clutched the terminal to his chest.

What happened after the story of the Abyssal Assassin?

Did the curator really die, as people have speculated?

If so, does that mean I’m the next curator of the [Akashic Archive]?

With countless hopes and excitement swirling in his mind, the prince’s consciousness drifted into his dreams.

What awaits me in the next part of the story?

When his vision cleared, the sight of the enormous bookshelves of the Akashic Archive came into view.

“Yo.”

The curator, appearing just as he always did, greeted him.

“…You’re alive?”

Laizeol couldn’t believe it.

He had clearly witnessed the curator being killed by the Abyssal Assassin, yet here he was, unharmed.

What’s going on?

“Nope, I died.”

“…?”

“But I’m not really dead.”

“Are you trying to play word games?”

The curator chuckled at Laizeol’s bewildered expression.

“Ah, my apologies. The truth is, when my previous form perished, not all my memories were transferred intact.”

“Previous… form?”

The curator smirked.

“That’s right. My former self died, and only part of the memories transferred over. I believe the Abyssal Assassin overwhelmed me at the last moment. You took care of it, didn’t you?”

“…Yes, I did.”

Laizeol nodded, though he didn’t fully understand the concept of “memory transfer.” 

Did the curator have some sort of resurrection mechanism?

“You’re impressive as always. To leave no trace of the Abyssal presence—that’s flawless work.”

The curator clapped his hands in admiration.

“But, you know, I’m missing the memories of what happened during the final trial. How did that turn out?”

“The final trial was…”

The third and final trial of the curator selection process was about purging the Abyss from the story of Perlerina, the former Demon King.

The goal was to observe her tragic life, reignite her weakened resolve caused by the Abyss, and guide her to make the same decisions she did in history.

But the idea of that poor girl enduring a life of suffering, committing a massacre, and then choosing her own death was unbearable to Laizeol.

So, he changed it.

Instead of following the original flow of history, he guided her to find another way to break the chain of hatred.

“You altered the story?”

“Disappointing. I thought you had potential. 9 points.”

As a result, the curator heavily criticized him.

“I will now announce the results of the three [Archive] curator selection trials.”

Laizeol assumed he had failed. He had deviated from the original story during the second trial as well, making it unlikely for him to pass.

“S-Surveillance? How could the Abyss directly invade the [Archive]?!”

But the situation became complicated when the Abyssal Assassin attacked, targeting the curator.

And so, things progressed to this point in a muddled way.

Laizeol hesitated.

What should I say? 

Should I just tell the truth?

Would I get expelled from the Akashic Archive if I did?

If that happened, I wouldn’t be able to enjoy these stories anymore.

That’s too much…

Just as Laizeol’s thoughts reached a peak—

Clap!

“Ah, whatever.”

The curator snapped him out of his reverie.

“It doesn’t matter anymore. You defeated the Abyssal Assassin. That alone is enough.”

“…Does that mean…”

“Congratulations. You’ve passed all three trials verifying your qualifications as a provisional curator.”

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Dozens of books spun around Laizeol, emitting celebratory sounds.

“I passed the trials… Does that mean I’m now a curator?”

“Of course! …Well, not quite yet.”

“…?”

“There’s still a procedure you need to complete before officially becoming a curator.”

With a flick of his wrist, a book flew into Laizeol’s hands.

“What’s this?”

“This time, it’s education.”

“Education?”

“Yes. We’ve confirmed your qualifications and abilities as a curator. Now, it’s time to teach you the skills you’ll need. This book contains a story untouched by the Abyss.”

The book floated in midair, its pages flipping on their own.

“We won’t enter the story directly. Instead, we’ll create a virtual narrative based on this book.”

“A virtual narrative…?”

“Exactly. Don’t worry. This is just for educational purposes. Once the training ends, this world will be erased.”

As the curator’s energy merged with the book, an identical copy materialized above it.

“You’ll enter this world and observe the protagonist of the story.”

“Like in the previous trials, as a disembodied spirit?”

“This time, it’s slightly different. You’ll likely start as a nearby researcher or something.”

“A researcher?”

“Ha! You’ll find out when you enter. Your role is to guide the protagonist.”


“…I won’t have to force someone to commit murder or cause a massacre, right?”

“Well… you could do that if you wanted. Or not. It’s up to you. The conclusion is entirely in your hands.”

“But I thought altering the story was forbidden?”

“It’s not really altering if there’s no predetermined ending. This story is still unfolding.”

“What?”

“It’s a story in progress.”

Woooong!

With the curator’s gesture, the book began resonating with his will.

“Then go ahead and do your best, future director.”

Boom!

The crown prince’s vision was swallowed by darkness.

A notification appeared:

[Akashic Archive] New Story – Act III Released.


	“Chilchil-chan, this is so sad!”

	“Love her!”

	“Recruiting people to take down that researcher b***!”*



***

Chapter 1 began with Muria-13-07 enduring the agony of human experimentation.
In the current era of peace, where such inhumane acts are unheard of, the inhabitants of the continent were shocked to their core.

The scene where she returned to her cage after the experiments, trying to have cheerful conversations with her friends to forget the grim reality, heightened the tragic contrast.


	“No, not Muria!”

	“If 66 dies, I swear…”



***

In Chapter 2, players, in the role of researchers, collaborated with Muria-13-07 to escape the facility.

It was like a puzzle-solving escape game, with various gimmicks leading to the final gate.

But standing before it was the facility director.

In an unavoidable story event, Muria-17-06 and Muria-25-03 were reduced to mere lumps of flesh before the players’ eyes.

As mere researchers, players could not match the director, who had reached the level of an archmage.

“Thank you, worms. Because of you, all my plans have come to fruition!”

The director mocked both the researchers and Muria-13-07, sowing discord between them.

“No! The researcher would never treat me like you do. To me, the researcher is my prince!”

Muria-13-07 stood protectively in front of the players.

Energy surged around her as she made a desperate resolve not to lose anyone else dear to her.

Her final life force ignited, manifesting as a blazing flame.

“No! This is impossible! How can a lowly worm—”

As she incinerated the director, an ethereal world unfolded. Using the last of her strength, she created a dream-like realm.

***

Players experienced a tender, fleeting moment with the frail girl amidst dazzling, fantastical lights no one had seen before.

“This is so sweet and delicious!”

“W-wow, can I hold your hand, Prince?”

They enjoyed their final “date” with her.

“If we ever escape the facility, I’d love to go on adventures with you, Prince.”

“I’m so happy. Is it okay for me to feel this way?”

As the dream faded, the world began to collapse.

Behind the girl, the sunset-colored sky crumbled.

“I’m sorry, Prince. Before I die, I just… wanted to have one happy memory.”

With tears in her eyes, she grew fainter and fainter.

“Thank you so much. My researcher, my beloved prince.”

As sorrowful music played, she disappeared, leaving behind a small pendant.

***

Item: [The Pendant of a Loving Girl]

“A crystallization of love created by a girl who chose to burn away her existence to surpass the boundaries of transcendence and deliver her final emotions to her beloved. Inside it lies her happiest memory.”

Click.

When the pendant opened, a picture was revealed. 

In it, the girl was smiling radiantly with her friends and the player.

“The story is complete.”

***

A voice interrupted:

“But are you truly okay with this, Princess—no, Constellation? Your life will be exposed to everyone.”

The response was calm:

“It doesn’t matter. To revive 66 and 33, it has to be done.”

“I also want others to know the happy moments I shared with my prince.”

“And if this becomes public, everyone will have to admit that the prince belongs to me!”

The narrator sighed, brushing off the ominous laughter.

***

There was a reason for immortalizing her tragic tale as part of the game’s story: to resurrect two pitiful souls trapped in the cycle of reincarnation, used as mere resources for divine evolution.

Would it succeed this time? Unlike prior cases of purifying sins, there was no certainty.

“Don’t worry,” the Constellation reassured.

“If it’s my prince’s power, it’s possible.”

With all hope placed on the players’ collective wishes, they prayed for a miracle.

***


As I scanned the corner of my vision, I noticed a squirming jelly-like blob—an evil that had caused untold suffering in its desperate pursuit of power.

“Almost forgot about you.”

Its gruesome end seemed almost too kind, but remembering the victims, it felt inadequate.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get all the attention you deserve.”

And I would ensure it.



 
  Chapter 48: The Three Goddesses of Sex


“Today’s lesson ends here.”

The stern-looking female professor closed her book and stepped down from the podium.

‘Hmm?’

‘Is it over?’

Yawn.

Stretching and yawning, I leaned back in my chair.

‘Lately, I’ve been so busy.’

‘Maybe too busy.’

From meeting the Wisdom Constellation to eliminating the head researcher…

Then crafting the next story mode for the game based on that tale.

I’ve been running nonstop, and it’s taking its toll.

Even though I slept through the entire lecture, I’m still tired.

There’s still so much left to do—like adding content to give that head researcher a proper reckoning.

[The Dreamteller puffs up her flat chest, telling you to rest after working so hard.]

“But I want to revive the precious people of the Wisdom Constellation. It might be impossible, but as long as there’s a chance, I believe it’s worth trying.”

Even if they weren’t consumed by the sins of the Abyss, who knows what could happen if I manipulate the perceptions of others?

It’s a masterpiece, crafted with the help of the God of Music, complete with the best BGM.

I’m proud of it, a product of pouring my all into making a miracle.

[The Dreamteller sighs, reluctantly agreeing to let it slide just this once.]

‘Sorry, Constellation.’

“If this works out, I’ll make a ton of money and buy you all the food you could ever want.”

[The Dreamteller pouts, reminding you not to forget that you’re their apostle.]

Of course

Without being your apostle, I’m just an ordinary, powerless person.

My dear Constellation, who allows me to use your divine powers for my own ambitions.

While talking to my Constellation, I packed my things and left the lecture hall.

That’s when I heard someone call out.

“Got a moment?”

Leaning against the wall was a man wearing glasses.

He stopped me in my tracks.

“Pater.”

Pater, the lowest-ranked apostle of the Wisdom Constellation.

He’s the one who brought me to meet the Wisdom Constellation, though his original goal was to
obtain an R-rated doujinshi modeled after the archive’s curator.

Why is he here?

“How have you been?”

“…I’m fine, I guess.”

The last time I saw him, we parted ways hurriedly as I focused on adapting the Wisdom Constellation’s story into the game.

“You don’t look well.”

“Do I?”

Maybe it’s the late nights catching up to me.

My dark circles must be obvious.

To him, I probably look terrible.

“It’s nothing major. I came to talk about our Constellation.”

“Our Constellation?”

Come to think of it, the Wisdom Constellation’s title did change recently.

That’s probably a big deal for the apostles.

But even when the Demon Constellation’s title changed, the demons didn’t notice right away.

“Yes. Didn’t you once say you were seeking answers from our Constellation?”

Ah, right. When I first met the Wisdom Constellation, I suspected her of being consumed by the sin of Lust.

In reality, she wasn’t corrupted by sin or a natural-born deviant.

She’d simply used her sexual desires as a defense mechanism to overcome her grim misfortune.

…At least, that’s all it was, right?

“From the look on your face, I assume you didn’t get the answer you wanted.”

“Well… no. Haha.”

If I’m being honest, that’s true.

“Don’t be too discouraged. I’m also her apostle, yet I’ve never spoken to her directly.”

“What? Never?”

“Yes. Our Constellation is so great and all-knowing that not just anyone can hear her voice. Even I, as her apostle, only receive her messages through the First Apostle.”

Oh… It wasn’t so much about divine grandeur as it was about her being a recluse at the time, giving instructions through familiar subordinates.

Then again, hearing a god’s voice could damage a human’s mind.

Still, doesn’t that mean I’ve been casually chatting with my Constellation via message box?

“What about Divine Speech?”

Surely they could use the Constellation’s special message window to communicate?

“No. Even the Divine Speech cannot convey her will.”

“Oh…”

Back then, the Wisdom Constellation was too preoccupied with the specter of the head researcher to converse directly.

“Don’t lose heart. Gaining the answers you seek from her is harder than a dragon passing through the eye of a needle.”

Pater adjusted his glasses, clearly thinking he looked cool.

I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for him.

“Don’t worry. If I’m ever acknowledged by her, I’ll find the answer you’re looking for.”

“Ah… thank you.”

“Take care.”

With a small smile, he patted my shoulder before walking down the hallway.

Did he come all this way just to console me, worried I might be upset about not receiving an answer?

‘Such a kind soul.’

And so loyal to his Constellation.

Seriously, my Constellation.

Now that you’re back to your usual self, couldn’t you at least send your apostles a message?

[Realm of Wisdom]

A gentle hum filled the air as small orbs of light began to gather.

The sound of a sharp crack.

From within, a boy with golden hair emerged.

As he slowly opened his eyes—

“Prince!”

A girl with violet hair dashed toward him as if running barefoot out of a house.

Thud!

The girl leaped into the boy’s arms with all her might.

“Gah!”

The force sent the boy stumbling backward. She had hit him with incredible speed.

“I missed you so much!”

Unlike the days when she locked herself away in her room, the girl had done her utmost to present herself with grace and elegance, aided by all kinds of knowledge and the help of the
First Apostle.

Her radiant beauty left the boy staring at her, dumbfounded.

“Did the prince not miss me too?”

The girl tilted her head with a sorrowful expression.

“No, that’s not it! Of course, I missed you too!”

“Really?”

“Yes! Absolutely!”

“… I knew it! The prince likes me too!”

As the girl laughed cheerfully, the boy sighed inwardly.

It felt like a farcical scene, but he reminded himself that this was a goddess who had never experienced proper affection, only pain, since a young age.

For her sake, he decided to play along to some extent.

[Let me go! That girl is wagging her filthy tail at our Rein!]

[Grow up, will you? Is the Constellation of Sacrifice seriously getting worked up over a child’s harmless prank? … Wait a second. The Constellation of Sacrifice is worked up? Did she overheat from sacrifice? Ha ha ha!]


[… Why am I stuck with these fools?]

The constellations watching the scene caused a brief commotion.

“Um… Constellation?”

The Goddess of Wisdom puffed out her cheeks and turned her head away.

Her puffed-up face radiated stubborn determination.

“Princess?”

“Yes, did you call for me, my prince?”

…Is this really okay?

Had he made a mistake when he went along with the mood and called her “princess” for the first time?

It wasn’t easy to address her as “princess” every time.

Sweating nervously, the boy carefully brought up the main topic.

“So… have you seen any signs of resurrection?”

The main reason he had incorporated the girl’s story into the game’s narrative was to resurrect the two experimental girls who had been most precious to her.

By deeply imprinting this story into the minds of the players, he hoped to achieve their revival, even if the energy produced during the process of purifying sin was insufficient.

A girl who had fully awakened to the power of wisdom could comprehend and understand all information across the continent.

If the resurrection had succeeded, she would have noticed immediately.

However, as the boy explained, the Goddess of Wisdom’s expression hardened, and tears welled up in her eyes.

The boy clenched his fists in regret, realizing the attempt had failed.

“I’m sorry, Princess.”

“No, it’s fine.”

The girl turned her head, gazing into a part of her domain.

“Do you remember when I told you that you’re special, my prince?”

“…Yes.”

“You are special. You’re capable of performing unimaginable miracles.”

Her sorrowful eyes locked onto the boy’s.

“Princess…”

“I believe in your miracles, my prince. So don’t blame yourself. Someday, your light will shine upon us.”

The girl embraced the boy.

Her deliberately low-cut outfit allowed his head to nestle perfectly between her soft cleavage.

[Let go of him! How can you just watch this?!]

[‘Watch’ it? There’s ‘information’ too! After all, the realm of wisdom is an archive of knowledge! Ha ha ha!]

[Both of you, shut up already!]

Ignoring the uproar among the constellations, the girl relished the sensation of the boy in her arms.

The dark-haired version she met in her dreams had been good, but the boy’s current appearance was just as lovely.

Oh, how she had longed for her prince’s warm touch.

Ah.

This is…

So good.

At the edge of the realm of wisdom, where her gaze had lingered moments before:

“Our Seventy-Seven is getting sly.”

“Hehe. Well, it’s the prince, isn’t it? Thirty-Three would’ve done the same in her position.”

“But hey, Thirty-Three.”

“What?”

“Don’t you think the prince… is quite handsome? Like a prince straight out of a fairy tale.”

“Big sis… don’t tell me you’re thinking of stealing Seventy-Seven’s prince? Remember, back then, you promised to give him to the princess he saved.”

“No, no, listen carefully.”

“Okay.”

“We were supposed to die and be reduced to mere materials for the experimental ritual.”

“Right.”

“And yet, here we are, alive and breathing.”

“True.”

“Doesn’t that mean the prince saved us?”

“… Big sis, you’re a genius.”


“I know, right?”

“Then we can keep our promise and still… seduce the prince? Sisters’ feast, perhaps?”

“No, no. What we’re talking about is a reverse gangbang. Also known as 4P.”

“Oh.”

While the Goddess of Wisdom was momentarily distracted, the cunning newborn goddesses began plotting schemes that even her authority couldn’t detect.



 
  Chapter 49: The right ending


“Chilchil-ah! ㅠㅠ”

“Bring our Chilchil back! Bring them back!”

Even though it was a hastily created episode, perhaps because I poured my utmost effort into it with the help of the gods, the players’ immersion in the new story was exceptional.

…Well, I was also deeply shocked when I first saw those scenes through the dreams while embodying the Goddess of Wisdom. 

Players witnessing the enhanced game story would likely feel even more emotional.

“I want to tear the lab director apart! Why can’t he be added as a boss?”

“I worked so hard to build my characters, but now the story forces me into this progression? This is too much!”

“Is DreamStory Company a demon?”

The players’ hatred for the lab director grew stronger, and their enthusiasm was palpable.

Initially, I considered making the lab director a weekly boss, like that guy from the Abyss, to serve as a target for their anger. 

But…

“Personality jelly? What a horrifying and gruesome idea.”

Had it not been the lab director whose personality was extracted or the Goddess of Wisdom, the victim herself, who had performed the extraction, I might have objected to such a terrible concept outright.

I broke the jelly into smaller pieces and inserted it into the game.

“Because it’s jelly, it’s ironically more fitting for use.”

To leave a lasting impression, I deliberately killed off the character Muria-13-07 at the story’s end.

To highlight the tragedy, she disintegrated into dust before the player’s eyes, scattering away.

It wasn’t possible to release a deceased character as a new one.

But what if a character identical to her appeared, only with no memories?

A new story update. Act 3, Chapter 3 was released.

***

Crown Prince Laizeol flipped through the documents absentmindedly.

Screek.

“Ugh.”

A paper cut formed, and a drop of blood trickled down his finger.

No.

He needed to pull himself together.

He was the next emperor, destined to lead the empire.

He couldn’t falter.

He tried to forget, but the final moments kept coming back to him.

“…My beloved prince,”

Her last words, spoken just before she vanished in a shimmering light, haunted him. 

The Crown Prince shook his head.

It’s just a game.

Even within the game, it’s nothing more than fiction.

She’s not real.

Yet, no matter how much he tried to focus on the paperwork before him, the words blurred, and her voice echoed in his ears.

“Ah, ah! P-prince!”

His heart ached.

Bang!

When he heard the news about the new story update, it was no surprise he rushed out without looking back.

“Are you okay, Zeol?”

The director glanced at him cautiously.

“I’m always fine. Why are you asking?”

“Well, after the last training, you didn’t seem to be in good shape.”

“That was… nothing serious.”

“Really? Then I’m relieved.”

With a gesture, the director made a book float into his hand.

“…That book.”

Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to tell one book from another.

But this time, he knew it at a glance.

“Recognize it?”

How could he not?

It was the story starring her.

“It’s nothing major… Just something you need to do as part of your training.”

“Something I need to do?”

“The story was intact when you last entered it, but it’s since been invaded by the Abyss.”

“Invaded by the Abyss?”

“Think of it as an assassin from the Abyss sneaking into the story. Don’t worry—it’s only one entity.”

“All I need to do is handle it?”

“Exactly.”

“That’s easy.”

For his characters, who had reached end-game specs capable of skipping patterns even against the weekly boss [Abyss Assassin], it was a trivial matter.

“…To think it dares to taint my memories of her. Unforgivable.”

Yet a part of him stirred with excitement.

Could he meet her again?

“Don’t push yourself too hard, though. It’s still training. If it seems too much, call me.”

“I understand.”

The storybook reopened, and before he knew it, the Crown Prince was inside the narrative once more.

***

“Wait a moment.”

This isn’t the lab coat of a researcher.

Instead of being in the center of the laboratory as a research staff member, he was now standing amidst a bustling street.

The situation was entirely different from his previous entry.

If he didn’t start in the lab, would he be unable to meet her?

As his anxiety grew…

Tap, tap.

Someone tapped his shoulder.

When he turned, he froze.

Dressed in an academy uniform, her face adorned with light makeup, she looked entirely different from her days as a test subject.

Yet he was certain.

It was her.

“H-have we met before?”

She hesitated, her words faltering.

“Met before?”

“Ah, no, it’s just… You seem so familiar…”

Her cheeks flushed, and she lowered her gaze, embarrassed.

His heart clenched painfully.

“Don’t think I’m crazy, okay? I dreamed of going on a date with a prince, and he looked just like you…”

The Crown Prince felt as though the pieces of a puzzle were falling into place.

The director had said the story wasn’t over.

That meant she hadn’t disappeared entirely; she was still in the narrative, reincarnated, and living anew.

“I’m Dalang Versia.”

Dalang Versia. Was that her name in this life?

The Crown Prince grasped the pendant hidden in his pocket.

He could show it to her and reveal the truth.

But should he?

Her past was one of unimaginable pain.

If she remembered, it would only bring sorrow.

“I… I’m not crazy, right? I really saw it in my dreams…”

“I believe you.”


“…Really?”

“In my dreams, someone called me a prince, too.”

Though I am a prince.

“…Really?”

“Yes. The memories are hazy, but I didn’t expect the person to be such a little brat.”

“I’m not a brat!”

“Ha. Is that so?”

The Crown Prince walked alongside her.

“Are you attending the academy now?”

“Yes, I’m in my second year!”

She flashed a cheerful smile, forming a V with her fingers.

It seemed this life was kinder to her.

“Will you show me around the academy?”

“An academy? Our academy is famously the most boring place, you know?”

“It’s fine. Isn’t it the academy you attend?”

“Your Highness, that’s so unfair. How can you sneak in a comment like that?”

The girl turned her head slightly and muttered.

“What did you just say?”

“Oh, nothing! S-should we head to the academy now?”

The girl grabbed the crown prince’s hand and started running.

“Hey? Berci! Where are you going?”

“Ah, Seurcula!”

As the crown prince and the girl wandered around the academy, a female student called out to her.

“Wait, is that a guy you’re with…!”

“No, it’s not like that…”

“You’re always pretending to be so innocent.”

“Well, I mean…”

“Sorry to interrupt. Have a nice time~.”

“Hey! Could you listen to me for a second?”

The girl who had called out to Bercia—Seurcula—disappeared quickly.

Muria-17-06, wasn’t it?

Even to reincarnate up to 66 times…

From afar, another small girl with half-closed eyes was peeking out from behind a wall alongside Seurcula, observing him and the girl.

That must be Muria-25-03.

All three have reincarnated and seem to be living happy lives this time.

“L-let’s go, Your Highness!”

The girl grabbed his wrist again and started running.

“This is my secret hideout. You could call it my personal haven.”

The rooftop of a remote lecture building at the academy.

“If you watch the night view from here, it’s really beautiful.”

“I see.”

The crown prince let out a faint chuckle.

The girl’s laughter and her awestruck gaze at the scenery resembled that of an ordinary academy student.

She had finally been freed from the director’s curse and was now living a proper life.

“Huh? Why are you laughing? Do I have something on my face?”

“…No, it’s just…”

He was happy.

This was the right conclusion.

The right life.

From the previous updates to the current moment, all the intrusive thoughts that had plagued his mind seemed to vanish.

If not for the Abyss’s corruption that had pulled him into this story, he never would have thought such an ending possible.

…Wait?

The Abyss?

Now that he thought about it, wasn’t this story corrupted by the Abyss…?

A feeling like a massive bolt of lightning struck his mind.

The crown prince abruptly stood up.

“Huh? What’s wrong?”

He ran.

Behind the girl, something gelatinous began to emerge.

A sharp blade protruded from the jelly-like figure, aiming for her back.

Time slowed.


Perhaps because he was pouring everything into saving her, the world seemed to move at an unrecognizable speed.

Within this slowed world, the crown prince activated all his abilities and ran.

He would protect her.

No matter what.

Boom!

“Your Highness!”

He would never lose her again.



 
  Chapter 50: Jelly


Clang!

The prince’s sword swiftly blocked the sharp blade.

“No more!”

Aura surged through the prince’s body.

“I will lose nothing!”

The awakened power of [Knight Rein] ignited.

“Wow, Your Highness!”

Bercia’s startled voice echoed as the boss battle began.

Vwoom—

The jelly monster suddenly grew, expanding grotesquely until it filled over half of the rooftop.

LV 103 Abyssal Assassin

Its level far surpassed the playable character limit of 99. But the prince stood firm, unyielding.

“Haaaaah!”
Channeling the abilities of his well-trained character, the prince leapt into action.

Whirr, swish—

The jelly monster unleashed countless attacks, but the prince slashed through some and dodged others, managing to strike its core.

Wooo!

As its health dwindled, the jelly’s attack patterns became more dangerous, but the prince’s focus only sharpened.

His concentration surpassed even that of the fierce competition for the throne.

Crash!

The prince’s sword pierced the jelly’s core, depleting its health bar to zero.

Boom—

Like a cinematic cutscene, the jelly shattered into fragments.

“Is it over?”

The abyssal monster appeared undeniably dead. The prince exhaled in relief.

This time, he had protected what mattered. Nothing was lost.

Vwoom—

The shattered jelly suddenly began to condense, re-emerging with a completely new form and color.

Before the prince could react, a threatening attack shot toward him.

Time seemed to slow.

“Researcher! Watch out!”

Bercia jumped forward, trying to shield him.

No. Not her.

Clang!

“Not this time!”

As though possessed, the prince moved faster than ever, blocking the jelly’s blade with his sword just before it reached Bercia’s chest.

“Ah! Your Highness?”

The prince, holding Bercia with one arm, shielded her with his body while locking swords with the jelly.

“Haaaaah!”

With a powerful swing, his sword cleaved the jelly in two.

“Are you alright?”

“…Yes.”

Bercia’s face was flushed red.

“Jumping in so recklessly is dangerous.”

“Well, I couldn’t just stand by while Your Highness was in danger.”

“What did you just call me?”

“Your Highness?”

“No, before that.”

“…Researcher? Wait, why did I call you that…?”

Researcher.

The term she used to address him in their past life.

He had resolved to keep his memories of their past from her, but if she remembered…

Is she starting to recall?

The possibility of her regaining past-life memories brought a mix of joy and bitterness to the prince’s heart.

Vwoom—

The jelly fragments began merging once more.

“Will this thing never die?”

No matter how many times it was cut down, it regenerated. How could he defeat it?

Vwoooom!

As the jelly’s health bar filled again, the prince felt despair creeping in.

“Your Highness.”

A soft, warm sensation touched his hand. Bercia had clasped it.

“I think I can do it.”

“…Do what?”

Through her hand, a surge of power flowed into him.

“Perhaps… the fruit of love?”

Though she had lost her strength and memories upon reincarnation, her bond with the prince reawakened her dormant abilities as a hero.

With this power, we can do it.

The prince tightened his grip on his sword and charged toward the jelly once more, empowered by Bercia’s newfound strength.

Together, nothing could stand in their way.

***

Meanwhile, the players reacted to the unfolding story:


	“When will Bercia be released?!”

	“Time to analyze Bercia’s abilities.”

	“She’s my wife. Isn’t she beautiful?”



The story seemed to be resonating well.

As Act 3 began, players encountered Bercia, now reincarnated as Muria-13-07. 

Her appearance, unchanged from her past life, made her instantly recognizable.

Interestingly, the name Bercia was the one she used before she became a test subject during her mortal days, under the guidance of the Wisdom Constellation.

The story led to a heartfelt date scene, culminating in her secret hideout, with a breathtaking view of the night skyline.

Just as in the climactic scene of Act 2, the tranquility shattered when an abyssal entity ambushed her.

This deliberate callback to her past life’s tragic end was meant to evoke a visceral reaction from players.

Cue the slow-motion.

The World Slows Down

In the midst of the slowing world, the player leaps forward, blocking the Abyss’s attack.

Clang!

With that sound, the boss battle begins.

[Boss: Abyssal Assassin]

Unlike the previous Abyssal Minion—crafted from that putrid creature—this boss is different.


The lab director, who deserved eternal punishment as a helpless jelly figure, isn’t part of this creation.

Granting such a boss a physical form was something that should never have happened.

This jelly boss exists solely as a means to provide a reward.

As a result, its patterns are simple.

Lacking inspiration, the developers made it a boss with a ridiculously high health pool and simplistic attack patterns.

However, there’s one unique trait: infinite regeneration. 

Considering how tenacious the actual lab director was, this design feels appropriate.

Once the player defeats the boss, a cutscene plays.

The world slows down for the player, and in that moment, Bercia blocks an attack aimed at them. If things continue as they are, she’ll face death again.

The player’s body, moving as if pre-programmed, shields her from the attack. 

At the same time, Bercia partially awakens the powers of her past life. 

She dispels all enemy buffs, enhancing allies with powerful supportive abilities.

“I think I can do it,” she says, her eyes gleaming with determination.

“Could it be… the fruit of love?”

The scene hints that she’s regained fragments of her past-life memories. 

With renewed strength, the players prepare for the second phase of the boss battle.

(This cinematic was crafted with significant input from the Constellation of Wisdom, who even joined me for the shoot.)


***

The Final Boss Showdown

With the help of Muria-13-07, the battle becomes more thrilling yet manageable.

Woooww!

When the boss finally falls, the Abyssal Assassin dissipates, leaving behind a small jelly.

[Item: Abyssal Jelly]

A fragment of divinity left after the Abyss’s corruption was fully purified. It can now be freely utilized.

This item, added in a recent patch, is designed for the new housing system.

Unlike other furniture, which has predefined uses, this jelly transforms into any form the player imagines through the power of dreams.

As a result, the lab director—now fragmented into countless jelly pieces—becomes nothing more than a tool for players’ whims.

How fitting.

Once striving for superiority, he’s now a unique existence beyond anyone’s wildest dreams.

***

A Space Among the Dreams of the [Akashic Archive]

Beep!

A player logs in, activating their personalized housing space.

“Today was so exhausting,” mutters the avatar of a woman—an ordinary trainee administrator.

However, beneath this appearance lies a severely obese man.

“Darlang, my darling, did you miss me?”

Ignoring the rest of the space, he heads straight to the bed in the center of his housing.

On it lies a jelly, shaped like a voluptuous woman.

The player’s desires have molded the jelly into the form of Darlang Bercia.

Twitch.

The jelly flinches as his hand touches it.

“Oh? Did you just react to my touch, my sweet Darlang?”

“No, you filthy worm!”

The lab director’s fragmented soul trapped within the jelly screams internally.

“Take your disgusting hands off me!”

But, of course, the player cannot hear this.

Instead, he nuzzles his face against the jelly, which has been designed to captivate players with its beauty.


For the former lab director, the situation is horrifying.

The once all-powerful being is now a mere object, manipulated by someone he would never have considered an equal.

“Buhihi…”

The lab director, who once wielded the power of knowledge, can now perceive the truth of the player’s avatar.

A greasy, unshaven middle-aged man with sweat-stained skin and an appearance so revolting that the lab director, in his past life, would have deemed him unworthy of experimentation.

As the player begins licking the jelly, the lab director glimpses his grotesque reality.

At that moment, he decides to stop thinking entirely.



 
  Chapter 51: New Character [Girl in Love]


“No. The researcher would never treat me like an experimental subject like you! The researcher is my prince!”

“I was so grateful. My researcher… my beloved prince.”

A girl who ended her string of misfortunes and reached salvation in her prince.

[The Girl Who Loved – Bercia]

Official Release!


	It’s here!


	The heroine is Bercia!


	Just one more day, and the Bercia pickup arrives! Why? Because I’ll…


	Darling Bercia! I’ll max you out right away—just wait a little longer!



The community erupted with excitement over the news of a new playable character starring in the latest episode.


	Let’s dive into the inspiration behind the lab story.


	A quick sketch of Bercia tempting the researcher after taking off her lab coat.


	The girl who loved? What kind of love are we talking about… hehe.



“Thankfully, the reactions seem positive.”

Despite the relentless schedule of limited character pickups, there was no backlash from the players. 

The game, which relied heavily on gacha mechanics for revenue, appeared to have its business model well-accepted by the players.

The latest story episode also received considerable praise.

During the process of crafting the story, the help of the goddess of wisdom and the god of music was invaluable. 

While the goddess’s involvement was expected as a key figure in the narrative, the sudden interest from the god of music was surprising.

The god of music approached us through our constellation while we were wrapping up the story mode. 

He expressed a desire to create music for the game.

When asked why a god of his stature would contact a game developer, he mentioned that thanks to the music from the previous technomancer episode, countless intelligent beings had developed an interest in music.

As a token of gratitude for the significant divine energy he had amassed, he reached out.

There was no reason to refuse.

Up until now, all the music used in the game was avant-garde tracks I remembered from my past life.

Lacking the ability to create original music, I had relied on those memories. 

But if the god of music himself was offering to compose for us, concerns about future OSTs would vanish.

We could even organize an offline “music concert.”

Music plays a crucial role in games, especially in episodes like this one, where lingering emotions are key. 

Good music amplifies the impact and ultimately translates to increased revenue.

Our recent earnings had shown a slight decline, and I hoped this would reverse the trend.

Watching players rave over the newly released character PV, I mused to myself.

Perhaps it’s time to start an official broadcast.

And merchandise—we should definitely create official merchandise.

But to achieve this, I would have to endure the murderous schedule ahead.

‘Maybe I should ask the goddess of wisdom for help. She has plenty of apostles to command; it should be manageable if I assign them tasks.’

***

Imperial Palace

The crown prince, taking a short break from his duties with the ministers, turned on his magical terminal. His eyes widened in disbelief.

“Bercia… released!?”

The alert announced that the girl who had braved countless dangers alongside him was now a playable character.

This was impossible to resist.

‘Time left until the pickup banner begins: one week.’

With his account already drained of resources, the daily and weekly missions, as well as subscription rewards, wouldn’t be enough to save up for the banner in time.

There was no way he could even pull one copy, let alone achieve full breakthroughs for her.

But this was Bercia.

The crown prince discreetly manipulated his terminal, glancing nervously at the ministers.

‘Let’s see… available funds…’

As the empire’s heir, he had more than abundant wealth. 

However, all those funds were monitored imperial assets, leaving him with no personal money to spend on gaming.

Thus, the crown prince had resorted to laundering money to fuel his gacha spending.

He began calculating a new laundering route.

‘This time, it might be risky.’

The current emperor had surrounded himself with exceptionally capable officials, making even the slightest misstep potentially fatal.

But missing Bercia’s pickup was not an option.

Driven by desperation, the crown prince made a rash decision.

“Laizeol, you mean him?”

The news reached the highest echelons of the empire through imperial surveillance.

***

Demonsoft Headquarters

CEO’s Office

Click, click.

A woman with a voluptuous figure entered the room, her sharp heels echoing on the floor. 

Despite her tailored suit, her curves were unmistakable.

With a soft click, she locked the door and collapsed into the large chair at her custom desk.

Reaching into her cleavage, she pulled out a magical terminal and opened her favorite online community.

Title: Is this really [Demon Wars]?

(A gif of a bouncing chibi character from the terminal)


	Wow, is this even a game?



“Even DemonSoft has gone downhill.”

“Where have the demons who used to make amazing games gone?”

“I can’t play games on terminals anymore.”

(In-game footage)

“Wow! Now this is a game!”

“If you’re using magic engineering, you should at least be able to create virtual reality.”

“After playing this, every other game feels lackluster. I can’t go back.”

Bang!

She slammed her fist on the desk, enraged as she scrolled through the community comments.

“They used to say we made such great games!”

“They’d rave about our demon-like craftsmanship, saying they couldn’t tell if it was a game or a movie!”

Her hands trembled in frustration.

Ever since that game appeared, the players’ perception of their games had shifted.

It wasn’t like their game quality had dropped, but the sheer, absurd excellence of that other game had raised players’ expectations beyond reason.

“But virtual reality? That’s impossible!”

Attempts to create VR games had been made before in the gaming industry, combining illusion magic to simulate virtual realities.

While technically feasible, the process required enormous magic engineering equipment, and the results weren’t all that compelling.

In the end, most game companies concluded that it wasn’t viable for commercialization and withdrew from the market.

“But to achieve virtual reality with just a terminal and no proper magic engineering equipment? That’s ridiculous!”

The worst part?

The technology wasn’t even based on magic engineering, making it impossible to reverse-engineer or steal.

It could only be described as a miracle, perhaps crafted using divine power.

And yet, they weren’t even selling the game itself.

Instead, they raked in enormous profits by selling in-game resources.

Their weekly earnings alone surpassed the total sales of DemonSoft’s AAA-grade blockbuster releases.

Popularity, reviews, technology, revenue—DemonSoft couldn’t compete in any aspect.

The situation felt even more devastating, considering this was supposed to be their ambitious project showcasing the best of the demon realm’s capabilities.

They didn’t even know where the rival company was based or the scale of its operations.

To be outclassed so thoroughly by an unknown entity was an insult to the pride of all demons.


This was about more than business.

It was about the collective pride of demonkind.

Seeking aid from the Demon Gods, who were akin to celestial guardians for their race, seemed like the logical move.

However…

The Demon God she needed to rely on was too engrossed in that game, demanding more money for microtransactions instead of offering help.

To face such an overwhelming opponent under these circumstances seemed impossible, even if all past Demon Kings returned to life.

“I tried to preserve my dignity as the Demon King, but…”

Her voice trailed off as her expression hardened.

“…You started this.”

She had no choice but to retaliate now.

“If this is how you want to play, I’ll be your chaos.”

Resolving herself, she clenched her fists, and the nameplate on her desk glinted under the light.

– Lucia, CEO of DemonSoft

***

Offline Events

Collaboration cafes, exclusive conventions, restaurant tie-ins, and more—plenty of games she’d played in her past life had hosted these kinds of offline events.

These events were a way to reward players for their love while also attracting new users through creative marketing.

The timing couldn’t be better. 

The launch of the new character, Bercia, was just around the corner.

She planned to use the official broadcast to introduce Bercia, announce new events, and unveil the official merchandise line.

The problem was finding a suitable host for the broadcast.

It felt awkward to ask the Goddess of Wisdom to play the role of Bercia. 

Perhaps she could use the Power of Dreams to create a virtual version of the character. 

But somehow, that felt like she’d be acting out the role herself, which gave her pause.

While absentmindedly scrolling through player forums, she stumbled upon an unexpected post.

“Tried cosplaying Bercia!”


The post featured a photo of a woman whose face was obscured, but her demon horns and stunningly curvaceous figure were on full display. 

She was dressed in an outfit resembling the academy uniform that Bercia wore in the game, complete with a matching wig.

“Cosplay, huh…”

An idea formed in her mind.

“This could work. How do I send a message on this site again?”



 
  Chapter 52: I’ll be a spoiled brat


Ring ring—

The Demon Lord Lucia turned on the large monitor on her desk.

She opened the community window and stared at the screen.

If a direct confrontation wasn’t possible, she would tear her opponent down by tarnishing their reputation.

It wasn’t a task she took lightly, and it pricked at her conscience, but she had no other choice.

After all, how many of her demon kin’s livelihoods were tied to this business?

In the era of peace, demons had fallen behind.

Despite their superior combat skills and mastery of magic, their cultural capabilities couldn’t compete with humanity’s growing cultural influence.

This left many demons mired in poverty.

It wasn’t much different in the past, but the gap had grown.

Humanity’s cultural advances continued to outshine the stagnant culture of demons.

This lack of interest had become an undeniable reality.

When Lucia became the reigning Demon Lord, she launched a national project to ensure the survival of her people: the game industry, led by a company called DemonSoft.

Although the idea faced strong opposition at first, the games produced under her leadership boasted remarkable quality for their time. 

With the branding of DemonSoft and the craftsmanship associated with it, the games gained renown, one after another.

DemonSoft’s meteoric success once dominated the market, but now it faced a crisis.

If DemonSoft fell, the economy of the demon race would be struck a heavy blow.

There was no room for hesitation.

Even if her hands became dirty.

“All for the safety of my people…”

Such actions were not beyond her.

Knock, knock.

“Ah!”

The sudden knocking startled Lucia, and she hastily turned off her monitor.

“Your Majesty, today’s report is here!”

It was her secretary.

‘Ah, has it already gotten this late?’

Lucia thought.

She had lost track of time while browsing the community forums.

“Come in.”

Her secretary carefully opened the door and entered.

“Your Majesty? Did something happen?”

“Hm? No, not at all.”

“…Really?”

Suspicious, the secretary tilted her head but eventually set down a thick stack of documents.

“Anyway, I’ll begin today’s report.”

“Please do.”

The secretary began outlining the company’s status.

Declining concurrent user numbers, revenue, monthly active users—every metric painted a grim picture.

‘As expected… there’s no other way.’

The more she listened, the more resolved Lucia became.

The competition was far too strong to face directly.

She had no choice but to resort to dirty, underhanded methods.

“This concludes today’s report on the company’s status.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

“Uh… Your Majesty?”

“What is it?”

“Please don’t be too hard on yourself.”

“What are you talking about?”

“We used to struggle just to scrape by. Other races looked down on us, calling us beggars. Thanks to you, we’re able to live happily now.”

“That’s… quite the compliment to give all of a sudden.”

“I mean it! So please, don’t push yourself too hard. We’ll endure anything for you! So… so…”

“So?”

“We all…”

“You all?”

“…Forget it! Just hang in there, okay?”

Flustered, the secretary fled the room with a bright red face, leaving Lucia chuckling.

“She didn’t even say a proper goodbye to her boss.”

Such casual exchanges were possible only because of the familial, horizontal culture Lucia had cultivated within the company.

“‘We’ll endure anything,’ huh…”

Lucia leaned back in her chair, deep in thought.

She knew.

She had led her people for so long that she understood how much they admired her and wanted to work for her sake.

“Which is why… I can’t let them do this.”

She couldn’t bring herself to make such innocent, dedicated employees resort to underhanded tactics.

“I’ll dirty my hands alone.”

Left alone in her office, Lucia sat back at her desk and reopened the community window.

Underhanded tactics, huh?

What would be the most effective method?

The rival company, Akashic Archive, was a complete mystery.

Its location, size, and even its management structure were all unknown.

Directly targeting the company was out of the question.

Lucia recalled a past incident that had hurt DemonSoft.

A meme that mocked the company’s players as “Demon Trash” had spread widely, tarnishing the user base’s image and resulting in a decline in player numbers and revenue.

What if she could create a similar narrative for Akashic Archive?

Years of lurking on forums and communities had honed her skills. 

Lucia was confident she could pull it off.

Her fingers danced across the keyboard, and she began writing a post.

***

“Two,” said Bercia, giggling as she patted her belly.

The driver of the large magic-powered vehicle looked puzzled.

“Kid, why are you saying two when you’re just one person?”

“Ehehe…”

The driver sighed and recorded two passengers.

(A nostalgic sketch of young Bercia.)

“It’s perfect!”

Lucia remembered similar posts that had mocked DemonSoft’s players in the past. 

With this, she was sure the players of Akashic Archive would face the same ridicule.

She used multiple accounts to inflate the post’s likes and quickly pushed it to the top of the forum’s trending list.

As the views and comments poured in, Lucia eagerly opened the comment section.

***


	“Classic Bercia fanbase.”


	“Oh, is she… pregnant?”


	“Peak comedy.”


	“Bercia supremacy!”


	“Don’t diss our Bercia, you jerk!”




***

“…What?”

The responses were entirely different from what Lucia had hoped for.

Even worse, some commenters outwitted her with their own absurd twists.

Her carefully crafted scheme failed to tarnish Akashic Archive.

“I need… another plan!”

Frustrated but undeterred, Lucia wracked her brain for a new approach.

What could she do to ruin the image of Akashic Archive players?

“Does it lower the appeal of the character?”


The power of [Akashic Archive] came from the charm of its characters, so it seemed entirely plausible.


	“A girl raised in a lab from childhood ends up as the heroine? I was talking about making her the main wife! She’s supposed to be a virgin, right?”


	“Help me, Mom! The Demon King is melting me in lava!”


	“Commence the slaughter!”


	“Even after being toyed with in the lab and giving birth, she still undergoes surgery to stay a virgin! What a strategy!”


	“Lina’s too vicious to be a main wife. Is it because she loves massacres so much?”


	“She was violated by countless researchers, but her heart remained pure for the prince!”



“Ugh…”

She attempted to write slanderous posts, but the community’s widespread affection for the character’s official main wife, Gold Cup, was unbeatable.

The “Slander Gold Cup,” a battleground where users wore masks to tear down characters they couldn’t obtain or hadn’t acquired, while protecting their favorites, was on a level even Lucia couldn’t surpass.

She couldn’t have imagined that among those writing such posts might be the empire’s crown prince or even a demon god.

“Guess I have no choice.”

Sigh.

With a long breath, Lucia rose from her seat.

“I’ll have to degrade the user standards myself.”

Her room was a mess, entirely by design. 

Cookie crumbs, leftover food, and trash cluttered the space. 

Piles of explicit doujinshi lined the back wall, creating a nauseating sight.

“…Maybe I overdid it.”

Although her room was never particularly clean, she deliberately made it filthier this time to serve her purpose.

She planned to take pictures to diminish the perceived standards of the community.

“Ugh, it’s been so long. Even my old academy uniform barely fits.”

She pulled out an academy uniform from decades ago, tucked in the corner of her wardrobe, and altered it to resemble Bercia’s.

“Dressing like this brings back memories.”

She indulged in a brief moment of nostalgia before shaking her head and recalling her mission.

Posing in the filthy room, Lucia snapped a photo with her face obscured and uploaded it to the community.


	“Tried cosplaying Bercia. Criticism is welcome.”



It didn’t take long for an overwhelming number of users to flock to her post.


	“Oh.”


	“Show us your chest!”


	“This reminds me of my younger days…”


	“Cute.”



“…Hehe, they think I’m cute.”

Lucia couldn’t help but smile.

‘I’m not done for just yet.’

She had spent her entire academy years studying for the survival of her race, unable to date, and after becoming the Demon King, she had worked tirelessly for 60 years. 

Hearing someone call her cute, even with her face hidden, filled her with unexpected joy.


	“What’s up with the chest mods?”


	“Bercia’s chest isn’t that big.”


	“It’s fake!”



“It’s not fake!” she snapped, standing up in frustration.

Why wasn’t anyone talking about the messy room?

Wasn’t that the point?

They were supposed to lower the community standards!

Ding.

Then came an influx of bizarre private messages:


	“Can we meet sometime…?”


	“You had surgery, didn’t you?”


	“You remind me of Malzahar from my childhood…”



“Not this! This isn’t what I meant!”

Things were spiraling away from her original intent.

While being loved and appreciated by others was nice, there were more pressing matters at hand.

At that moment, one message caught her attention.


	“This is the CEO of DreamStory, the company behind [Akashic Archive]. I’d like to discuss something with you in person…”



Her eyes widened.

“[Akashic Archive]…?”

This was the very game that had compelled her to undertake these ridiculous actions—a game-changer in the industry that had single-handedly shattered the market.

And now, its CEO had sent her a direct message.

“There’s even verification…”

Through developer mode, Lucia confirmed the attached credentials. The sender was indeed the CEO.

“The CEO of [Akashic Archive] messaged me…?”


She had never expected something like this. Could it be that her actions to damage her enemies had been uncovered?

“…But what if I turn this to my advantage?”

This could be a golden opportunity to approach an unknown enemy.

“Tomorrow. At the Reyra Academy…”

Setting up a meeting, Lucia muttered absently.



 
  Chapter 53: Demon Lord Lucia


[“No, so you’re saying they dared to insult our Lina?”]

“Yes, yes… I get it…”

I half-heartedly listened to the passionate speech from the demon god, who was floating beside me in a ghostly form, recounting yesterday’s events, as I moved forward.

[“Aren’t you supposed to be the director or whatever? You should fix this! So, listen properly!”]
“I am listening.”

Ever since the incident with the Goddess of Wisdom, the communication between gods, which had previously sounded like celestial murmurs, started becoming clear.

The Goddess of Wisdom had claimed it was a sign of my true essence awakening or something, but honestly, I didn’t get it.

Probably just another way to inflate my ego, as she’d always done by calling me special.

Maybe it was because I’d been mingling with gods too often lately that their conversations started making sense.

However, solving the issue of two divine constellations had already eliminated any communication barriers between me and the divine realm, so it didn’t feel like personal growth.

[“They dare to smear our Lina’s name by calling her a butcher, while they’re nothing but lapdogs for that research institute!”]

Well, “butcher” is technically accurate…

I swallowed the words I almost muttered out loud.

Recalling how Lina had sulked like a child when I kept the truth of her full-memory resurrection as Demon King Perlerina from her, I couldn’t risk the consequences.

Also, what on earth is a “research institute lapdog”? When did the demon god become so aggressive?

Lately, they’ve been too involved in online communities, soaking up weird trends.

While claiming to defend Lina’s honor, they enthusiastically participated in online fandom wars.

This is a god worshipped by demons?

Seriously?

“If you keep talking like that, the Wisdom Constellation might catch wind, and that’ll be trouble.”

[“Hmph. It doesn’t matter; the in-game Bercia and her aren’t even the same person. It’s just a character inspired by her, so this much is fine.”]

This demon god has no clue how much effort the Goddess of Wisdom puts into her character.

No one outside our group knows that Bercia is the Goddess of Wisdom, especially since the game doesn’t delve into their past.

Besides, in the game’s story, Bercia died immediately after surpassing the limits of transcendence by taking out the head of the research institute. 

No one would associate her with a god.

“By that logic, the [Demon King Perlerina] is also different from the real Lina. Isn’t it excessive to get so worked up over a mere character?”

[“That’s different! Totally different!”]

How did this god end up like this?

Are you demons okay with this?

Ignoring the demon god’s ramblings, I arrived at the meeting place.

It was a small tavern located in a secluded part of the academy city, Reyra. 

I had already arranged with the owner to clear out other patrons for a private meeting. 

Security was critical, especially for our constellation.

Creak.

As I opened the old door, I saw someone seated at a table, their body entirely concealed under a robe, waiting quietly. 

Their identity was hidden, but their curvaceous figure under the robe made it clear they were the one I was supposed to meet.

The tavern owner, noticing our eye contact, gave a nod and left. 

Now, only the two of us remained inside the desolate tavern.

[“Who’s that? Is that the one?”]

And, of course, one noisy demon god.

They’re quite cautious. 

Wrapping themselves up to this extent… though, I suppose I can’t talk, given I’m using the power of dreams to disguise my appearance.

Meeting someone in person after knowing them online isn’t easy. 

What’s the term for this? 

“Off-paco”? 

No, maybe “real meet”? 

I can’t remember.

With these irrelevant thoughts swirling in my head, I pulled out a chair and sat down across from the robed woman.

She had been keeping her head down but finally looked up at me.

[“Huh? What’s she doing here?”]

…Excuse me? You know her?

[“Know her? We were just chatting yesterday.”]

…With the demon god?

Not a constellation, yet conversing directly with a god?

This person could only be one of a kind on the continent.

Only the supreme of the demons could become an apostle of the demon god.

In that case, could she really be…

[“That’s the Demon King, Lucia—the Demon King of this era.”]

What?

I might have just stumbled upon the Demon King’s hidden hobby.

A suffocating pressure filled the air, the kind of presence that could crush anyone under its weight.

Lucia, the Demon King, flared her internal magic to resist being overwhelmed by the aura.

She expected someone formidable.

After all, her opponent belonged to a mysterious group that wielded divine power to create virtual reality games.

Even so, this was beyond her imagination.

‘This is ridiculous!’

Lucia struggled to process the oppressive presence.

This wasn’t just any transcendent—it felt like she was face-to-face with a god.

She racked her brain to understand.

Gods couldn’t manifest physically without draining absurd amounts of divinity, especially when influencing the continent directly.

Then why was this person meeting her?

Why reveal themselves?

Her thoughts spun rapidly as the figure placed their elbows on the table.

“Eek!”

Lucia flinched but tried to hide it.

The figure clasped their hands together and rested their chin on them.

Although their features were obscured by dark power, the posture was clear.

“Nice to meet you, Lucia.”

!!!

“Do you know my name?”

If it were discovered that the Demon King was secretly engaging in something as trivial as cosplay, it would spell disaster—not just for her, but for her entire race.

After all, the Demon King was both the protector and the representative of the demonkind.

To avoid detection, she had deliberately brought a top-tier artifact that could conceal her identity. Yet…

As expected of a transcendent.

There’s no way a mere mortal could see through me.

Then why did he reveal that he knows my identity?

Could it be… to blackmail me?

Lucia’s mind raced with burning anxiety.

No.

No matter what happens, I will never yield.

He may defile my body, but he will never break my love for my people!

While Lucia continued her wild imaginings, Rian tilted his head, thinking, ‘What’s with this silence? Did I say something weird?’

“I am the director and representative of DreamStory,” Rian introduced himself politely.

“…Director?”

“For certain reasons, I cannot disclose my true identity.”

‘You’ve gone to great lengths to hide your identity, haven’t you?
But what a pity. I know exactly who you are. Of course, I won’t be telling you who I am.’

Lucia felt as though he were mocking her in this roundabout manner.

“Don’t worry. I assure you, your identity will remain a secret. I understand the repercussions if others were to find out about this… cosplay activity.”

‘I know that despite your status as the Demon King, you’ve stooped to wearing that vulgar disguise.’

‘How would people react if they discovered that, at your age, you dressed in an academy uniform to look younger?’

‘If you don’t want that to happen, you’d better behave.’

Damn it…!

He’s blackmailing me.

Lucia felt a deep sense of helplessness.

“What I would like to ask of you is simple. We’re planning an official broadcast to commemorate our company’s latest update.”

“An official broadcast…?”

“Yes. As a gesture of gratitude to our players—our future directors, so to speak—and to build anticipation for the new update.”

“A broadcast? Like a game trailer?”

“Well, it’s similar but not quite the same. Of course, trailers will be part of it, but we’d also like you to host the broadcast… in your current cosplay, of course.”

“A host…?”

A broadcast host?

She didn’t know what cosplay was exactly, but judging by his words, it meant she would have to wear the academy uniform and act as the host.

‘Is he planning to humiliate me as the president of DemonSoft? A declaration of victory, perhaps?’


This is despicable…!

“If you’re worried about your face being exposed, don’t be. I can use my authority to alter only your facial features to your liking. Your hair will be in cosplay anyway.”

As long as her identity was hidden, it wouldn’t be an issue.

But then… Why is he offering me the role of the host for an official broadcast?

Couldn’t I, as the president of a competing company, deliberately sabotage the broadcast?

Or does he trust that I, for the sake of my people, wouldn’t stoop that low?

Lucia carefully weighed the conditions.

As long as her identity remained concealed, it would be fine.

On the contrary, this might be an opportunity to infiltrate his company and gather valuable information.

…He’s underestimating me, treating me like a mere plaything.

But we demons have always risen above such trials and tribulations.

Eternal is the demonkind.

“Fine. I accept your proposal. But I have a condition as well.”

For the sake of her people’s safety, she would endure this humiliation.

“Great Demon God.”


[What?]

“Does becoming a Demon King make one dumber by default?”

[……Do you wish for death?]

Who would have thought the Demon King secretly had a penchant for cosplay?

By the way, wasn’t the Demon King also running a gaming company?

And yet, she’s a fan of our game?

Or maybe she secretly enjoys exposing herself for attention?



 
  Chapter 54: Love Competitor


“Hey, little one.”

“Why, Lord Demon God?”

The Demon God, seemingly wanting to prove they weren’t as foolish as they seemed, finally calmed down after throwing around sophisticated words they normally wouldn’t use—like “indeed.”

“Why did you entrust the official broadcast host role to that child?”

“Why, you ask?”

“You barely know each other. If I hadn’t been around, you wouldn’t have even known their identity.”

The Demon God asked with genuine curiosity on their face.

It was true that if not for the Demon God, who would have guessed that the Demon King was hiding their identity, enjoying cosplay, wearing an academy uniform at their age, and uploading photos to the community just to laugh slyly at the reactions?

“Well, the first reason is that they’re one of our loyal customers.”

“Loyal customer?”

On Earth, cosplay of characters was a common sight.

At subculture events, it was normal to admire people in cosplay and ask for photos together.

But this continent was different.

While culture had developed to a certain extent, the reality only allowed for early-stage package games.

Cosplay culture was even less developed.

On Earth, subculture had grown early, but that wasn’t the case here.

Perhaps it was because fantasy-like culture was more prevalent in reality, but that wasn’t important.

The point was, cosplay as a concept hadn’t taken root.

Yet, in such a situation, the Demon King had meticulously dressed in the outfit of a new, unreleased character and even styled their hair.

Could they not be considered an absurdly devoted fan of our game?

In that case, hiring them without pay—just with passion—seemed perfectly justifiable.

“You’re rich, and yet you’re pinching pennies here?”

“Saving money means I can buy snacks for you, Lord Star!”

“You already have more than enough!”

“But what if the game fails? If I can’t afford snacks anymore, and you starve and don’t grow taller—!”

You’re already so tiny!

“Do you really think gods grow taller by eating snacks?”

The Demon God clearly had never experienced hunger.

How pitiful life had been for Lord Star before our game launched…

Anyway, it was a cost-effective choice.

“And the second reason is… their figure.”

“Their figure?”

From attending numerous subculture events in my past life, I had realized one thing:

A voluptuous figure had devastating power.

Even a highly intelligent and rational man would lose his composure at the sight of those soft curves, mumbling incoherent words and succumbing to primal instincts.

A beautiful woman with a voluptuous figure cosplaying to commemorate the first official broadcast—this would definitely sell.

“But aren’t you changing the face with the power of dreams? Doesn’t that make the face less important?”

“Well, that’s true, but Demon King Lucia is a fan of our game. She’ll work hard on the broadcast.”

A Demon King, no less.

With all their accumulated experience and wisdom, how well would they manage the broadcast?

“Hmm… something feels off. So, in the end, you chose a woman with a great figure to save money?”

“Well… that sums it up, I suppose.”

The Demon God shrugged, tilting their head.

“By the way, our Lina’s merchandise is going well, right?”

Alongside the official broadcast, there was another project in progress: merchandise for Akashic Archive.

Merchandise was an essential element tied to subculture games.

During my encounter with the Goddess of Wisdom, I had discovered Akashic Archive merchandise for the first time.

I had thought this world lacked such cultural demand, but I was wrong.

Before I realized it, there were even R-18 doujinshi circulating.

The demand for secondary creations and merchandise was strong.

Come to think of it, even during the modern era of my past life, merchandise like crosses and prayer beads had thriving markets.

It made sense that this world wouldn’t lack demand for such goods.

But I hadn’t had the time to explore this market because I was too busy developing the game and resolving various incidents.

All of that was money left unearned.

I couldn’t stand the idea of others profiting from illegal merchandise created based on my game.

So, I decided to create official merchandise.

But I lacked the capability, experience, and time.

Just when I was at a loss, the Goddess of Wisdom made a suggestion.

“Then, shall I handle it?”

She explained that her apostles each had unique abilities and could mass-produce the merchandise.

Apologizing to our existing investors, I entrusted this to her.

The Goddess of Wisdom was far more reliable than all of them combined.

Her apostles, each possessing unique talents, would create incredible merchandise.

Releasing the merchandise alongside the official broadcast would bring in a fortune.

This was the expansion of the game’s intellectual property.

To establish standards for derivative works, I need to reduce strange distortions like the explicit doujinshi I saw before.

“Wait a second.”

Come to think of it, didn’t the goddess of wisdom make her apostles retrieve that explicit doujinshi the first time we met?

What happened to that book?

Scribble, scribble.

“It’s time to sleep now, my lady.”

“Are you still on that device?”

“If you don’t sleep, the steward will… take action.”

The goddess of wisdom, holding a small booklet, flipped through its pages with a serene smile.

“What a beautiful story,” she murmured.

A story about a steward serving his lady so faithfully…

She traced her finger over the illustration of the steward’s face, brought it close to her lips, and softly kissed it.

“Ah…”

Her cheeks flushed deeply.

She knew the prince had a hidden identity.

Being unbound by the continent’s constraints made him even more extraordinary.

The steward with his jet-black hair—this was the true form of the prince who had saved her in the dream world.

“My prince, who only I know.”

This is why the steward’s merchandise held such special meaning for her.

A significant portion of the goods she had her apostles produce featured the steward and a character modeled after herself, Versia.

The goddess glanced down at the mortal realm, surveying the current state of merchandise production in factories.

From plush dolls, hugging pillows, magic-crystal plates, badges, headbands, bookmarks, tapestries, to countless other items—all bearing the likeness of the steward from Akashic Archive.

Given the steward’s immense popularity among female players, the merchandise was produced to meet demand.

When these goods hit the market, countless women would embrace them, whispering love for the steward she adored.

But the goddess didn’t mind.

“They’re fakes,” she whispered.

“The real one is by my side.”

While others enjoyed their counterfeits, she would bask in the warmth of her prince’s true form.
Relishing the sense of superiority, the goddess of wisdom smiled darkly.

If she could just eliminate her two competitors tomorrow, she could monopolize the prince.

***

The next day.

The bustling celestial district, far from the divine realms of the gods. A quaint café.

“Hmm…”

A toned and muscular goddess sat across from a smaller, round-faced divine being, both waiting for someone.

In front of them were a glass of divine wine and a child’s cup of cocoa.

Jingle, jingle.

The café door opened, its bell ringing softly.

“!!”

The two goddesses turned their heads sharply.

A dignified and elegant goddess entered, her appearance graceful.

“Greetings, seniors.”

It was the goddess of wisdom, stepping out from her domain.

She walked to their table with poise and sat down.

“This is our first time meeting directly. I am Versia, the constellation of wisdom.”

Versia—her name before she met the prince, a name she no longer needed.

Though she had received a new name from him, there was no reason to reveal it to competitors.

“I’m Ren.”

“Oh, you must be the famed Sacrifice.”

The goddess of wisdom eyed the Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth from head to toe.

“This one isn’t much of a competitor.”

Her appearance and physique were admirable, but she was little more than a tomboyish goddess focused on training and combat, someone who had never even met a man.

Unlike herself, who had a special connection with the prince, this goddess posed no threat.

But the problem lay elsewhere…


Her gaze shifted to the pouty young-looking deity sitting beside the Sacrifice.

This was the prince’s constellation, someone who had played a part in rescuing her through the power of dreams.

Furthermore, she was not of this continent, and even the wisdom of the goddess could not
fathom her.

If this divine being became a rival, it would be a challenge.

However…


Upon examining the childlike figure devoid of any curves, the goddess of wisdom felt relieved.

“Our prince would never be attracted to such a childlike form,” she concluded.

Neither of these goddesses could be true competitors.

The prince was hers and hers alone.

The goddess of wisdom indulged in her musings, unaware that her closest friends might secretly be plotting something mischievous.

“Look, SamaSama, this is what a man’s body looks like.”

“Oh.”



 
  Chapter 55: Naked prince and two goddesses in the bathroom, Mhhhhh


The sound of water rushed in, filling the room.

This was my time to wash away the exhaustion of a long, grueling day. 

Standing under the warm shower, enchanted with water magic, I let the soothing heat cascade over me.

It wasn’t just a cleansing ritual for my body—it was a reprieve for my mind, allowing me to forget the burdens of my thoughts and fears about the future.

Above all, this was the only time I could truly be alone. 

Normally, at least one of the Celestial Beings would stick close to me, but I had managed to argue my way into keeping this small bit of solitude. 

It had taken some effort, though; their excuse was always the same—keeping an eye out for potential attacks from the Abyss.

Still, I had drawn the line at them following me into the bathroom or shower.

But what was this?

[Why are you hiding something so admirable?]

[According to the knowledge imprinted in me, it ranks among the best!]

Two entirely different goddesses had intruded. 

These weren’t the usual Celestial Beings who followed me.

They were girls who had been subjected to experiments alongside the Goddess of Wisdom.

Survivors of cruel trials, they had been used as sacrifices in a project to artificially create the Celestial Beings of Wisdom. 

Though they had perished in the process, they were resurrected in concentrated divinity through the recent Bersia episode.

They were far from fully awakened like the Goddess of Wisdom, but as sacrifices to her celestial consciousness, they had gained divine status upon rebirth.

Unlike the previous investors, the Celestial Beings of Wisdom were unaffected by sin, and for some unknown reason, they had been able to return to existence.

The Goddess of Wisdom had claimed it was possible because of me—a miracle, she called it. After meeting and talking with them not long ago, however…

“Were we close enough to greet each other like this?”

I asked, staring blankly at them.

This wasn’t the kind of relationship where we casually exchanged greetings while I was naked.

[Ihi! Of course, we are!]

[You saved our lives, didn’t you? Naturally, you’re responsible for us.]

“…What?”

I hastily grabbed my robe and wrapped it around myself as their nonsensical words left me stunned.

[If it weren’t for you, we would have been erased from existence, right?]

[You saved us, so you’re responsible for us.]

“What are you even… I didn’t pull you out of water and demand a reward. What does ‘responsible’ even mean in this context…?”

Despite their spiritual forms, they pressed their half-clothed bodies against mine.

It was overwhelming for someone as inexperienced with such situations as I was.

“P-please! Step back for a moment!” I stammered, putting some distance between us.

[Our prince is so innocent! Hehe.]

[Oh my, is our prince still a virgin?]

The two goddesses seemed amused by my reaction, enjoying themselves far too much.

For beings with no prior experience themselves, their teasing confidence was infuriating.

I had seen them share lewd jokes and exchange knowledge about sex before; they weren’t fooling me.

“What if the Goddess of Wisdom finds out? Her authority lets her see everything, doesn’t it?”

I warned them.

The Goddess of Wisdom possessed the power to know all the knowledge of the continent.

Though once suppressed by the residual thoughts of a research director, her authority was now unimaginably strong since his fall.

[Oh, is our prince devoted to her?]

[Already whipped? That won’t do, prince. A man should take control of women—with that magnificent tool of yours.]

Their words left me dizzy.

Why were these goddesses so spicy despite having no actual experience?

“I didn’t mean it like that! And the Goddess of Wisdom and I are not in that kind of relationship!”

[…Sister, I think we misunderstood.]

[So he’s denying it after all that flirting? How many women does our prince plan to have? What a bad boy.]

“Wait, that’s not what I—whoa!”

Before I could finish, the two goddesses suddenly lunged at me. 

Though they were spirits, they consumed divine power to manifest physical strength, pinning me to the bed.

[Don’t worry! Seven-Seven won’t find out!]

[Exactly. Her authority as the Goddess of Wisdom has limits. It can’t fully perceive divine entities, especially those originating from another world—like you, prince.]

Their whispers tickled my ear as their warm, sweet breaths brushed against me.

“So… the Goddess of Wisdom can’t learn the truth about me?” I muttered.

[Exactly! Seven-Seven may act composed and knowledgeable, but she’s all theory and no practice. If it came down to it, she’d probably flounder like a rookie.]

“Stop! What are you even saying?”

Frantically, I tried to secure the knot of my robe. 

Yet the goddesses, with sly smirks, began untying it instead.

[Prince, do you have experience?]

“Ex… experience?”

[Have you slept with our Chilchil?]

“No, we’re not that kind of relationship!”

I’m too busy making games; what kind of time do I have for romance?

Besides, can gods and humans even have a romantic relationship?

[Well then, there’s no choice! We’ll have to experience it before Chilchil does.]

“…What?”

[This is called NTR, you see. Or maybe it’s closer to BSS.]

“W-wait a second!”

[Poor Chilchil will just have to watch this and console herself in defeat…]

It was right as the goddesses untied their robes halfway and began to slip them off.

[What exactly will I be doing in defeat?]

A chilling aura filled my room.

The two goddesses, who had been acting so leisurely, froze stiff.

Slowly, they turned their heads.

Behind them, another goddess stood, arms crossed, looking down at them.

[In defeat, you say…]

[Ch-Chilchil!]

[Sister! This is a misunderstanding! This situation looks bad, but it’s not what it seems! You know us! We even promised, remember? So…]

[Oh?]

The eyes of the Goddess of Wisdom exuded a murderous aura unlike anything I had ever seen.

[Looks like we need to have a little chat.]

[Your Highness! Save us!]

[Chilchil! Please listen to us first! We weren’t really going to do anything! It was just a joke! We just wanted to see if he was the right person for you! Ahhh!]

The two goddesses were dragged to the heavens by the scruffs of their necks, held firmly by the Goddess of Wisdom.

Why does she have to drag them so harshly? 

…Still, they are her friends who sacrificed themselves for her, so she won’t punish them too severely.

Once the goddesses disappeared, the commotion in my room faded, and peace returned.

Flutter.

A beautifully designed letter fell from the heavens.

-I’m sorry, Your Highness. My friends caused you trouble. I don’t even have words to excuse this…

The letter was neatly written, filled with the Goddess of Wisdom’s apologies.

-So, I’ll make it up to you personally. Let’s meet tonight.

…What does this last sentence even mean? Is it a joke?

Rustle.

“Huh?”

Suddenly, a tentacle emerged and snatched the letter, crumpling it.

[The Dreamteller asks if you’re okay, with a worried expression.]

“…Constellation?”

[The Dreamteller says they were startled and summoned a helper deity.]

A helper deity? 

Ah… I see.

It wasn’t the Goddess of Wisdom who noticed; it was my Constellation who called her.

“Ha ha. Thank you, Constellation. That was close.”

I almost lost my dignity. 

…Dignity is the right word here, right?

[The Dreamteller tearfully reminds you that you are their Apostle.]


“Of course, Constellation. I’ve told you before, haven’t I? I’m always your Apostle. You don’t have to worry.”

Is it because I’ve been involved with other gods recently? 

There’s no need for concern. 

No other gods can help me create the game I want. 

Without the powers of dreams, I’m just an ordinary student at the academy.


If anything, I should be begging her not to abandon me.

[The Dreamteller starts crying, saying “Bwaah!”]

I hugged the tentacle that had leaped into my arms and patted it gently.

…But seriously, why does it have to be tentacles, Constellation?

Why tentacles of all things?



 
  Chapter 56: Official Broadcast


In the towering heavens, a group of idle gods gathered for a feast.

“[Stingy], our temple has been struggling a bit these days…”

“No.”

“Oh, come on, don’t be like that…”

“Wait, isn’t this the trending Nouvelle Dessert? Where did you even get this?”

“Haha, it’s nothing. My apostles have been…”

“Lately, mortals are praising some plain-looking women just because they’re featured in games. Isn’t it hilarious? Especially when a goddess of beauty like me exists.”

“Absolutely! It’s ridiculous!”

“So I went to the Constellation of Dreams and told them to include me in the game, but they claimed they couldn’t do it on a whim. Unbelievable, right?”

“Yes, completely unbelievable!”

Since their ascension to godhood, interfering in the mortal realm without expending an astronomical amount of divinity was nearly impossible.

Thus, the gods spent most of their time trapped in the heavens.

Feasts like this one were a primary means of alleviating their boredom, second only to raising their apostles on Earth.

“This time, my second apostle took down a drake.”

“Impressive. But my child defeated an Orc Lord—it’s a whole other level.”

“All I did was share a fraction of divine power, and they broke through the wall of Sword Mastery! Honestly, I didn’t even do much!”

Though such gatherings often turned into boastful chatter about apostles, today’s feast had an additional topic.

“Come to think of it, isn’t today the day? The official broadcast.”

“The Akashic Archive?”

The conversation turned to a game that had become a massive trend, not just across the mortal continents but also among the gods of the heavens.

“Let’s check it out.”

A god waved a hand, condensing divine energy into a floating video screen.

“They say the new character, Bercia, will be revealed today.”

“It’s the first-ever support character. Definitely worth pulling for.”

“Considering Bercia’s performance in Story Mode, having her could make a huge difference.”

As conversations buzzed across the feast, gods began to gather in front of the screen.

“Wait, you said you wouldn’t touch a mortal-made game.”

“Ahem… I’m not playing. I just got curious seeing everyone else gather here.”

“Who do you think Bercia is in real life?”

“A constellation with the name Bercia? None that I know of.”

“Given how previous episodes featured real constellations’ legendary exploits, it wouldn’t be surprising if she were real.”

“I hope the next episode features my story. It’s much more beautiful than that temperamental [Wrath].”

“Oh, the story where you got caught cheating and met a messy end?”

“Ahem. That’s part of the drama—adversity makes the narrative compelling.”

“Remember how close you were to obliteration back then?”

“Shh! It’s starting.”

The gods fell silent as the broadcast began.

***

[Greetings, prospective curators!]

As the broadcast screen lit up, a voluptuous woman filled the display.


	Who’s this busty monster? Where’s Bercia?!


	She’s worthy of being my twelfth wife.


	Who are you?!



The chat scrolled rapidly with reactions.

“She’s no ordinary woman.”

“Her face is veiled by divine power. She doesn’t intend to reveal her identity. But that body… undeniably real. She’s fit to be my wife.”

[I’m Diavel, host of the Akashic Archive’s official broadcast!]


	Where’s Bercia?!


	Are you introducing the company today?



[Today, we’re celebrating the release of the fourth limited character, Bercia, and the 10-week anniversary of Akashic Archive’s launch!]


	Naked mode! Suuure!



“Pre-recorded.”

“It’s not for interaction, then. Judging by the chat, probably the right choice.”

[First, let’s look back at the memories we’ve made over the past 10 weeks.]

The screen darkened, transitioning to highlight reels:

Players fighting alongside [Knight Ren] to defeat abyssal beasts and a queen.

Players standing against Orpheus with [Saint Kate].

Players adventuring with [Demon Lord Perlerina].

Players on a radiant city date with [Loving Girl Bercia].


	What a great story!


	This game is a masterpiece!



Even in a short span, the montage evoked a wave of nostalgia among viewers, leaving a lump in their throats.

[Did you enjoy the video? Akashic Archive exists thanks to all of you, our prospective curators!]

“This is… powerful.”

“They know how to tug at emotions.”

“Waaah! sniff”

“Wait, weren’t you the one who said you’d never touch a mortal-made game?! Why are you crying first?”

The gods were no exception to the broadcast’s emotional pull.

[And now, our new character—Bercia, the Loving Girl!]

The screen transitioned again to a PV featuring Bercia’s soft voice and heartfelt lines.

[My… dear researcher.]

[Aaaaah!]

In a cold laboratory, cruel experiments are carried out.

[Who… are you?]

Amidst the chaos, a connection forms between a test subject girl and a researcher.

[You’re my prince, Researcher!]

As the experiments reach their final stage, the two face a crisis brought about by the head of the laboratory. The girl sacrifices herself, leading to the fall of the laboratory head.

[I’m so happy. Is this really okay?]

Before her complete disappearance, the girl enjoys a dreamlike date with the researcher using the last remnants of her thoughts.

[Thank you so much… My researcher… My…]

As the girl vanishes into a beam of light, a single pendant falls onto the surface.

The scene shifts.

[…Prince?]

The video ends with a girl in an academy uniform tilting her head.

[Did everyone enjoy that?]


	I declare! Bercia is the official heroine!


	Sign the petition!


	Yes, it’s official. Unlike that butcher woman, Bercia is the heroine!


	Bercia, come out quickly!


	“Bercia-chan! I love you!”



“Ugh, seriously… Were you secretly playing the game again?”

[The new character PV for Bercia has just been released. Bercia comes with very special abilities, doesn’t she?]

Critical hit rate increases, amplified critical damage, bonus inflicted damage, reduced incoming damage…
A quick rundown of Bercia’s skill effects flashed across the screen.

[In addition, DreamStory is launching official merchandise for the Akashic Archive! Woohoo!]

Various goods, designed collaboratively by the Goddess of Wisdom and Rein, appeared on the screen.

“A hugging pillow?! I need to buy this!”

“Pre-order now! Limited quantities! Buy it, everyone! Hurry!”

[We’re still preparing the official merchandise shop, so please wait a little longer.]

After the announcement about the upcoming merchandise sales, the final piece of news arrived.

[With this new update, we’re holding our first event in Akashic Archive! And it’s none other than… a Festival of Souls event!]

“Festival of Souls?”

“An event?”

Since the game initially existed only in a classic package form, in-game events like Halloween or Christmas had never been introduced before.

The concept of an “event” sounded unfamiliar to the continent’s inhabitants.

While the Festival of Souls was a widespread holiday on the continent, no such events had ever been incorporated into the game.

The screen quickly shifted to a terrifying atmosphere.

[The Festival of Souls takes place inside the Akashic Archive! Something ominous and frightening is said to occur there. For details, check it out in the game!]

***

In a remote corner of the Celestial Banquet Hall, a deity with brown skin—so androgynous that it was difficult to discern their gender—lay sprawled on a sofa.

“Ahh~!!”

Four goddesses were seated on either side of the deity.

“Sss… Haaah.”

After taking a sip of something, the brown-skinned deity finally spoke.

“Did you say… a game?”

“Why should I play such a thing?”

“Because♥ it’s fun! You’ll love it!”

“Exactly♡! It’s so much fun♡! The new horror mode seems exciting too!”

The goddesses clung to the brown-skinned deity.

“Are you scared♡?”

“Our beloved doesn’t like scary things like ghosts♥!”

“Hah. Ridiculous.”

The brown-skinned deity sat up.


“Eighth principle: Avoid all white substances unless they’re powder. A survival rule for all Dark Elves.”

“Twenty-third principle: If it’s uncertain, don’t risk it.”

“Bring it here. That so-called game.”

“Twenty-fourth principle: If you’re going to do something, do it flawlessly.”

[The once dignified thief succumbs to lust, their face dazed and lips curling into a wicked grin.]





 
  Chapter 57: Theft driven by lust


“Today’s broadcast ends here. To all our aspiring librarians who always love [Akashic Archive], thank you so much! Goodbye, everyone~~! See you next time!”

“Okay, cut.”

As soon as the filming ended, the bright smile on Demon Lord Lucia’s face hardened instantly.

At the same time, the divine powers that filled the studio like CG effects faded away.

“Good job.”

Demon Lord Lucia, who had introduced herself as the director of [Akashic Archive], stepped off the studio set, acknowledging the compliment.

‘…Complete defeat.’

She had infiltrated [Akashic Archive]’s official broadcast to gather information about her competitors.

But instead of uncovering their veiled secrets, she hadn’t even managed to set foot in Dream Story’s headquarters.

Who would’ve thought they could conjure a studio on the spot using divine power?

‘As expected, they won’t show their company to a competitor’s CEO.’

Not that it was surprising. 

They clearly knew her identity and had invited her directly. 

It was impossible that they wouldn’t have considered security.

Beyond that, the format of the official broadcast captivated the audience. 

The nostalgic way it summarized the journey thus far, even with just a few months of gameplay, was impressive enough to earn her reluctant admiration.

‘Not just the game’s quality but the characters’ charm is their weapon.’

Character-driven narratives, dramatic PVs, and an array of merchandise.

‘A total loss.’

There was no room for argument.

‘But this isn’t the end.’

Even if they appeared to be game-changers with methods unlike anything in the existing market, things were different now.

‘Inviting me here and assigning me the role of host in this official broadcast is a challenge, isn’t it? They’re daring me to try if I can.’

They didn’t have to go out of their way to bring a competitor’s CEO here. 

Their confidence was clear.

‘In that case, I’ll show them what success looks like. Just wait and see.’

This small provocation ignited her determination.

‘Now I can finally create the kind of game I’ve always wanted to.’

Though, the instigator of her resolve had no such intentions.

***

“[Dreamteller pats you on the back for your hard work on the broadcast.]”

“Thank you, Constellation. Without your power, this broadcast wouldn’t have even been possible.”

From changing the Demon Lord’s face to crafting the background and PVs, it was all made possible by the power of dreams.

Even the upcoming game’s first event—“Commemoration of the Soul Festival”—a horror-themed special, was only achievable through this divine gift.

…Come to think of it, our Constellation’s power is surprisingly versatile.

Back on Earth, many subculture games regularly communicated updates, news, and character introductions through broadcasts.

Since this world didn’t have such practices, he worried about the viewers’ reactions. 

But judging by the positive responses in the chat window, the broadcast had been a success.

The giveaway of pull resources, affectionately called “feed,” in the latter half of the broadcast played a significant role.

This established a path to continually use official broadcasts to reignite players’ love for the game and share new updates.

‘The merchandise promotion went well, too. We can expect significant sales there, right?’

Who knows? 

They might even hold offline events like pop-up stores or festivals.

If that happened, it wouldn’t just boost sales; it could recreate the subculture scene he had enjoyed in his previous life.

“[Dreamteller asks what kind of event you’re planning this time.]”

“An event? Nothing special, just something that lets players reminisce about their journey so far while enjoying new elements.”

On Earth, game companies often held events tied to seasonal holidays like Halloween or Christmas.

As Christmas drew closer, the carols and year-end atmosphere naturally brought a festive feeling.

While this world, the continent of Leyphania, lacked holidays like Christmas or Halloween, it had its own unique festivals.

He planned to leverage one of those to create a special atmosphere.

“[Dreamteller wonders if the Soul Festival event will feature pumpkins for a spooky vibe.]”

“No, I don’t think it’ll be like that.”

Leyphania’s Soul Festival might seem similar to Halloween at a glance but had entirely different origins.

Given the different historical context, there was no tradition of carving pumpkins.

“I want to design it with Leyphania’s unique charm… But how?”

He pondered deeply. 

Simply copying Earth’s Halloween was out of the question.

Still, it was a delightful dilemma.

Not only could he step away from the main story to utilize existing characters, but this time, it wasn’t a story he was forced to create under pressure. 

It was something he truly wanted to make.

Ding!

It was then.

“[Dreamteller stares intently at the notification, curious about who’s contacting you.]”

The message came from the Constellation of Wisdom.

Condolence: The Religious City in the Northern Region of the Academy City of Reyra.

As I stepped off the magical carriage, the cityscape of countless towering temples came into full view.

“Nice to meet you.”

A familiar-looking man greeted me warmly.

“I am Pater, the Fourth Apostle serving the Wisdom Constellation.”

It was Apostle Pater who had acted as the connection allowing me to meet the Wisdom Constellation.

“Good to meet you.”

Currently, my entire body was cloaked by the authority of dreams to prevent any risk of information leakage, so he did not recognize me.

Instead, he trembled slightly, trying to hide it—likely a reaction to the influence of the authority surrounding me.

“This way, please.”

I followed him, matching his pace.

—Pater again? Aren’t you working him too hard?

If I hadn’t covered my face, things could have taken a strange turn if he recognized me.

[There wasn’t much choice, my Prince. He was the only one near Condolence.]

The Wisdom Goddess had conveyed her message to me.

He had located a Constellation submerged in the fourth sin, and the Apostle of that Constellation had already been contacted.

I was to go and verify the situation.

Since it was a day without academy classes, I had traveled to the neighboring city of Condolence.

While part of me wanted to abandon everything related to sin and work on the game I’d been longing to create, the threat of the ‘Abyss’ could arise at any moment.

Handling as many sins as possible and gaining allies was crucial.

—Lust, huh.

The sin corrupting the new god I was about to meet was Lust.

For a moment, I thought it was one of the sins tied to the Wisdom Goddess.

After all, she was plenty lascivious without needing any sin.

[Prince, don’t even think about doing anything strange with Lust. It’s not what you think.]

Following Apostle Pater, I arrived at a solemn temple.

[The Theft of Temperance]

Temperance—a virtue representing moderation in actions or behavior, also seen as the golden mean.

It was also the alias of one of the seven great heroes, the god of the dark elves.

“This way, please.”

Pater guided me to the back door of the temple.

“Nice to meet you. I am Sapira, the First Apostle of Temperance.”

A pure white elf with an air of divinity and mystery greeted me warmly.

“I’ll take my leave now,” Pater said before stepping away.

I followed Sapira as she led me deeper into the temple’s underground.

She exuded a maternal gentleness, fitting the word “saint” in every sense—both in appearance and atmosphere.

“I’ve heard from the Wisdom Constellation. You’re here to solve the issue in our sect.”

“…That’s right.”


Had the Wisdom Goddess arranged everything well?

“But I’m not aware of any major issues within our sect. What exactly do you mean by ‘problem’?”

Apparently, she hadn’t explained it as thoroughly as I’d hoped.

Constellation?

Why did you leave me hanging?

How could I explain this?

The god you serve has been infected by a strange alien entity, and I need to treat it through a game.

…No one would believe such a ridiculous explanation!

“…It’s hard to explain.”

“Well, I can’t blindly believe you, but the Wisdom Constellation has helped us a lot, so I’ll hear you out.”

She sat across from me at a reception sofa with a small table between us.

“Feel free to ask anything. I’ll answer everything.”

Ah, as expected of the Wisdom Constellation!

I knew I could rely on her!

Unlike someone who tries to solve everything through brute force…


“There’s no need to answer.”

I activated my authority.

“I’ll confirm it myself.”

With that, my consciousness entered her memories.

“Hey! I told you not to do that!”

“B-but…”

…?

The first memory I saw was of a timid-looking dark elf boy being scolded by a mischievous white elf girl.



 
  Chapter 58: Balaclava


The elven banquet hall was as extravagant as any human noble’s ballroom.

Though it was crafted with the unique aesthetic of the elves, it was far removed from the primitive, nature-loving architectural styles that humans often imagined when thinking of elves living within trees.

High Elves.

A superior race that only a select few elves, born of special bloodlines, could achieve after reaching adulthood and undergoing their awakening.

They were the traditional ruling class of elven society, a distinguished group set apart from ordinary elves.

Ordinary elves had lived harmoniously with nature in undeveloped environments until the modern age of the continent. 

In contrast, the High Elves had ruled like aristocrats even in those ancient times, indulging in luxury and decadence.

“Senator, greetings!”

“Well, well, if it isn’t our dear Senator Trudia! How have you been?”

The sight before me, reconstructed from the memories of the Apostle of Decorum’s dreams, was a grand and splendid banquet prepared exclusively for the High Elves.

Although much had changed now, elven society in the past was governed by an aristocratic senate led by a handful of High Elves.

After the line of the ancient Elven Queen was broken, the High Elf families had taken control of governance.

In the banquet hall, High Elves affiliated with the senate mingled, engaging in light conversations.

However, among the white-skinned elves, a dark-skinned Dark Elf woman stood out starkly.

“Just looking at her makes me sick. A Dark Elf should be working in the cotton fields, not holding a position of power.”

“A Dark Elf tribune, of all things… What was the consul thinking?”

“Who knows? It’s the Primera family’s doing, so we have no choice but to trust their judgment.”

The Dark Elf appeared to hold a special office akin to that of a senator, but she was ostracized in the banquet hall.

No one approached her, and no one spoke to her.

Across the hall, a section had been set up to entertain and care for the children of the High Elves.

“Catch me if you can!”

“If I catch you, you’re toast!”

…This scene felt strangely familiar, reminiscent of something I had seen during my time as an arcanist.

Whether elves or humans, some things didn’t seem so different.

Amid the children, the protagonist of this dream—an elven girl—stood out, wielding a toy sword and leading a group of other children.

“I, Sephira Primera, command you! Follow me!”

“Hurrah!”

As elves lived in a matriarchal society, it wasn’t unusual for the girl to exude the aura of a street boss.

But…

Is this girl the same elf I met before?

The serene, gentle, and compassionate elf I knew… had been such a mischievous child?

The revelation was quite shocking.

“Bring the enemy general!”

At her command, her subordinate elves grabbed a dark-skinned elven boy huddled in the corner and dragged him forward.

“Stop it! Don’t do this!”

The boy struggled desperately, but his frail body couldn’t escape the grip of the sturdy High Elf girls.

“Ugh!”

The girls forced the boy to kneel.

“Enemy General Gaizerus, raise your head!”

The boy, weak and unable to resist even girls of the same age, seemed fragile.

Yet, he would one day become the hero who abolished the widespread discrimination against Dark Elves and the constellation consumed by the sin of lust that I now had to confront.

“Hey! Russ!”

Bang!

With a loud crash, the door burst open, kicked by the girl.

The force, surprising for someone so small and light, was formidable but not unbelievable, considering she was an elf of a special bloodline.

“You!”

“…What?”

The Dark Elf boy, Gaizerus, who had been quietly reading a book, turned his head.

“You tattled, didn’t you!”

The girl stormed toward him with a furious expression.

“…I only told the truth.”

“That’s tattling! Hey, come here!”

“W-wait! Uwah!”

She tackled the boy, knocking him to the ground beneath her.

“That’s it! You need to be taught a lesson!”

“Ow, ow, ow! That hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt, you snitch!”

…I could hardly believe that the Apostle I had just met was such a fiery troublemaker as a child.

And that weak boy… was he really Gaizerus?

The conqueror who unified the elves under his rule and held the entire race beneath his feet?

I couldn’t even begin to fathom what had transpired between then and now.

“Hmph! Do you know what will happen if I tell my mother? You’d better behave!”

Gaizerus’ mother was the first-ever Dark Elf tribune.

Given the extreme discrimination against Dark Elves in elven culture at the time, achieving such a position seemed almost impossible.

However, the influence of Primera—head of one of the three great High Elf families and the ruling consul at the time—had made it possible.

From Primera’s perspective, the title of “Tribune from the Dark Elves” was nothing more than a tool to placate their discontent. 

The individual bearing the title was of little importance, as they could easily be replaced.

Thus, at this point in time, Gaizerus was likely in no position to truly rebel against that girl.

“Your house doesn’t have anything like this, does it?”

From the perspective of the girl, Saphira Primera, he was probably just an amusing toy to play with.

“You, spring cotton tastes good.”

Though awkward, it seemed like an attempt to express affection in her own clumsy way.

Perhaps it was Saphira’s preference for the boy that led to Gaizerus’s mother being selected as the Dark Elf tribune.

But no matter how one thought about it, imagining this situation playing out exactly as recorded in history seemed far-fetched.

What on earth has happened here?

I didn’t have to wonder for long.

***

Behind the main building of the Elven Council,

A group of five or six Dark Elf women, their already dark faces concealed beneath black masks, quietly slipped into the shadows.

“Has everyone arrived?”

The one who seemed to be their leader asked, and the others nodded silently.

“Good. Let’s reconfirm our objective. As discussed in the briefing earlier, our group, Baraclava, is here to deliver a blow to those white pigs who exploit our brethren and live off the spoils.”

Each of them checked their black weapons once more.

“To ensure they can’t ignore our demands, we will capture a special individual. Is that clear?”

More silent nods from the dark figures.

“Good. Remember: beware of anything white, and always act unpredictably. Let’s move! Get those bloated asses moving!”

The group melted into the shadows, blending seamlessly with the darkness.

They navigated the Council’s security systems with ease, infiltrating the interior without detection.

Although the building was heavily guarded by Elven sentinels, none of them could spot the intruders, whose forms were as black as shadows themselves.

***

Deep within the Council building,

The Dark Elves reached a children’s playroom.

“Damn it! It’s way too bright in here!”

One of them, stepping out of the shadows, shielded their eyes from the dazzling sight.

“What? Were you expecting their lair to be dark, idiot?”

The leader, also stepping out, smirked as they spotted a young girl sitting atop a black-haired Elven boy.

“Found her.”

“There’s only one girl here?”

“One is enough.”

…!

“W-wait! Move aside!”

“What? Are you going to snitch again? Not this time!”

“No, that’s not it!”


“Eh? Eh?”

The boy summoned extraordinary strength to push the girl off him.

Then, he stood in front of her, shielding her from the intruders.

“You’ve got good instincts.”

The dark silhouettes approached him, their presence radiating an ominous power. The boy gulped nervously.

“This is a playroom for the children of Council members. Who are you people?”

Intruders.

That much was certain.

Judging by their masked faces, they were not here with good intentions. Nor had they entered through legitimate means.

‘I have to buy time.’

There were plenty of guards outside. The problem was that this unnecessarily extravagant building had a soundproofing system so perfect that even shouting wouldn’t alert them.

The only hope was for Saphira to run and fetch the guards.

***

“Hm.”

The leader tilted her head, as though annoyed by the boy’s words.

“You look just like one of us, yet your speech and actions are no different from those white bastards.”

Swoosh.

“Ahhh!”

A Dark Elf emerged from the shadow behind Saphira, restraining her and covering her mouth.

“S-Saphira!”


“It seems you’ve been brainwashed by the whites. Don’t worry. We’ll restore you to your rightful state.”

“What are you talking about—?!”

Thud!

The boy’s vision began to blur.

That was his last memory in the Council.



 
  Chapter 59: Kidnapping


Thud!

The massive doors to the main hall of the Senate slammed shut.

“Since everyone seems to be here, let us commence the emergency measures meeting.”

Two chairs occupied the highest seats of honor in the hall, prepared for the two Consuls.

The elf woman seated on the left side announced the start of the session.

“I shall now introduce the topic of today’s meeting. Last night, there was a breach within the Senate.”

The room fell silent as the voice of Primera, the head of her house and one of the ruling Consuls, commanded the attention of every elf present.

“The intruders bypassed all security and infiltrated the children’s shelter located within the main Senate building. Most of the children were fortunately absent, but two were abducted. The kidnappers, calling themselves Baraclava, sent us a manifesto.”

Snap.

With a flick of her fingers, a large screen materialized, displaying a yellowed piece of paper scrawled with hurried handwriting.

“‘We have taken the children. If you want them back unharmed, comply with our demands. First…’”

As Primera read the demands, her hand trembled slightly with anger.

“Outrageous!”

“How dare they! We granted them freedom from slavery, and they repay us with this insolence!”

“We must deploy our forces immediately and crush them!”

“Silence! I have not yet finished explaining the situation!”

Her sharp tone restored order to the hall.

“Baraclava is presumed to be a group of dark elves. According to our trackers, they have fled to the underground city of Darkhood.”

“Darkhood? That slum?”

“Isn’t tracking them there nearly impossible?”

“This just became a lot more complicated.”

“Today’s agenda is to discuss countermeasures. Those with proposals, raise your hands to request the floor.”

The session erupted into a flurry of voices, each presenting different ideas.

“First, ensuring the hostages’ safety is paramount. Let us feign compliance with their demands to buy time and assess the children’s condition.”

“How do you propose we locate the hostages?”

“They’re in Darkhood, aren’t they? That criminal hive doesn’t even show up in our records!”

“Why not enlist the cooperation of the dark elves? We’ve implemented several policies favorable to them recently. Surely they’ll assist us.”

“Those dim-witted dark elves? They’ll just stab us in the back!”

“What if the hostages come to harm? We should meet some of the demands to initiate a hostage exchange. We don’t need to rescue both, anyway. One of the children is a black elf, so there’s little risk involved.”

“That’s preposterous!”

“Agreeing to criminals’ demands? Are you even fit to be a senator?”

Among the cacophony of voices, one proposal garnered the most support.

“Send the army in and wipe them out!”

“Exactly! There’s no reason to leave such a lawless zone standing!”

“There’s no guarantee that Baraclava won’t re-emerge in the future. We must cut this off at the root.”

As the heated debate unfolded, Primera, presiding over the meeting, felt her insides churn with frustration.

“You don’t look well,” remarked a green-haired elf sitting beside her.

It was Axilla Artery, head of another great house and Primera’s fellow Consul.

“You’re worried, aren’t you?”

Axilla asked with a sly smile.

“…No,” Primera replied, forcing her emotions under control. As a representative of the High Elves and the Senate, she could not let her personal feelings show.

“I’m simply furious at these criminals who dare to disrespect us High Elves.”

“Indeed! How dare they mock us!”

Axilla’s smile widened, her words laced with venom.

“We should crush them immediately, don’t you think? Those filthy criminals.”

Her beautiful, delicate face—adorned with the fair skin and elegant features typical of a High Elf—twisted into a chillingly predatory expression.

***

Somewhere in the underground city of Darkhood

“Ugh!”

“That hurts!”

A white elf girl and a black elf boy were shoved into a damp, cold room.

“So, this is the one who was inside the white bastards’ tower?”

“W-who are you…”

An elderly dark elf began inspecting the boy’s body with a scrutinizing gaze.

“I hear there’s a newly appointed dark elf tribune. This one must be her child.”

“Then why bring this kid? He’s useless for threatening them.”

“Our comrade’s behavior has become far too similar to those white pigs. We brought this one here to fix that mindset—to undo their brainwashing.”

“Hmm…”

The dark elves inspected the boy and the girl as if licking them with their eyes.

“What do you want from us?” the boy demanded, shielding the girl behind him.

“Look at that.”

“So, we’re acting like the white ones now?”

“It’ll take some time before the white pigs respond to our message anyway. Isn’t this a fitting pastime until then?”

“Hmm… well, that’s true. I like it.”

As the dark elves approached with a menacing air, the girl pushed the boy behind her.

“You idiot, Rus! You’re weaker than me, so who do you think you’re going to protect?”

Shielding the boy, the girl stepped forward and drew a toy sword from her pocket.

“I am Safira Primera, heir to the Primera family! Do you even know who you’re dealing with right now? Do you know who my mother is?”

The tip of her sword trembled.

“Oh, we know very well, little white lady. Isn’t she the most powerful elf leader?”

“You… you know that?”

Fwoosh!

In a blink, the dark elf moved swiftly. 

She knocked the girl’s sword out of her hand, silencing her by covering her mouth and grabbing her firmly.

“Sorry, missy, but this isn’t the upper district. The strange and boring logic of the white ones doesn’t work here.”

“Let Safira go!”

The dark elf boy charged at them but was effortlessly subdued.

“I don’t get it, kid. Wasn’t this white brat bullying you? That’s what it looked like when we first saw you, and even just now. So why are you trying to save her?”

“B-because what you’re doing isn’t right!”

“…Well, look at this. This kid’s really brainwashed. Never thought I’d hear the words ‘right thing’ from a dark elf.”

“Looks like we’ll need to reprogram him quickly.”

The leader smirked, crouching to meet the boy’s gaze.

“Hey, kid. Let’s make a deal.”

“…?”

“We’ll accept you as one of us.”

“…Why would I join you?”

“We’ll throw her in as part of the deal.”

“What?”

“If you pass our training and tests and become one of us, we’ll let this brat go free.”

“…How can I believe that?”

These were criminals who had broken into the Senate building to kidnap a child. 

Even if they were dark elves like him, there was no way he could trust strangers like this.

“What are you going to do if you don’t believe us?”

The leader grabbed the girl by the neck and lifted her into the air.

“Guh!”

The girl clawed at the leader’s hand, struggling to break free, but her strength was no match.


“Safira!”

“You need to know who holds the blade. If you’re not sure, don’t gamble on the outcome. Remember that.”

“Let Safira go, you villain!”

“So, are you going to accept or not?”

“I’ll accept! I’ll accept!”

The leader’s white teeth gleamed as she smirked, contrasting with her dark skin.

Thud!

The girl fell to the floor with a thump, landing on her backside.

“Cough! Cough!”

“Are you okay, Safira?”

“You… idiot, Rus. Why would you agree to a criminal’s demands?”

“We had no choice. Just wait a bit. I’ll figure something out.”

The boy stood up with a determined look on his face.

“I’ll accept your deal, but I have conditions.”

“Do you think you’re in a position to make demands?”

“This condition shouldn’t be a problem for you. Besides, it’s in your best interest if I’m more cooperative.”

“…What is it you want?”

“Until I complete the training and tests, ensure her safety. Give her enough food and look after her.”

“You want us to care for this white thing? Why?”

“Didn’t you take her as a hostage anyway? You need to ensure the hostage’s safety. Besides, if she’s safe, I’ll be able to focus on becoming one of you.”

The boy forced a smile and added, “Didn’t you say, ‘If you’re not sure, don’t gamble’? So, how about it? Is this a sure bet now?”

“…You’re getting a bit darker already.”

“Fine.”

The leader turned and headed for the door.


“Your condition is accepted. But don’t forget, kid. That condition only holds as long as you keep up with the training, no matter what it is.”

Bang!

The leader’s hearty laughter echoed as the heavy door closed.

Click.

It locked behind her.



 
  Chapter 60: Education


Thud!

“Ack!”

The boy was thrown back from the captain’s strike.

“I told you, rule number one…”

“Always move unpredictably. I know. I haven’t forgotten.”

The boy wiped the blood from his lips and rose to his feet.

“Ahhh!”

He steadied his stance and charged at the captain once more.

“I’ll say it again, move unpredictably… what?!”

The captain aimed a kick at the boy with a motion similar to before, but this time, the boy ducked just in time, narrowly evading the attack.

“Heh heh! Rule number three! Deceive your opponent cunningly!”

The boy had charged repeatedly in the same manner, lulling the captain into expecting the same move. 

When her guard loosened, he changed his pattern, successfully dodging her strike.

“Take this!”

The boy’s soft fist almost reached the captain’s chest.

Grab.

“Urk!”

The captain’s palm seized the boy’s face mid-strike.

“If you’re going to do something, leave no gaps. Your finish was sloppy.”

Struggling in her grip, the boy eventually slumped to the ground with a thud.

“This isn’t about being sloppy! Why are you using magic?!”

The boy was indignant. After countless failed attempts, he’d finally created an opening. 

His success was almost guaranteed, yet she had moved in a way that defied expectations.

There was no doubt about it—this wasn’t ordinary movement. 

She had used magic.

“That’s cheating!”

The wager was simple: if he could touch her chest even once with pure physical ability, the training would end immediately, and he could take the test to join their ranks.

If he passed quickly, he could liberate Saphira sooner. 

So, the boy had accepted the challenge.

But now, at the brink of success, she used magic—essentially denying his victory.

“I never said I wouldn’t use magic.”

“What?”

“I told you, don’t bet on something unless you’re certain.”

“…You never intended to let me win this wager, did you?”

“Of course not.”

“You… you mean-spirited!”

The captain smirked as the boy charged at her in frustration, flailing his arms wildly.

It was true she hadn’t planned to lose the wager, but it was also true she hadn’t intended to use magic.

At the last moment, just as his hand was about to touch her, her body instinctively accelerated with magic.

It had happened unconsciously, a testament to the sharpness and ferocity of his attack.

‘His combat instincts and tactical sense surpass even his peers raised in Darkhood. If he refines his magic control and gains a bit more combat experience, he could become an immediate asset.’

Considering he wasn’t raised in Darkhood but in the sheltered surface world, and that he was a frail male elf, his talent was extraordinary.

‘Though unintended, perhaps I’m witnessing the rebirth of a Shadow Elf.’

In ancient times, when Dark Elves and regular Elves stood as equals, there were tales of Shadow Elves, a superior race among the Dark Elves.

Interestingly, unlike most elves where females were stronger, Shadow Elves were known for their powerful males.

Much like the boy growing rapidly before her eyes.

“…Still, the report is late.”

The contact from someone stationed on the surface was delayed.

Could something have happened?

‘Perhaps trusting that white one was a mistake.’

The captain frowned slightly.

“Ouch! That hurts! Old lady, be gentle!”

“Tsk. Why is such a frail boy so reckless with his body?”

A wizened Dark Elf woman clicked her tongue, applying ointment to the boy’s wounds.

“…This time, I really had a chance.”

If only she hadn’t used magic, I would have won.

The boy swallowed the rest of his complaint.

“No matter how intense the training, you mustn’t overuse your body. Around here, your body is your greatest asset.”

“Ow! I said it hurts! Be gentler, old lady!”

“Do you know how I’ve lived to this age?”

“…I wouldn’t know.”

The boy glanced at her wrinkled skin.

Even though elves aged slowly, the sheer number of wrinkles on her face was a first for him.

“By never breaking survival rules. Always watch your back, and if there’s no way out, accept it quickly…”

“Stop it! Stop it! I know! I already memorized it during the lessons!”

The residents of the underground city, who seemed incapable of reading a single line of text, were obsessively fixated on survival principles.

Even a boy who enjoyed studying was thoroughly fed up.

“Especially at your age, when your body is still fragile and underdeveloped, you have to be even more cautious.”

“…I get it. But if I want to free her sooner, I have no choice.”

“Her? Why? She seems to be doing just fine, even if she’s not acting like a typical white one.”

Safira Primera was still technically a hostage. 

She wasn’t allowed to leave freely and was constantly monitored, but her adaptability and personality, which the underground city residents found likable, helped her quickly integrate and get along with the locals.

“I know. But Saphira is just pretending to be strong.”

Hearing that the boy had returned from his lessons, a girl who was looking for him crept up quietly, intending to ambush him from behind. 

However, upon hearing her name mentioned, she froze in place.

She swiftly hid behind a wall.

“Pretending to be strong?”

“At night, when no one can hear, she cries softly. She probably doesn’t want to show her vulnerability.”

As the heir to the Primera family, Saphira felt obligated to display strength.

She couldn’t afford to appear weak to the inhabitants of this world.

The girl, who had been kidnapped at such a young age, was silently enduring hardships and fears that she had never faced before.

“And what about you? Aren’t you in the same boat? Dragged to an unfamiliar place at your age, getting beaten every day—it’s probably worse for you.”

“No, my situation is different. I’m dark-skinned. She’s white.”

This was a place populated solely by dark elves.

Saphira, a high elf, was an outsider who had grown up in a protected environment.

It was impossible for her to adapt fully in such hostile surroundings.

“That’s why I have to protect her.”


!!!

The girl hiding behind the wall widened her eyes.

“…Stupid Russ.”

Who was protecting whom here?

“You’re pushing yourself to complete your lessons just for that reason?”

“I want to get her out of here as quickly as possible.”

“…Ugh, how romantic of you.”

Of course, the boy’s reasoning was slightly different from what the girl or the old woman thought.

‘The precious heir of the Primera family has been kidnapped. The sole successor.’

Given the unique traits of the elf race, which rarely bore multiple offspring, Saphira was the only child of the Primera family and thus an incredibly valuable asset.

Although no significant action had been observed for weeks, it was impossible that nothing was happening behind the scenes.

‘The elders, who feel that their authority is being mocked by the dark elves, won’t stay silent. If the family head can’t act decisively, they might even deploy the military to raze this place to the ground.’

If that happened, not only would the mother’s position, maintained under the Primera family’s protection, be at risk, but the lives of the girl and himself could also be in jeopardy.

He had shared these concerns with the leader, only to receive a curt response:

“It’s none of your business. Do you think you’re one of us already?”

Even the dark elves he had befriended during his time here weren’t much different in attitude.

In the end, the best course of action was to quickly complete his education and tests, earn their acknowledgment, and help Saphira escape and return home.

“Stupid Russ!”

Whoosh!

The unique, refreshing scent of a female elf filled his nostrils.

The girl had darted out from behind the wall and hugged him tightly from behind.

“Did you get beaten up again?”

“…I didn’t just get beaten today.”


“Yeah, right. For every hit you land, you probably take a hundred. You can’t even beat me!”

“Are you worried about me?”

“What? Of course not! Why would I be worried? I just don’t want my toy to get broken by those weirdos! How ridiculous!”

The girl flapped her arms, her face flushed red, at his sudden question.

“Ah, young love,” the old woman muttered with a smile as she watched their exchange.



 
  Chapter 61: Axilla Artree


Months had passed since he was kidnapped into this dark, gloomy underground.

The Dark Elf boy, Gaizerus, was, as usual, being beaten under the guise of training by the leader of the Dark Elf clan, Baraclava.

“How long… must I endure… this?”

Thought Gaizerus was being pushed back by the leader’s relentless attacks, he managed to unleash sharp counterattacks in between.

“It’s supposed to be just training!”

Clang!

Because of this, even the leader couldn’t proceed with the sparring as effortlessly as he intended.

“Do you… wish to take the test?”

“Yes. I’ve had enough of training.”

Gaizerus gripped his training club tightly. 

As he focused his mind, a brilliant energy flowed along the weapon. 

It was unmistakable—the blade aura, a symbol of a true swordsman.

The leader closed his eyes for a moment.

“A boy who didn’t even know how to hold a sword a mere 100 days ago has mastered blade aura to a level comparable to an expert’s upper ranks.”

The growth was unbelievable compared to when Gaizerus had first been dragged into this underground.

“Even though the Elven race is blessed with innate magic, their excessively long lifespan often makes their growth slower than humans. But this boy is different.”

Even the greatest sword prodigies of the human nations couldn’t grow this quickly. 

Not even her—the unofficial strongest member of Darkhood.

“Perhaps this boy truly is…”

Opening his eyes, the leader extended his staff forward.

“Do you think you’re ready for the test?”

“Of course.”

Energy flowed from the leader’s staff, covering it in the shape of a blade.

“Then strike this down.”

After a brief glance at the leader’s face, Gaizerus raised his aura-infused club and struck with all his might.

Crack!

“What?!”

But instead, Gaizerus’ club was shattered. His face froze in shock.

“Not yet, it seems.”

The leader sighed inwardly.

“I’m sorry, but until you can cut through blade aura, you’ll need more training.”

Betrayal had turned the situation above ground into a nightmare. 

Attempts to assassinate the traitors had backfired, leaving them hopeless. 

If things continued like this, their clan wouldn’t just face annihilation—they’d be utterly wiped out within a few years.

While waiting idly, this boy, once thought to be mere amusement, had somehow become the future hope of their entire clan.

“Until you surpass me… it cannot end.”

It was then that the leader resolved to shape Gaizerus into the new king of the Dark Elves, no matter what.

Bang!

“Leader! We have an emergency!”

A Baraclava member barged in, slamming the door open.

“Do you want to break the door? We barely have the resources to fix it.”

“S-sorry! I’ll handle it later, but this isn’t the time for that!”

“What’s going on?”

“The Whites have invaded with an army!”

“…What?”

A chill ran through the leader’s entire body. 

His head felt like it was on fire.

Impossible. 

The Whites, who so obsessively followed their formalities, couldn’t possibly move so quickly. 

It took them years to mobilize their forces, even under the best circumstances!

The leader scanned his surroundings. 

If the invasion was true, there was no time to waste.

“Kid. Did you say you wanted to take the test?”

“…Huh?”

“Go to the old woman. Now.”

“The old woman?”

“Yes. She’ll give you the test you’re looking for.”

“But what is going on—”

“No time! Do you want to get out of here? Then move!”

With that, the leader gave a curt nod and dashed toward the upper levels with his subordinate, heading for the connection between the underground city and the surface.

How far did they run?

“Is everyone here?”

“Of course, Leader.”

“You said the Whites have invaded.”

“Those arrogant pigs dared to step foot here. Let’s show them what reality looks like.”

A group of Baraclava members, numbering in the dozens, had gathered.

“Ah, yes. They dared to send an army here.”

Before them lay the entrance to the surface, where an Elven vanguard was blasting through the doorway.

“You must be the Baraclava.”

The elf at the forefront, dressed in extravagant robes, asked arrogantly.

“Surrender immediately. You are accused of terrorism against the Senate and the abduction of young sprouts. You will be taken into custody.”

“Apologies… Actually, no, not sorry at all, my lord. This is Dark Elf territory. By the Apaturehet Treaty signed after the Civil War, no Elf is allowed to set foot here.”

“Foolish nonsense. This is an operation by the Senate’s Capital Defense Forces. The treaty with the Dark Elves is void.”

“This won’t do. We’ll have to teach you your place.”

Tensions rose as both sides drew their weapons.

“Attack! Wipe them out!”

“Let’s go! Show those white pigs what this place is!”

Clank, clank.

A High Elf with narrowed eyes, clad in ornate armor, stepped forward through the ranks.


Several advisors followed behind her.

“Are you telling me we can’t breach their defenses?”

“My apologies, Dictator. Their resistance is too fierce. Among them is even a Sword Master. Our Capital Defense Corps Commander tried to face them but was decapitated in a single strike…”

“Hmm…”

Aksila Atris, who had been granted emergency powers as the sole dictator after the mysterious incapacitation of the other consul, let out a cold sigh.

“We can’t breach their defenses, even with our Sword Masters?”

“T-that’s right. Since word spread about the commander’s death in one move, other commanders have been rushing to apply for leave…”

“Ha.”

A Sword Master was a being so powerful that even several ranks below them would struggle to pose a challenge. 

Only someone of equal standing could hope to fight them.

With the battlefield limiting mages and spirit summoners, Sword Masters were crucial to suppressing such enemies. 

But instead, they fled.

What useless, lazy, and cowardly pigs.

They flaunted their title of Sword Master, only to avoid the dangers of the battlefield.

No wonder I’ve risen to this position.

No choice then.

Though I wanted to hide my strength…

“In that case, I’ll take care of it.”

“…What? I must have misheard.”

Aksila drew her own blade, handed to her by an attendant.

“I said I’ll handle it myself.”

There was no choice but to reveal and use it.

“Instead, you have to block anyone from coming in. Got it?”

Entrance to the Underground City

“Hah. They just keep coming endlessly.”

“Is everyone still alive?”

“I think I’m dead, boss…”

“Judging by the way you’re talking, you’re still fine.”

They exchanged meaningless banter to ease the tension of battle, but that moment didn’t last long.

Boom!

Someone broke through the barricade and landed right in the middle of their defense line.

“Who’s there?!”

One person?

Did they send a master after realizing sheer numbers weren’t enough?

The Baraklav soldiers heightened their vigilance.

“It’s been a while.”

The intruder removed their helmet.

“…You.”

The captain’s face twisted upon seeing her face.

“What kind of nerve does a traitor have to crawl in here? All dolled up like that.”

Axila only smiled faintly, her eyes narrowing.

“My apologies. I meant to contact you sooner, but there were some complications up above.”

Her once pale face had darkened to match the dusky skin of the Baraklav.

“Ha. I won’t fall for your sugar-coated lies anymore. We already know you betrayed us, took control of the Council, and started a war to wipe this place out.”

“Oh? Is that so?”

Axila glanced around casually.

“For someone who figured out I betrayed you, it doesn’t seem like you predicted my movements very well.”

“You probably didn’t expect me to mobilize an army this quickly, did you? Always act unpredictably. Isn’t that what you taught me?”

“You…!”

The captain’s expression stiffened for a moment.

“Ah… I see. A Shadow Elf, huh?”

Bang!

The captain lunged with lightning speed, his sword striking with force, but Axila’s blade deflected it effortlessly.

“…Tch!”

“Captain, did you already forget? You told me never to act without certainty. Isn’t that what you taught me?”

Though the captain’s strikes were fierce, they couldn’t pierce through Axila’s blade.

“You also told me something else. That a hybrid, a mix of different bloodlines, can surpass pure bloodlines in greatness and strength.”

Axila’s blade grew larger.

“Far superior to the insignificant High Elves and Dark Elves.”

Clang!

With a powerful thrust, Axila forced the captain to leap back.


“Trash like you can’t beat me.”

“Damn it.”

Following the captain’s hand signal, all the Baraklav soldiers charged at Axila in formation.

“And that’s why lowly creatures like you are nothing but fodder to me.”

Crack!



 
  Chapter 62: Horror game


The glimpse into Saphira the Apostle’s memories came to an end.

From her birth as a highborn High Elf to her struggles in the underground city, her eventual escape, her victory over Axila, and that shocking final chapter—everything was laid bare.

I understood it all now. Why she became an apostle, how the Dark Elf, Gaizerus, who had once perished, managed to ascend to become a celestial being.

“An artificial god, in a sense, though different from the laboratory director’s methods.”

This was a narrative far grander than anything I had woven into the games I created. 

An episode so poignant it could resonate deeply—if only it hadn’t been tainted by the celestial sin of [Lust].

I looked up and gazed at Apostle Saphira, seated across from me. 

Her wide, rounded eyes met mine, trembling slightly.

“Is that a power of yours… the ability to peer into memories?” she asked, her voice shaky.

“Did you come for me because of what I did?”

Thud!

She stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor.

“Because I spread Russ’s deeds and fostered faith in him, turning him into a god? Did you come to punish me for breaking such a taboo?”

…It seemed she had misunderstood my intentions.

After Gaizerus’s death—the Dark Elf who had fallen after that event—Saphira had desperately searched for ways to bring him back. 

She tried every forbidden magic, every ritual, every spell she could find, but each attempt failed.

In the end, she resorted to a final method: spreading Gaizerus’s deeds widely, making him a symbol of elven unity, and elevating his unwavering principle of Moderation to divine status. 

She succeeded in reviving him as a god.

But fate, in its cruel irony, intervened.

Gaizerus, reborn as a god, became consumed not by any other sin but by Lust. 

He transformed into an incarnation of unbridled desire, utterly indifferent to the mortal bonds of his past.

It was painfully ironic, considering the only intimate relationship he had ever experienced in life was with Saphira, on the eve of the final battle.

“I’ve already been punished!” 

Saphira sobbed. 

“My attempts with forbidden magic led to the worst possible outcome!”

Tears streamed down her face as she trembled with emotion, completely misunderstanding my presence as that of a divine messenger come to chastise her.

It was tragic. 

She had done nothing inherently wrong. 

Out of love, she had simply sought to revive him, publicizing his legacy and successfully bringing him back—only for him to become a mindless puppet of lust.

“You’ve got it all wrong,” I said finally.

“…What?”

“I didn’t come here with such intentions.”

Initially, my plan was just to purge the celestial sins and recruit more allies. 

But now…

“I came to restore him.”

I had seen the memories of their past, through the endlessly long and detailed recollections of the elves. 

After witnessing that, I couldn’t ignore it.

“I will bring him back to the god of moderation he once was, whole and pure.”

The truth was, I needed to rewrite this story—not as some sordid tale of lust but as a beautiful romance. 

It would resonate better with players, elevating the game’s narrative. 

And beyond the perspective of a game director, I simply detested the interference of those abyssal creatures.

Of course, boldly declaring my intentions to Apostle Saphira was one thing—actually achieving it was another. 

Removing a sin that had consumed a celestial being was no small feat.

Even divine entities couldn’t extract or destroy the parasitic concept that had infected their core. 

How could an ordinary human like me cleanse the celestial being of moderation, with whom I had no personal connection?

I sank into bed, wrestling with the dilemma.

In previous episodes, the sins were overcome in unique ways. 

[Sacrifice Overcoming Sloth] involved the character remembering their past and transcending it. 

The Demon Engineer resurrected his lost love, using that act to destroy the sin.

…But none of those were deliberate. 

They were mere coincidences, side effects of achieving other objectives within the story.

This was the first time I actively sought to purge a celestial being of their sin.

“Ugh!”

Frustrated, I tangled my hands in my hair.

The celestial being had mentioned that the god of moderation was among the many player-deities who supported our game. 

That meant he was an active player. Maybe I could use that somehow.

But no matter how much I thought about it, the solution eluded me.

How could I erase lust? 

How could I restore the celestial being of moderation?

Gaizerus’s lover wasn’t dead—in fact, it was her devotion that had brought him back. 

He had died for her sake, making the situation different from the Demon Engineer’s case. 

Nor was he trapped somewhere like the celestial being of wisdom; he was out there, indulging in his twisted desires with other goddesses.

Unlike those past cases, there was no clear way to fix this. 

The most plausible idea was to create a story that reconstructed his memories of life, showcasing his nobility and reminding him of who he once was. 

But even that wasn’t guaranteed to work.

And there was another problem: we weren’t at a point in development where we could release new story content. 

We were in the middle of a Memorial Festival and preparing for a horror event.

We had even announced the event on our official broadcast! 

Introducing new story content now was out of the question.

Which meant…

I either had to create new content specifically for the celestial being of moderation or somehow tie this issue into the horror event.

But how could a horror event possibly cleanse lust?

The idea was absurd…

“Wait a moment.”

“…Gugububgu.”

I see.


There was a way.

The lover isn’t dead but alive?

Then wouldn’t it work to create a tragedy, not a comedy, with that living lover?

A woman once loved but now estranged.

What’s the most devastating way to use her against the man?


The earth was full of textbooks already discovered by countless clever minds.

“Even if I turn your woman into nothing but scraps, will you still be ruled by lust?”

By various means, the woman of the Star of Thievery is taken away.

Until he’s disgusted by his lust.
Until he regains the nobility he once had.

If I create a fear just for him—

Would he still hold on to his lust then?

“I didn’t chicken out, so stop saying nonsense.”

“Then go in and clear it right now! Enter the Fear Event Mode, clear all objectives in ten minutes, and I’ll let you pick any position you want♡!”

“…You promised.”

The brown-skinned god with a dazed expression picked up the terminal that was lying nearby.

“Yeah~. You’ll never clear it~♥. It took me over an hour too~.”

He smirked as he watched the goddess babbling beside him, then activated a program on the terminal.

I’m the one who endured in that dark void.

A mere horror game?

Even if it’s virtual reality, there’s no way I’d be afraid of something like that.

Paak!

The power of dreams enveloped him.

Though he could have shaken off the power with sheer will, he quietly accepted it.

Come to think of it, when I endured that darkness, wasn’t I able to because I wasn’t alone?

Who was it?

My memory’s too hazy to see clearly.

Someone was with me, helping me endure…

Who was it again?

Probably just some useless girl.

A mere girl isn’t that important anyway.

He logged into the [Akashic Archive], flipping through various screens and stories he wasn’t interested in.

Initially, he had entered the virtual reality to indulge in some explicit escapades, but he had grown bored of it and rarely logged in anymore.

Stories had piled up, but he skipped them all and entered the newly added Fear Mode.

Explanations?

Who cares?

What’s there to explain about fear?

He even ignored the NPC explaining the event. Before him stretched an endless darkness.

Just darkness?

Trying to scare a dark elf with darkness?

He chuckled, stepping forward.

“You see this and lick your lips? What a shameless harlot.”

Creak, creak.

“T-that’s not it! This is because of your sorcery!”

The sound and smell—familiar.
It was his favorite thing.

“You act strong, but your body is already drenched below. Is it filled with anticipation?”

“I don’t want this… Help me… Russ’s…”


Normally, he would have barged in between the man and woman, indulging in their chaos.

“…What is this?”

But the smell didn’t delight him at all.

The sound, which once excited him so much, now felt repulsive.

“What is this!”

It only stirred his irritation and discomfort.



 
  Chapter 63: Half of Success


I entered the developer mode of the dream world that forms the [Akashic Archive] and observed the game situation hosted by the constellation [Thief].

Unlike the horror mode created for other players, his version of the game included custom-made horrors tailored specifically for him.

It revolved around creating stories of betrayal involving his past connection and current apostle, Safira.

Of course, in reality, she hadn’t lain with another man.

On the contrary, even while [Thief] frolicked with other goddesses in the divine realm, she had distanced herself from other men, waiting patiently for his return all those years.

According to the story from the former constellation [Sacrifice], Safira knew that the events happening here were just a game. 

Yet, she couldn’t help but become emotionally immersed as if it were real.

Perhaps that’s why her sins could be absolved.

If [Thief] could genuinely accept the humiliating scenarios involving Safira in this world and rediscover his feelings of love for her, perhaps it might purge his lustful desires.

Using the authority of dreams, I added dramatic effects to the illusions he witnessed.

“No! I already have someone I love!”

“Ah, come on! Come here!”

His head felt like it was burning.

“Please, not there…!”

“You say that, but this part of you is honest!”

His heart pounded wildly.

“Not inside…!”

“Here we go!”

His teeth ground together.

Crunch.

The constellation [Thief Consumed by Lust] couldn’t comprehend his current state.

Since ascending as a constellation, he had lived immersed in lust, but he had never felt such emotions.

For centuries, he had drowned in the scent of goddesses and indulgence.

But now, the excitement he felt wasn’t the usual heady pleasure—it was a frustration, an anger.

The recurring illusion ended and shifted into a new one.

Illusion after illusion unfolded, each more vivid than the last.

A bald-headed boy, a potbellied man, a tanned dark elf with golden hair, a scrawny man with glasses, and muscular beastmen.

Countless men appeared and defiled the woman.

But the woman herself never changed.

A high elf with golden hair and a dignified appearance.

Someone faintly buried in his memories, obscured by the scents of other goddesses and ignored until now.

Why?

Why did she bother him so much?

Was it simply because other men defiled her?

Was he feeling… jealousy?

No, that couldn’t be it.

How many gods and goddesses had he shared in wild revelries during his time in the heavens?

Sharing goddesses with others was routine.

It made no sense to feel anger just because one woman was taken by another.

Then why?

What was this gnawing feeling inside him?

Even as the bewildered [Thief] wrestled with his emotions, the illusions continued without pause.

Through brainwashing, drugs, hypnosis, coercion, and threats, the woman was subjected to countless humiliations by other men.

Yet, at the end of each illusion, she held a small doll close to her chest and wiped away her tears.

A doll precious to her, crafted by the boy she loved during her childhood in the underworld, when she had been trapped and waiting for hope.

“…”

An inexplicable surge of emotion filled him, and his heart felt like it would burst.

The anguish was unbearable.

He couldn’t watch anymore.

The trembling hand of [Thief] searched for the logout button to end the game.

He had stormed into this horror mode, thinking he’d force his way to the clear zone beyond it, but now none of that mattered.

“Drugs…”

He needed drugs.

Anything to erase these unbearable feelings and return to the comforting haze of hallucinations.

“…There’s nothing?”

No matter how much he searched, the logout button was gone.

It had always been prominently displayed in the game menu, but now it was as if someone had carved it out, leaving an empty void.

“No… no!”

[Thief]’s pupils quivered.

“No!”

It was a conspiracy.

Someone was toying with him.

How dare they trap him in this game and force him to watch such vile scenes?

[Thief] summoned his divine powers.

He would tear this world apart with sheer force.

Could they still persist with such indignities under the might of a god?

Ding.

At that moment, an unfamiliar wave swept over his body.

“What…?”

For the first time, he felt a force unlike anything from this world.

As the wave touched him, his divine power was temporarily erased.

His godly authority had been completely sealed.

Now returned to an ordinary player, he could do nothing but watch as the illusions unfolded before him.

Once again, a new man climbed atop the woman, and she endured the pain, clutching the photograph close to her chest.

Gradually, he set the picture aside and succumbed to pleasure.

“Stoooooop!”

At last, the thread of his reason snapped.

“What is it you want from me? What are you trying to accomplish by planting this dog-like feeling in me?”

He endured the delusions and began moving forward.

Through the increasingly intense illusions, he pressed on toward the target that would end this world.

“So, when is he going to wake up?”


Crunch, crunch.

The demon, shoveling handfuls of snacks into his mouth, turned to the magic engineer beside him.

The engineer, who had been observing [Thief]’s condition through a special telescope he had built himself, lowered the device.

“There’s no sign of that happening yet.”

The two had been monitoring [Thief] together, preparing for any eventuality should his celestial nature awaken due to the game’s mode.

However, no matter how long they waited, [Thief] remained as still as a mouse, showing no sign of movement.

The engineer, setting the telescope aside, slowly turned to the demon.

“On the other hand, there’s a clear sign here. A very big one.”

He then poked the greasy spot on the demon’s cheek, coated with crumbs.

“You’ve lost your mind, haven’t you!”

“Hahaha!”

“Lina called it a charm point!”

The two gods tussled playfully, grappling with each other.

At that moment, beep beep beep beep!

The telescope the engineer had set down started to ring.

“…This sound.”

“…What? What is it?”

The engineer picked up the telescope.

Although the place where [Thief] lay was far from where he was, the telescope transcended such spatial constraints, allowing him to observe [Thief].

“He’s awake.”

“He’s awake? Let me see! Let me see!”

The demon clamored to take the telescope, and the engineer handed it over.

Meanwhile, the engineer activated the massive device behind him—the Divine Gauge Apparatus.

A tool designed to measure sin, crafted with the help of the Celestial of Wisdom.

To determine the success of their operation, the engineer measured [Thief]’s current divine state through the device.

To see if the sin of lust, which had encroached upon [Thief], had been eradicated.

“…Half success?”

There had been a change.

However, it was only partial, not the full transformation they had hoped for.

Realizing the implication, the engineer’s expression hardened.

“…Hah.”

The dark elf male, who had cleared the horror game mode and escaped that world, rose to his feet.

Divine breath exhaled from him.

“I’m back.”

In the game world, some unknown force had stripped him of his divinity.

But upon leaving the game, his divine authority returned intact.

The sense of omnipotence enveloped him, and while it was refreshing,

“What the hell…”

His face twisted, and he pinched his nose.

The smell of the drug he used daily, the musk of goddesses he had enjoyed, and the mixed stench of various fluids born from countless acts—all of it disgusted him.

The odors he had taken for granted now felt utterly revolting.

He wanted to leave immediately.

“Mm~? Honey, are you done?”

The goddess who had been lying beside him stirred at his movement and propped herself up, her upper body exposed.

“How was it? Difficult, right? You couldn’t clear it, could you?”

As she rose, two large, fleshy mounds jiggled and spilled downward.

Normally, he would have pounced on her with a “Done! Now get ready, you wench!”


But now, the mere thought made him feel like throwing up.

“Honey~♥! Where are you going!”

Ignoring the goddess’s desperate cries, [Thief] stormed out.

He widened the distance between them, refusing to look back.

Something within me has changed.

I’m not the same as before.

I don’t know why, but the cause is undoubtedly that game.

What I must do now is find the one who did this to me.


The dark god’s ethereal form leaped high into the air.

[Lust-erased Thief is searching for someone.]

The power of dreams.

The god of dreams.

“The master of that game that turned me into this.”

His target was clear.



 
  Chapter 64: Manual


High above the skies, in the domain of the constellations, the divine realm.

Borrowing the authority of my Constellation, I sat cross-legged in the very center of their domain.

Not in my own form, but in the form of a little girl—our Constellation’s avatar.

Poof!

The space next to me distorted, and a demon popped out holding a bag of popcorn.

“Half-success, they said.”

“…So, it didn’t go as planned.”

“Yep. But it’s not like it was a total failure. Apparently, half of the sin has been washed away.”

Half.

It seemed curing it entirely with just one horror game was too much to ask.

“And he’s on his way here now.”

From far away, I could sense an intense wave of divine energy.

He was coming.

“Thank you.”

Though it wasn’t the best-case scenario, this situation was still within the expected range.

It was one of the scenarios we had devised after much deliberation with the Goddess of
Wisdom.

Boom!

With an ear splitting roar, something descended rapidly from the sky and slammed into the ground.

The Dark Elf Constellation, who had been kneeling on one knee, slowly rose.

Constellation [Equilibrium]

A god of balance who unified two warring elven factions, born as a Dark Elf.

“You.”

He spoke, his voice cold.

“What have you done to me?”

His face twisted in anger as he glared at me.

As a bonus, I could feel the overwhelming killing intent.

Oh, dear.

Maybe I shouldn’t have agreed to this stand-in role.

Even if I’d underestimated him while surrounded by the many fledgling gods, he was still a transcendent being who’d reached the peak in his field and ascended.

Even though he was merely in avatar form, his killing intent made my whole body tremble.

“How dare you make me experience such a wretched—!”

Thud!

Before he could lunge at me, someone stepped in to block his path.

“What’s this?”

“A bodyguard.”

The Constellation [Sacrifice] drew a sword from her waist.

“No matter how unlucky your draw was, don’t you think it’s out of line to cause a scene in someone else’s domain? I did warn you that there were no refunds.”

“…You dare to mock me?!”

The enraged [Equilibrium] charged forward, clashing with [Sacrifice].

Boom!

Crash!

The sound of their battle alone was enough to stop the heart of any mere mortal.

Crunch.

Crunch.

Meanwhile, someone half-lying next to me munched on popcorn, watching the scene like a movie.

“Uh… Demon Lord?”

“What?”

“Aren’t you going to help?”

“Why should I? How often do you get to see such an entertaining brawl?”

…Why did I ever trust this demon?

The Goddess of Wisdom had predicted that if the game tailored for [Equilibrium] didn’t fully purify him, he’d likely come here in a rage to confront the God of Dreams.

Given that we used the existence of Saphira to tease him, it was no surprise he might feel mocked.

The second plan was to subdue and imprison him, incorporating his story into another game.

As expected, [Equilibrium] had lost half his reason and flown here.

The plan was for the Constellation Ren and the Demon Lord to knock him out and capture him.

Crunch.

Crunch.

So why was the Demon Lord just sitting here eating popcorn?

Noticing my dumbfounded expression, the Demon Lord smirked and added,

“Don’t worry. [Sacrifice] is far stronger than you think.”

“That’s not the point…!”

“More importantly, I trust her as a teammate.”

Boom!

Crash!

“Damn it! Why… Why can’t I win?!”

At the end of the Demon Lord’s gaze, [Equilibrium] was starting to lose ground, unable to even launch a proper counterattack.

“She’s been training hard to regain her prime form for you, you know. It’d hurt her feelings if you didn’t trust her.”

Kaboom!

Before the Demon Lord even finished speaking, [Sacrifice] landed a decisive blow, knocking [Equilibrium] unconscious.

“See? Told you.”

Oh.

I’d always thought she was a brute who poured all her stat points into strength, but I might need to reassess her.

Though the oil stains and popcorn crumbs around her mouth didn’t make her look all that different.

Maybe I’d underestimated our allies.

“Rian. The mission is complete.”

Constellation Ren dragged the limp body of [Equilibrium], now bound tightly.

“Thank you for your hard work.”

Come to think of it, both [Sacrifice] and [Equilibrium] were deities among the Seven Great Heroes.

While their strength or combat power wasn’t directly tied to their status, their standing was equivalent.

Both were heroes who had saved their people or nations.

Though [Equilibrium] had fallen into sin and lived a life of indulgence, [Sacrifice] had overcome sloth and honed her skills through relentless training.

I hadn’t trusted my allies enough.

This fight was a foregone conclusion.

“What will you do now?”

I took the Dark Elf god from her and enveloped him in the power of dreams.

“I’ll get his help.”

Neither [Wrath] nor [Pride] had been broken by my power alone.

It was thanks to those who had made it possible.

“With the help of our customers.”

Shall we make use of collective intelligence?

“Hello, my little ones~!”

An elven woman, her beauty further enhanced by intricate adornments, turned on her broadcasting artifact and smiled brightly.

‘Hurry up, will you?’

‘What have you been doing until now?’

‘Reha!’

‘She’s here!’

At the same time, the chat exploded with messages.

One of the continent’s most influential figures, Legatia, hailed from the illustrious elven line of Miss Leyphania.

In an era of peace, technological advancements flourished, and magic communication systems reached their peak, giving rise to communities and personal broadcasting platforms.

Applying the relationship between Constellations and their followers to communication technology birthed the concept of personal broadcasts.

Through these broadcasts, viewers could feel as if they themselves were Constellations.

The whole continent tuned in, and the market grew rapidly.

Standing at the pinnacle of this market was Legatia.

“What are we doing today? Drumroll, please…”

“It’s the [Akashic Archive]!”


	Close your eyes.
Life.


	That’s it!



“This time, I heard the second horror mode has been released? The first mode wasn’t too hard, so I wonder what the second one will be like.”


	Can we watch Retchan scream again this time?


	Acting tough after being scared out of your mind.



‘Scary or not, it’s just a game.’

Thinking it was another opportunity to pretend to be startled, just like last time, she launched the game through her device.

The [Akashic Archive] was a virtual reality game implemented through unique powers, but if the settings of the broadcast-type magical device were adjusted to align with the player’s sensory experience, there were no issues with live streaming.

“Alright, let’s take a look.”

As she entered the game, a new event window filled her vision.

Next to the event mode she had played last time, there was a button for the new event mode.

Click.

Flash!

As soon as she pressed the button, her vision darkened momentarily, and then the usual [Akashic Archive] unfolded before her.

There was one noticeable difference.

“Wait, where’s the curator?”

The curator, who always greeted her in the archive, was nowhere to be found.


	Where did the curator go?


	Didn’t sleep last night and snuck out to dance?


	A dancing curator would definitely be horror-worthy.



Even after waiting, the curator didn’t appear.

Left alone in the vast archive, the familiar space began to feel strangely unfamiliar.

Trying to ignore the unease creeping over her, Legatia looked around and found a note.

“‘Manual for the Administrator of [Akashic Archive]?’”

She picked it up and began to read.


	If you find a bookshelf open in Sector 3-2 during patrols, do not approach.

The bookshelves in Sector 3-2 should not be able to open due to lack of locks.


	If you find a book in Sector 18, ignore it. Books do not exist in Sectors 18 through 23.


	If the archive feels like it’s repeating itself, immediately curl up, close your eyes, and cover your ears.

Additionally, if there’s another instruction contradicting this one, do not read it.


	If you hear the sound of fingers scratching a chalkboard, immediately duck.

Lower your body and hold your breath until the sound stops.


	If you find tentacles or slime in a specific sector, leave the sector immediately.

Check back after three hours.


	Regularly move books from Sector 21 to Sector 22.

If you hear anything while doing so, run without looking back.


	This manual does not have a 3rd entry.

Follow the opposite of anything listed in entry 3. Never follow it as written.


	If a dark elf appears and talks to you, do not respond.

Ignore them, and they’ll leave quickly.



***

“What is this?”

Her face scrunched up as she read the note.


	What kind of weird manual is this?


	It has nothing to do with the curator’s training.


	Clearly, it’s just trying to act scary for no reason.




The manual made no sense.

Was it the curator’s prank?

Or just an attempt to create a spooky atmosphere?

“First, I need to figure out where the curator is. Playing tricks like this…”

Legatia began walking in one direction.

The archive was vast, but she figured if she kept moving, she’d eventually find her way.

After all, this was just a game, not reality.

Comforted by the thought, she continued for a long time.

“…Why does it feel like I’m going in circles?”


	I think it’s repeating itself!


	Didn’t we see this spot earlier?



She glanced at the bookshelf beside her.

Sector 21-5

It was a bookshelf crammed full of books.

“…Here?”

Frowning, she moved to the next bookshelf and checked its label.

Sector 21-5

“The same…?”

She returned to the previous bookshelf.

Sector 21-5

The space was repeating.

Flash!

Suddenly, the lights in the archive went out.

Her vision was swallowed by darkness.

“What—what is this?!”

Her heart sank, and her sharp elven senses picked up on something.

Something was coming.

Something eerie and terrifying was closing in on her.


	Get down!


	Close your eyes and cover your ears!


	No, you fools, do the opposite!



The chat scrolled by rapidly, but she couldn’t pay attention.

The strange energy dominating the area froze her in place.

What do I do…?

Just as she was panicking, unsure of what to do—

Grab!

Someone’s hand suddenly seized her wrist.

“Ahh!”


She was yanked away.

“Shhh…”

In the darkness, she saw someone with black skin holding her close and pressing a finger to their lips.

Crash!

The spot she had been standing in moments ago was smashed by something.



 
  Chapter 65: Event Story


Something so bizarre it was hard to believe it existed in this world.

At first, it looked like a centipede the size of a house. 

But then, it morphed into a massive lizard with short arms, and in another moment, it resembled a grotesque human with bulging eyes.

Crash!

The unidentified creature tore through the area where she had just been standing moments ago, ripping and shredding everything in its path.

If not for the person who had pulled her into an embrace and out of harm’s way, she would have been its prey.

The chilling thought made her skin crawl, and every hair on her body stood on end.

Time seemed to pass sluggishly.

She didn’t know how long it had been when, suddenly, the monster vanished—not fleeing to another place but disappearing entirely without a trace.

Flash!

The dim glow of the [Archive] returned, casting light once again.

“Are you okay?”

Finally, she let out a sigh of relief and turned to see the face of the one who had saved her.

A face so flawless, with skin as dark as the night sky yet unblemished.

A sharp, elegant nose and a countenance so beautiful it could be mistaken for a woman’s.

Standing before her was a dark elf boy with striking features.

“Hey?”

His repeated calls brought her wandering thoughts back to the present.

“Are you okay?”

“Ah, yes, I’m fine… thank you.”

Though it was just a game, the situation had felt overwhelmingly real.

It took her a moment to regain her composure.

“Thank you for helping me.”

“You must’ve been really scared. I was terrified too when I first came here. That thing scared the life out of me.”

One thing was certain: if this dark elf hadn’t helped her, something terrible would have happened.

“My name is Legatia.”

Curiosity tugged at her. Who was this dark elf standing before her? 

Why was he in this [Akashic Archive]? 

And what exactly was happening here?

Moreover, why did he seem like such an expert in survival tactics?

“May I ask your name?”

“My name? It’s… wait…”

The response he gave was entirely unexpected.

“I… what?”

“…?”

He clutched his head as if in pain.

“I don’t know… Who am I? I can’t remember anything before coming here.”

He had no memory?

The bizarre state of the [Archive], the sudden appearance of the creature, and now a survival expert dark elf with amnesia.

It was as if the game had shifted into a unique kind of horror.

“So the earliest memory you have is being chased by that monster?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

The boy assured her that the monster wouldn’t return anytime soon.

He then stacked books between the shelves to create a small hill and gestured for her to sit with him.

“Does that mean you have no memories at all from before you came here?”

“That’s right.”


	What’s going on here?


	Dark elves? Seriously?


	Don’t trust him, Legatia!



The chat messages from the live stream scrolled rapidly, but Legatia had long since forgotten about the broadcast.

The boy explained that when he regained consciousness, he found himself amidst the shelves of the [Archive].

He didn’t even remember his name or how he had lived before.

Had he been surviving here for so long that he had lost track of time?

“What about food and water? How have you survived?”

“I get them from the books.”

He picked up a nearby book, opened it, and reached deep into its pages.

After rummaging around, he pulled out a loaf of bread.

“You see? Like this. Want some?”

Legatia stared blankly at the bread he handed her.

Food coming out of a book—it was absurd.

“Other books have food too, but this one has the tastiest bread.”

She bit into the loaf, still bewildered.

Come to think of it, the [Akashic Archive] was a repository of stories from all over the world.

It didn’t seem strange that the food in those stories could be pulled out as well.

It felt like she was beginning to uncover some secrets about this place.

After taking a bite, she asked, “What was that creature earlier?”

“The monster? Oh, you mean that thing?”

The boy scratched his head.

“Honestly, I don’t know. I’ve just been hiding from it to survive.”

The [Archive]’s Sector 21 was a peculiar space that seemed to repeat endlessly.

Occasionally, the fifth bookshelf in Sector 21 would split infinitely, and that’s when the monster would appear, tearing through the surroundings.

“But there’s no need to be too afraid. That thing never shows up more than twice a day. And as long as you stay quiet and hide behind the shelves, it won’t find you.”

So, since it had already appeared once today, it shouldn’t return.

‘But wait… How do you even track a day here?’

“Well, that’s because—”

Flash!

Suddenly, the lights of the [Archive] went out again, just as they had when they first met. 

Just like when that creature had appeared.

“This… this can’t be happening, right?”

“It shouldn’t be…”

Though the darkness made it impossible to see, the panic in the boy’s voice was unmistakable.

“Something’s wrong…!”

The sound echoed again.

The strange noise from the monster he had heard earlier.

The monster was coming this way.

The boy hurriedly covered both his and Legatia’s mouths, pressing their bodies against the back of the bookshelf.

Crash! Smash!

The monster crashed onto the hill of books where they had been moments ago.

It was a narrow escape.

But they couldn’t relax just yet.

Crash!

The monster began rummaging through its surroundings, growing increasingly frenzied.

Only a few steps away, the monstrous creature thrashed about, its movements wild and unpredictable.

It wouldn’t be surprising if they were discovered at any moment.

Then—

-!!!

‘Were we found out…?!’

The monster let out a noise, impossible to distinguish whether it was a cry of pain or a burst of joyous laughter, and lunged toward Legatia and the boy.

“Damn it!”

The boy quickly grabbed the book he had taken the bread from earlier.

“Get in, now!”

Grabbing Legatia, he shoved her into the book.

Thud!

“Ouch!”

She landed with a slight drop, falling onto her rear.

“Are you okay?”

The dark elf boy followed her into the book, and from above, the frustrated roar of the monster who had just lost them could be heard.

“Sorry. This was the only way to get away from that thing.”

“It’s fine. I understand.”


Legatia rubbed her sore backside and took the boy’s hand to stand up.

“Where are we?”

“We’re inside the book where we ate the bread earlier.”

Had they entered the story itself?

When the librarian had done it, it felt magical, but was it possible to enter physically like this?

“How do we get out of here?”

“I don’t know. This is my first time being inside. I’m not even sure if we can get out.”

The two elves scanned their surroundings to get a sense of where they were.

“[Bring the enemy commander!]”

“[No, don’t do it!]”

“[Enemy commander Gaijarus, raise your head!]”

In the distance, they saw a group of elven children playing.

“It looks like we’ve entered some kind of playroom for young elves.”

The architecture and furniture were opulent, and the children wore extravagant clothes.
It was clear they weren’t ordinary elves.

Just as they considered whether to hide to avoid any misunderstandings—

“Stop it!”

A dark elf child fleeing from a group of elven girls ran right through Legatia’s body.

‘…A spirit?’

It seemed, just like during the Perlerina story, she had entered in a spirit form.

“So we’re inside this story as spirits?”

“It seems that way.”

“Hmm.”

The boy stared intently at the dark elf child, who was being bullied by girls his age and had burst into tears.

“If we’re spirits, can’t we just fly out of here?”

“I tried, but it didn’t work. It feels like there’s some sort of barrier preventing us from leaving. The only way out seems to be through that door.”

Legatia pointed to a small door at the back of the playroom.

“Should we try leaving?”

“We don’t have much choice. Let’s go.”

Legatia and the boy stepped through the door of the playroom.

“[Ahhh!]”
“[S-Safira!]”

The same background unfolded again—but slightly different this time.
Now, the scene depicted children being kidnapped by adult elves.

“Is this… repeating?”

“No, it’s not.”

Although they had stepped through the door, they were back in the playroom.

But the events taking place had changed.

“It feels like this world wants us to watch the story unfold.”

Perhaps stepping through the door again would advance the story further.

After confirming the scene of two elven children being kidnapped by strange figures, Legatia and the boy went through the door once more.

This time, they weren’t greeted by the playroom but by a dark, damp, underground city.

They found themselves in a small room.

A dark elf child was subjected to harsh training, contracted to the leader of a gang of dark elf criminals.

As the training progressed, the child grew stronger, slowly maturing.

And their appearance began to resemble someone Legatia recognized.

‘…So that’s what it was!’

She finally understood who the protagonist of this story was.

And why this world wanted her and the boy to see this story.

Somewhere in the heavens—

Bubbling.

A tank filled with water imbued with divine energy.

Inside floated a dark elf deity.


“Perception alignment confirmed.”

The goddess of wisdom checked the readings on the magical device created by the magitech engineer and organized the data.

“Exceeding target values.”

Satisfied with the results, she smiled.

The first crack in the fabric of sin, born from the shock she felt during a game.

Countless perceptions began to gather into that fissure over hundreds of years, reviving memories of forgotten past connections buried in the haze of dark nightmares.



 
  Chapter 66: 21-5


In an era far removed from today, Legatia, who was only 200 years old, learned about the deep conflicts within elven society that existed before her birth. 

While high elves and dark elves now coexist in relative harmony, the reality was starkly different before her time. 

High elves monopolized power and openly discriminated against dark elves. 

Public trials and collective lynching of dark elves were common, forcing them to live in secluded underground cities.

Faced with such oppression, dark elves expressed their grievances through armed resistance. 

The society was drenched in blood, an unforgiving battleground of mutual hatred with no side worthy of vindication.

And yet, there was someone who united the fractured elven society and restructured its system—none other than the Consul Safira. 

She was the first apostle of the [Constellation of Moderation], and alongside Gaizerus of the same constellation, she overthrew the tyrant Axila and established a balance between the two elven races as consuls, spreading a narrative of peace.

“Why has the elven society been ruled by two consuls from its origin, rather than a single monarch?”

The story of the two elves, Gaizerus and Safira, is so well-known that no elf could claim ignorance of it. 

While Legatia had not fully paid attention during her lessons, she recognized that the tale she now read was about them.

***

“[Did you get beaten up again?]”

“[…This time, I didn’t just take the blows.]”

After being kidnapped to the underground city, two elven children grew close rapidly.

Among the fierce dark elves, they found solace in each other.

It was inevitable that their relationship deepened.

“Why?”

As they tried to move forward in the story, crossing through a door on the underground city’s walls, the boy accompanying Legatia spoke.

“Why do I feel this way? It feels like… I miss her, even though it’s the first time I’ve seen her.”

His gaze was fixed on young Safira, as if she deeply intrigued him.

Legatia hesitated.

Should she tell him that he might be the reincarnation of Gaizerus?

The lack of mirrors in the [Archive] meant he likely had no idea what he looked like.

But how could the boy charging at the leader of the Baraclava with desperate resolve believe he was the same person as that young warrior?

Still, she didn’t want him to know.

She glanced at Safira, displeased. She disliked seeing his attention stolen by another girl.

‘Even though I’ve known him longer… I met him first.’

The two moved to the next space in awkward silence.

There, they saw a scene of a slightly older boy, Russ, and a girl, Safira.

***

“[Surrender immediately. You are under arrest for committing acts of terrorism against the Senate and abducting young saplings.]”

The tranquility of the underground city was shattered by the arrival of the elven regular army, sparking a fierce battle.

Explosions resounded, one after another.

Though the Baraclava, an elite group of dark elves, managed to hold off the soldiers with ease, the tide turned with the arrival of a singular figure.

“[It’s been a while.]”

“[Axila…]”

The war leader of the elves, the tyrant Axila, made her entrance.

A shadow elf of mixed high elf and dark elf descent, she overwhelmed the Baraclava’s leader and wiped out their ranks with unparalleled skill.

Her descent deeper underground was a calculated move—to eliminate the new apprentice of the Baraclava leader, someone who could become a variable in her plan to dominate both elven races.

However, an old dark elf woman blocked her path.

“[Oh, it’s been a while, old hag!]”

“[Not a pleasant one, you wretched girl.]”

The first leader of the Baraclava stood in Axila’s way.

“[I told you not to interfere. …Your time is up.]”

After a prolonged and grueling battle, Axila killed the old woman.

However, she had delayed too long and was forced to retreat to the surface.

***

[Get up, old woman! Get up!]

The boy and girl, who had finally broken free from their seals after Axila’s departure, grieved as they stood over the old woman’s lifeless body.

Despite their rough start, the bonds they’d formed with her had grown strong.

Seeking the other members of the Baraclava, they discovered the remains of their comrades, brutally slaughtered by Axila.

Among the carnage, they found their leader barely alive, with one arm severed and her body in tatters.

They hurriedly rescued and nursed her back to health.

The next day, as the leader opened her eyes, she revealed the truth behind everything.

***

The Atri family, one of the three noble houses leading the Elven Senate, bore a dark secret. 

A former head of the family had fallen in love with a dark elf man and borne his child. 

However, the man was killed amidst the racial strife, leaving the child as her most precious treasure.

As a noble high elf family, there was no place for a child of mixed blood. 

Furthermore, with numerous enemies targeting the family, the child’s existence was a perilous secret. 

The family head ultimately decided to send the child to the Darkhood to live out her early years.

Entrusting the child to the first leader of the Baraclava, a long-time ally, the child—Axila Akri—grew rapidly under her guidance, showcasing unmatched talent. 

To the Baraclava members, fighting for the liberation of dark elves, she became a symbol of hope, almost a savior from legend. 

Her dual heritage and extraordinary abilities inspired them.

However, after mastering the ability to completely conceal her mixed blood, Axila returned to her family under the pretense of helping from the surface. 

Upon her return, the original family head mysteriously died, and Axila took over as the new head.

From that moment, things began to change.

Even when Axila rose to a central position in the Senate and ascended to one of the two consul seats, their treatment remained unchanged.

Axila sent messages saying she couldn’t act due to severe opposition, seeking help from her organization members.

Although she had lost their trust, out of sentiment for the past, the members decided to believe in her one last time.

The task they undertook was to kidnap the successor of Primera, the other consul.

This was the cause behind the boy and girl being abducted to the underground city.

“Why did Axila end up like that?”

“…I don’t know. Whether it’s to become the only king of the elves or to become a god, her intentions are entirely unclear. After bringing you underground, she cut off all communication with us. It likely meant she no longer needed us.”

The dark elf boy, Russ, who ventured outside the building to gather supplies to heal their leader, discovered chaos unfolding outside.

“The white ones have blocked the entrance!”
“Damn it! Are they telling us to starve to death here?”

“That’s right. Axila has sealed the entrance to the underground city.”

The boy nodded as he watched the vision unfold.

“Only those who passed the persistent scrutiny of Axila’s followers could exit through the sealed entrance. It was all done to find me.”

However, attempting to leave would mean being immediately captured by the elves above and killed by Axila.

Though finally freed from the Baraclava, the outside world was still unreachable.

Thus, the boy and girl remained in hiding within the underground city, searching for a way to escape.

As resources dwindled after the blockade, the dark elves underground grew increasingly savage.

One day, while trying to pick up a piece of bread that had fallen outside the building, the girl inadvertently stepped outside.

“A white one!”

“How dare a white one come here!”

Fueled by growing hatred toward the surface elves, the dark elves turned into a violent mob, rushing toward the girl.

“Stop!”

The boy stepped in front of the girl, blocking her path.

“And who the hell is this kid?”

“No!”

Legatia, watching the vision unfold, screamed in horror.

The boy stood unarmed in front of the furious dark elves, and it seemed impossible for him to hold back their rage.

Then, suddenly—

Crack!

The space above the world they were observing began to split apart.

“They followed us even here!?”

From the rift high above, a monstrous entity from the [Archive] let out a deafening roar as it descended rapidly.

“We have to move to the next space immediately!”

Legatia hurriedly grabbed the handle to the next door, trying to transition to the next story.
But the boy stood frozen in place.

“Hey! It’s dangerous! Hurry!”

She quickly turned back, grabbed his wrist, and tried to pull him to safety. Yet, he didn’t budge.

“I remember now…”

“This is not the time for this!”

The boy, however, only muttered in an eerily calm voice.


Legatia couldn’t bring herself to leave him behind.

“No, stop talking and just—let’s move first…”

Suddenly—

Flash!

An overwhelming radiance erupted from the boy, enveloping the world in blinding white light.

“I am Gaizerus!”

“I am Gaizerus.”


The boy in the story, who subdued and overpowered the dark elves charging at the girl, resonated with the real boy standing beside Legatia.

“I am your master!”

“That day…”


With his eyes shut, the boy reached out toward the monster.

As soon as his hand touched it, the creature melted, flowing into him.

“On the fifth day when the two moons overlap into one…”

When the boy opened his eyes again, they carried a light that was entirely different from before.



 
  Chapter 67: HOW TO GET BACK TO PRISON


Absorbing the attacking monster and seemingly reclaiming his memories, the young Dark Elf boy, Gaizerus, stood in the midst of a rapidly changing world.

Centered around him and Legatia, the tides of fate began to shift.

From the scenes where he subdued and subdued the Dark Elves of the underground city to those where he led them to break through the blockade at the entrance and ascend to the surface, every moment painted a vivid picture.

When tensions mounted with the Elf army on the surface, it was Safira who revealed her identity, preventing a full-scale conflict.

The fleeting time they bought was used by Russ to persuade the elves alongside Safira. 

All these memories flashed past like a whirlwind.

“I was reckless back then,” Gaizerus recalled, his expression tinged with nostalgia.

“If Safira hadn’t been with me, and if the cracks among the High Elves caused by Axila’s oppressive tyranny didn’t exist, we might have faced insurmountable danger.”

***

In the illusion of memories, the boy gathered more elves under his wing.

Driven by vengeance for their mothers, who had been murdered by Axila, they could not afford to stop.

They garnered support from more elves and eventually rose to rival Axila’s power.

“From the beginning, elves were one people. High Elves and Dark Elves alike, each possessing unique strengths. In the past, the two kinds of elves supported and grew alongside each other.”

Legatia recalled the current governing system of the elves—a cooperative leadership of one Dark Elf and one High Elf.

“While ancient disputes over territorial rights and conflicts divided the elves, their foundation was always mutual cooperation.”

Not ruling alone but leading alongside Safira, they demonstrated an ideal leadership that attracted even more elves.

As the balance tipped, Axila’s subordinates turned their backs on her, accelerating her downfall.

“It was never easy, but we succeeded. We erased deep-rooted discrimination and united all elves as one.”

***

As Gaizerus’s memories shifted, the boy matured into a young man.

When the time came, the boy and girl led their followers and marched toward Axila. 

Though time was not on their side, they had no choice but to stop Axila, who had begun massacring anyone who opposed her to stave off her collapse.

“We had to stop her—for our cause and for the peace of the elves.”

He raised his head and gazed at the sky. 

In his sight, two moons converged into one.

“The overlapping of the two moons occurs only six times a year. On the fifth convergence, it became our day of reckoning.”

Now young adults, the boy and girl pressed their foreheads together on a late night, reaffirming their resolve. 

Their forces clashed, with their elven comrades holding off Axila’s followers.

Breaking through her formidable defenses, the pair reached Axila’s chamber—the source of all their pain and the murderer of their mothers.

***

The battle with Axila was fierce. 

Though both Safira and Gaizerus were geniuses destined to be remembered in history, Axila was no less formidable.

[But! Even so!]

Despite their combined strength, they could not overpower Axila’s overwhelming might.

[Perish, you inferior beings!]

[No, Russ!]

In a desperate moment, Gaizerus threw himself in front of Axila’s attack, shielding Safira.

[This power…]

Through his selfless act for an elf of another kind, Gaizerus awakened the power of the primordial elf within him.

[Impossible!]

[Safira.]

[Yes, Russ!]

When the boy and girl clasped hands, an immense power unlike anything before erupted around them.

[This cannot be! Inferior beings cannot wield such power!]

The unity of two different kinds of elves unleashed a force capable of toppling even the strongest walls—a strength that shattered the fortress of Axila, who had sought to ascend as a superior elf.

***

The light of the overlapping moons poured down, illuminating the harmonious union of their kind—a hopeful future for all elves. 

Even Legatia, who witnessed these events through the visions of memory, felt her heart warm at the sight of such beauty.

“Back then, I thought it was all over,” Gaizerus muttered.

Yet, his memories didn’t end there.

“Why did Axila pursue such impossible ideals so relentlessly?”

Her attitude of treating existing elves as inferior and mere stepping stones to becoming a superior race… 

It puzzled him.

“It’s strange. She was once accepted as a comrade by the members of Baraclava. What caused her to change so drastically?”

Legatia shared his doubts.

From what she knew, the Constellation of ‘Theft’ had perished alongside Axila when Safira and Gaizerus defeated her. 

That was why Safira had single-handedly reformed the elven political system and deified Gaizerus’s achievements after his death.

But in this memory, Gaizerus clearly survived after defeating Axila.

***

“Could it be…”

[Now you are the pinnacle of the elves!]

[Kill that annoying white thing!]

[Then you shall become the king of the elves!]

After Axila fell, a strange voice echoed in Gaizerus’s mind.

[No… OFLIOF.]

[What do you mean no?! Tear and destroy!]

At last, the boy realized the truth.

Shadow Elves were not mere legends passed down through history.

They had existed as demons from the very beginning.

The cause of the elves dividing and fighting each other.

The evil that must be eradicated from this world.

The boy suppressed the overwhelming impulse with superhuman patience.

The rapidly spreading will of the demon began to take over his body.

At this rate, it was only a matter of time before the demon completely possessed him.

If that happened, it was clear that the demon would control his body, just as it did with Axila, and harm the other elves.

Even Safira would not escape the demon’s threat.

“I had to make a decision then. The fortunate thing was that it takes time for the demon to switch hosts and that if there are no dark elves nearby when the host dies, the demon cannot escape.”

[Safira! We did it!]

Safira ran toward the boy with a bright smile, but he pushed her away with a hardened expression.

[…Russ?]

[I’m sorry, Safira.]

“My final mission. It is to erase the last seed of discord.”

[Russ, what are you—]

The boy struck the back of the girl’s neck, rendering her unconscious. 

Then, with a firm step off the ground, his body shot into the sky, engulfed in flames.

“To seal myself and imprison the demon within me.”

Under the single beam of moonlight that pierced the darkness, the boy’s body burned alone.

Crack!

As the memory ended, the surrounding world of the archive shattered like a glass bottle breaking into pieces.

Legatia found herself back between the boy and the rows of archive bookshelves from earlier.

“So, you…”


Legatia finally understood what was happening.

This place was an isolated space within the archive.

The boy had sealed himself here, in Sector 21-5, to continue an eternal battle against the demon, the Shadow Elf.

Losing and regaining his memories in an endless cycle.

-!!!

From a distance, a monstrous roar echoed as the creature began charging toward them.

‘That’s the Shadow Elf.’

In the story, the boy had absorbed memories. He was trapped in this eternal prison of conflict, losing and regaining his memories through his endless struggle with the monster.

The monster had tried everything—comforting, threatening, pleading—to escape this place, but the boy had erased his own memories repeatedly to resist the temptation and keep himself bound here.

‘He sacrificed himself to seal the demon that divided the elves and would continue to do so.’

It wasn’t just about losing his life; it was an eternity of death and suffering.

Legatia couldn’t begin to fathom the boy’s noble sacrifice.

“I’m sorry. You were probably dragged into this by accident.”

Gaizerus pulled a book from the bookshelf.

“I’ll send you back.”

“What? Wait a minute! Didn’t you tell me all this because you wanted me to fight with you?!”

I was preparing to kill that demon just now! Isn’t this the boss battle?!

As he opened the book, light poured out and engulfed her.

“Wait a second!!!”

Flash!

Her vision turned pure white from the blinding light.

When Legatia opened her eyes again, she found herself standing before empty bookshelves.

21-5.

The bookshelf she had just been standing by with the dark elf boy.

But unlike before, when it had been filled with books, now it was completely empty.

Legatia quickly ran to the neighboring bookshelves.

21-6.

22-1.

22-2.

22-3.

No matter how far she went, she couldn’t find the 21-5 bookshelf again.

It felt as if she had just woken from a dream.

Had she only been imagining things?

Her mind, dazed and blank, had even forgotten that she had been streaming.

Was it all just an illusion?

What had I been doing just now…?

Flutter.

At that moment, a small piece of paper fell from her pocket.

The crumpled note snapped her out of her stupor.

“No, it wasn’t a dream.”

Legatia snatched up the note.

He’s fighting in there.

Sacrificing himself to imprison that demon, even at the cost of his own life.

How could she leave him trapped in there alone?


“If that’s the case…”

She unfolded the note.

Earlier, she had skimmed over its contents, but now she was desperate for any clue.

A clue that would lead her back into that world.

“I found it.”

Finding a sentence that stood out, she bolted off in a certain direction.



 
  Chapter 68: Last repetition


The first anomaly described in the manual Legatia had picked up.

It was a passage located in Sector 3-2.

She realized that sentence referred to the door leading back to that world.

The second bookshelf in the third sector, on the opposite side.

There, Legatia found a small door.

Creak.

The door opened with a chilling sound, revealing an endless darkness where even light could not penetrate. 

Without hesitation, she threw herself into the void.

A black world devoid of a single ray of light.

She fell for what felt like an eternity.

‘Is this the right place? Could I have entered somewhere I shouldn’t have?’

When she thought about it, the manual only mentioned things not to do. 

It never implied that the sentence was connected to other passages.

As her doubts began to creep in—

Woom!

She suddenly found herself standing in front of the bookshelves of the Archive.

“Sector 21-5,” she muttered, the place she had sought to escape but had returned to find once more.

“Hmm? That’s odd.”

A familiar voice came from behind her.

When she turned around, she saw a dark elf boy staring at her with wide eyes.

‘Gaizerus.’

The one she had desperately sought again.

But—

“There are others besides me, huh.”

It seemed he did not remember their previous encounter.

Flash!

All the lights in the Archive vanished, and the roar of a demon echoed through the air.

“Damn! We need to hide!”

The boy grabbed her wrist and tried to pull her behind the bookshelf.

The events from their first meeting began to repeat themselves.

Chased by the monster, she would return to the story’s world and reclaim his memories.

If she stayed still, she might relive the intimate time they once shared.

But.

Legatia activated the characters she had been building up.

The powers of various heroes coursed through her.

“What are you doing? It’s dangerous to stay here!”

The boy, despite seeing her for the first time, was determined to save her.

He tried to pull her away with all his strength.

“Wait here for a moment.”

But the strength of an ordinary boy could not overpower her, now imbued with the power of legends.

With a firm expression, she pushed him aside.

Roar!!!

The demon lunged at her.

In mere moments, its form shifted between centipede, human, lizard, and countless other grotesque creatures, as if trying to instill fear in her.

“I’m not running anymore.”

She no longer feared the entity before her.

She knew its identity, its malice.

The boy had suffered for what felt like an eternity, trapped in this horrifying space.

Compared to that, this monster was nothing.

“I will save him.”

Boom!

The demon’s claws collided with her spear.

LV. ??? Shadow of Division
The boss fight began.

The demon constantly shifted forms during the battle.

It became a scorpion, striking with its tail; a massive dragon, breathing fire; a balrog, pounding its fists; and even an alligator, snapping its jaws.

The patterns were so erratic that even Legatia, who had faced countless weekly bosses before, struggled to keep up.

Already known among her viewers for lacking gaming and combat sense, she found herself overwhelmed.

“I won’t… give up! I must free him!”

Despite the odds, she gritted her teeth and endured.

If she fell here, there would be no next chance for him.

His suffering would repeat endlessly.

Even as her body was battered, she chugged healing items from her inventory.

She dodged the area-of-effect attacks with sharp focus.

She dealt precise, measured damage, retreating before greed could take hold.

Legatia twisted her body as much as she could, accumulating damage on the demon.

“Haahhh!”

After a grueling struggle, the demon’s health bar finally dropped to half.

If she could keep going, she might defeat it!

Hope filled her chest—until—

The demon’s body began to swell grotesquely, thrashing wildly.

‘This pattern—!’

‘It’s new!’

The erratic, rapid movements caught her off guard.

Bang!

She was struck and sent flying, crashing into the bookshelf behind her.

Her health bar plummeted, and her strength faded.

As her limp body fell to the cold ground—

Thump!

Someone caught her.

“Did I not tell you never to come back?”

“…Gaizerus?”

The boy, who held her in a princess carry, looked at her with eyes that seemed to remember.

Moments ago, he had lost all memory of her.

“You… remember me?”

“Why did you return?”

His brows furrowed, his tone cold.

“You were just caught up in this prison. You shouldn’t have entered.”

Within his sharp words, she sensed warmth.

“But… but…”

She knew what he was enduring.

How could she leave him behind?

“Don’t tell me to leave. As long as you’re here fighting that monster, I’ll fight too!”

“…Ha.”

Her bold declaration made him chuckle in disbelief.

“How long have you even known me to say such things?”

Still… he didn’t seem to dislike it.

“Think we can take it down?”

“I’ll do whatever it takes to destroy it and free you from this place.”


“Then let’s see if we can kill it together.”

Roar!!!

The demon, no longer willing to wait, charged at them.

The two elves, as if they had rehearsed, sprang into action simultaneously.

Boom!

Legatia unleashed a wide-range lava attack, slowing the demon’s speed.

Above it, a boy soared through the air. His attack split the demon’s head apart.

From behind the roaring demon, Legatia emerged, her spear striking with precision.

In fury, the demon unleashed a fiery breath where Legatia had been moments ago.

But the boy had already whisked her away, far from harm.

“I’m getting stronger,” Legatia murmured, feeling the buffs begin to stack on her body.

“Ah! The power of harmony!”

Memories of the time when she and another elf had defeated Axila together resurfaced. Now, alongside this boy, that same power was building.

Their synergy made them faster, tougher, and stronger, to the point where they could perfectly toy with the demon.

The demon’s tendons were severed, forcing it to kneel.

The two elves instinctively knew—this next attack would end it.

“Ready?”

“Of course!”

Their combined strength rained down on the demon, a radiant white light engulfing the battlefield.

The demon resisted, flailing desperately, but it could not withstand their growing power.

In the end, it vanished without a trace.

Behind it, the world of Sector 21-5 crumbled into dust, scattering in the wind.

The prison, having lost its purpose, began to dissolve.

“Is this… the end?”

Gaiserus stood silently, watching the collapsing world with no lingering regrets.

“It’s done…”

Legatia turned to the boy with a bright smile, a sense of accomplishment lighting up her face.

“Russ! Russ, your body!”

Her joy quickly turned to horror.

Like the vanishing world, Russ’s body was disintegrating, turning to dust.

“Huh? I see… I guess it’s my time to go as well.”

“No, no! This can’t be!”

Tears filled Legatia’s eyes.

“Why…? The demon is gone…!”

The boy gave her a gentle smile.

“I’ve already lived beyond the time I was granted. That’s all.”

“But… but Russ! You suffered in this prison! It’s not fair!”

He placed a hand atop her head.

“Don’t be sad. Thanks to you, I found freedom and peace. Without you, I’d have been trapped here much longer.”

He pulled her into a warm embrace.

“Thank you, truly. The time we spent together was short, but unforgettable.”

“Russ! No! Ahhh!”

“It’s time for you to wake from this dream, my lady.”

With a final smile, the boy disappeared, leaving Legatia alone in the crumbling world.

The ground quaked beneath her feet, and as the world fully collapsed, her consciousness began to fade.

***

“Wake up!”

“Huh?!”

Legatia jolted awake, startled by the booming voice in her ears.

“How long are you planning to sleep?”

“Master?”

Through her blurry vision, she saw her mentor standing over her.

“Yes, it’s me. How many times do I have to call you before you wake up?”

“Wait… Russ? The demon?”

“Demon? Russ? Did you have some kind of dream?”

A dream?

No, it couldn’t have been. It was too vivid.

She remembered everything—every step of their journey.

It wasn’t just a dream.

Wait… the broadcast!

To confirm her memories, she opened the screen for the broadcast she had been running.

[The broadcast has ended.]

But the only thing greeting her was a screen showing the broadcast had stopped.

It must have cut off the moment she entered the dream.

“Then what about the chat I saw while I was with him? Was all of it just an illusion?”

Her mind was a whirlwind of confusion.

Her mentor’s voice broke through her thoughts.

“I don’t know what kind of nonsense you’re spouting, but the book you’re using as a pillow—put it back on the shelf. It probably belongs in Section 22-5.”

A book?

She realized she had been resting her head on a thick tome.

“Section 22-5…?”

She opened the book, a faint hope lingering in her heart.

It was filled with illustrations, not text.

Yet the scenes depicted were familiar—hauntingly so.

A boy meeting a girl trapped in a repeating world.

The girl escaping, only to return to save the boy.

Together, they defeated the demon.

It was all there.

This wasn’t a dream.

The final pages depicted the world’s collapse and the boy’s disappearance as the girl wept.

With trembling hands, Legatia turned to the last page.

There, tucked within the book, was a note.

***

The Note

It contained rules she had seen before during her journey, warnings about the archive and its mysteries.

But at the bottom, there was a new line:


“I’m sorry. I wanted to find you in the outside world, but I couldn’t because of the fractures in the world. Are you safe? I can only send a message this short.”

Though unsigned and incomplete, the note brought a smile to Legatia’s face.

It wasn’t just a dream.

The long, unforgettable journey had been real.

Holding the note close, she whispered softly.

“Thank you.”



 
  Chapter 69: Theft with Erase Lust


“Russ 씨, phew phew ㅠㅠㅠ!”

“Is Gaizerus going to appear too? Right? Right??”

“How… how adorable! Ah, seriously, Russ, just be my husband forever…”


	“But Gaizerus officially has Saphira as his lover.”


	“Who cares about official!? Push the narrative aside!”



“I love you, my baby! When your character is released, Mom will make sure to get you!”

The reactions from players were unexpectedly overwhelming, far exceeding any anticipated levels.

Thanks to this, I was able to gather more ‘recognition’ and ‘divinity’ than I needed.

I confirmed, in real-time, that the sin of [Lust] was being chipped away from the Celestial [Thievery], lying in the tank before me.

Now, nearly nothing remained of that sin.

“This mission was a success too, wasn’t it, Prince?”

The Goddess of Wisdom, who had been monitoring the apparatus beside me, turned her head and smiled sweetly.

“I told you, didn’t I? Our Prince is special. You can accomplish things that none of us could ever dream of.”

“No, Princess.”

I couldn’t have done it alone.

Had I worked alone, it would have ended with the first personalized horror game.

If that game had enraged him enough to come seeking our Celestial, there would have been no stopping him.

The magic engineer foresaw failure. [Sacrifice] existed, and the demon god enabled us to intercept and capture him.

The Goddess of Wisdom carried out the next plan.

Above all, our Celestial allowed us to blend all of this into a coherent ‘game.’

The concept of using the mysterious rules of the horror setting to deliver a message about Gaizerus was an idea I could never have come up with on my own without her suggestion.

“I couldn’t have done it by myself.”

Without our reliable investors, nothing would’ve been possible.

Though I usually thought of them as somewhat broken individuals, no allies were more dependable than them.

“…Tsk. That look isn’t fair. Are you trying to guilt-trip me, Prince?”

“…Huh?”

She suddenly pouted her cheeks and turned her face away sharply.

“As promised before we started this, I’m taking one wish, okay?”

Receiving the help of the Goddess of Wisdom at the cost of just one wish—a bargain, to say the least. 

It was surely her favor for me. 

After all, even if a god asked an ordinary human for help, it wouldn’t amount to much.

“Still, this mission provided significant clues about sins and the abyss.”

“…Is that so?”

“Of course.”

As she flicked her fingers, deformed depictions of our investors appeared in midair.

“Sloth, Wrath, Pride, and now Lust. The Prince has encountered four sins so far.”

She connected the dots, starting with [Sacrifice], followed by the magic engineer, the demon god, and finally ending at the Celestial [Thievery].

“All of them share a commonality when you link their stories and sins from their lifetimes.”

“A commonality?”

“Yes, the sins that consume the Celestials are often the ones farthest from their nature during their lifetimes.”

Sins farthest from their nature…?

What did that mean…
Oh!

I finally understood what she was implying.

“The Celestial [Sacrifice] was the furthest from Sloth during her life. She constantly trained herself and fought to protect her people. After her deification, she became a recluse, not stepping out of her chamber.”

The magic engineer, observing his actions after removing his sin, must have been someone who never enjoyed jokes or absurdity.

Judging by his timid demeanor before meeting that girl, he likely couldn’t even raise his voice.

The demon god, while puzzling in her actions, had prevented a continental crisis and slain her mentor to become a hero—yet never once flaunted her achievements.

Though it pertained to her mentor, she embodied humility, far removed from Pride.

Lastly, there was the case of [Thievery]…

“The Celestial [Thievery] is an elf. Although a dark elf, elves are widely known to be nearly devoid of sexual desires due to their longevity. He, in particular, passed away at a young age, battered by the storms of life. Except for one fleeting moment of innocent romance with a childhood friend, Lust was practically nonexistent in his life.”

“Then this means…”

“It can be concluded that the sins consuming Celestials are the ones farthest from their innate nature. Whether it’s because those sins are weaker and thus easier to infiltrate, or to deliberately dilute their divinity, we don’t know. But it’s clear there’s a pattern.”

The selection of Celestials to corrupt wasn’t random.

While this was just a hypothesis, deduced from observed cases, it seemed highly plausible.

Perhaps this theory could lead to discovering other Celestials or understanding the Abyss’s goals and methods.

“Hmm…”

At that moment, the Celestial [Thievery], lying motionless, groaned softly.

“Looks like he’s waking up.”

The Goddess of Wisdom approached him casually.

Though faint traces of Lust lingered, they were no more than specks.

Swoosh.

As he opened his eyes and raised his upper body, he winced as if plagued by a headache.

Whoosh!

To my surprise, the previously calm Goddess of Wisdom suddenly hid behind me.

“Uh… Princess?”

Wasn’t she supposed to handle this?

Was she… scared?

“S-Sorry, Prince! I forgot since I was by your side!”

“Forgot what?”

“That I’m a recluse who can’t face other gods without you!”

Ah.

Right.

She had been confined to a chamber for centuries.

Her composed and reliable demeanor had made me forget.

There was no choice. I’d have to handle this myself.

I sighed inwardly and approached the dazed [Thievery].

“Pleased to meet you, Gaizerus. Are you feeling alright?”

“……Who are you?”

His vacant eyes locked onto me.

They were strong, fierce eyes, etched with the temperament of a warrior.

Yet, the desire and madness I had seen in them before were now completely gone.

His thoughts, too, were clear and pure, without a trace of the chaos that had consumed him before.

“I, uh… well, how should I put this…”

It felt odd to reveal my true name, Rein.

A disciple of the God of Dreams?

…No, that sounded like I was selling out my patron deity’s name.

A GM?

Could I call myself a game master?

No, something more fitting… yes.

“Director. Director feels like the right term.”

“Director?”

“Yes, I was the overseer of the world where you resided until recently, Gyzarus.”

“The world of…”

As he tried to recall his experiences in the dream world, he clutched his head in contemplation.

To erase the lust that lingered in him and to restore his memories of life, I had borrowed the power of countless players.

First, I immersed the players in an atmosphere of horror, heightening their focus.

Then, I guided their awareness toward the story of Gyzarus, ensuring their thoughts concentrated on his past.

The collective perceptions of hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands were gathered to pull the deeply rooted lust from his mind and to revive his memories.

The immense computational power required was beyond what I could handle alone, so I overcame it using the collective intelligence of the players.

Having dreamed of so many worlds simultaneously, it was no wonder his mind was in disarray.

“Was it you… who pulled me out of this nightmare?”

He slowly sat up from where he had been lying.

“My thanks, Director.”

Color began returning to his previously pale, lifeless skin.

His body, freed from its long descent into debauchery, was beginning to normalize.

“I would like to talk with you more…”

His gaze shifted to the empty space ahead.

“But there is someone who has waited for me for an unbearably long time. Would you grant me a little more time before we continue?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you.”

At that, his body was enveloped in divine light, shimmering briefly before vanishing completely.

He didn’t tell me his destination, nor who had been waiting for him all this time.

But I didn’t need to read his thoughts to know where he had gone.

***

The holy city of Condolence.

Inside one of its temples, a bustling scene unfolded as numerous people moved about in a flurry.


“Place those letters over there! Yes, that’s right! And this one goes here!”

After directing the temple staff, Safira, the First Disciple, finally retreated to her private space and collapsed into her chair.

“Phew…”

She hugged a small doll tightly—a doll filled with memories of him.

Why were there so many offerings, letters, and gifts today?

As an elf who had lived a long life, she was slow to keep up with the latest trends and couldn’t even guess what was going on.

While the growing attention toward the temple was something to be pleased about—it meant more divine power for him in the heavens—she couldn’t shake the possibility that it might all be some sort of prank.

As someone tasked with protecting him from the mortal plane, she couldn’t let her guard down until she fully understood the situation.

If only our Russ’s divinity had been [Sacrifice] or [Harmony], there would be nothing to worry about.

But no, his divinity was the ambiguous [Theft].

She recalled the past, the days when she unified the elves and deified Gyzarus.

To resurrect him at all costs, she had sought a divine symbol that represented him.

The most fitting divine traits—[Sacrifice] and [Harmony]—already belonged to other gods.

Thus, she had no choice but to deify him under the trait of [Theft], the best she could manage.

Thanks to his rise as one of the continent’s Seven Great Heroes, he became recognized as the savior of the elves and an official deity.

Yet, the incomplete nature of his divinity prevented him from responding to her.

Unlike her neighboring disciple, Melissa, the First Disciple of [Sacrifice], who could communicate seamlessly with her god, Safira had never once been able to speak with Russ properly.

If only I had put more thought into finding a suitable divinity for him…

Regret consumed her every night.

No, this is the punishment for forcibly bringing him back. The price for meddling with forbidden magic.

Would I see him again after I die?

I miss you so much… Russ…

As she hugged the doll even tighter, a voice broke through her thoughts.

“You still kept that doll, huh?”

Her eyes widened as she spun around. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

“You…?”

The voice she thought she’d never hear again.

The beautiful face she thought she’d never see again.

A dark-skinned boy leaned casually against the wall.

“Have you been waiting long?”

“…No? Not that long, really…”

“So, you have been waiting.”

As he approached her, she threw herself into his open arms.

“You idiot, Russ… Why are you only coming back now?”

Tears welled up in her reddened eyes.

“I’m sorry, Safira. I’m so sorry.”

She buried her face into his neck. Even if this was an illusion, she didn’t care.

Even if this was only a dream, she didn’t care.

If waking from this meant returning to a reality crueler than any nightmare, she wished to remain here forever.


Somehow, they had returned to the innocent days of their youth—a boy and a girl reunited.

“I’m never leaving again.”

“You’d better not, because I’ll never let you go.”

[The Theft, now free from Lust, smiles softly.]

The elven girl and the dark elf boy, finally freed from their long nightmare, faced each other and smiled brightly.



 
  Chapter 70: Archive Talk (1)


Dreamteller smiles brightly, relieved that everything ended well.

“Exactly,” I reply.

As I was fine-tuning the new content to be added to the game, our constellation contacted me.

“When I first learned about [Theft], and when I recognized the existence of lust that had consumed him, I had no idea what to do,” he said.

Thanks to the help of other investors and ‘Wisdom,’ we managed to remove all his sins.

“This makes five,” he added.

Four constellations had overcome their sins, and with Wisdom now joining us, we were stronger together.

After spending a few days resolving centuries of emotions with his apostle and lover, he returned to the heavens and sought us out.

Grateful, he expressed his thanks repeatedly.

We explained our current situation and the existence of the Abyss—a being from another dimension spreading sin.

Then, he declared he would join our party.

Knowing what he had achieved in life, his addition was immensely reassuring.

Seeing how seamlessly we worked together in the recent events, I no longer feared the Abyss.

…Not to mention, it hasn’t shown up since that incident.

“So, I’m planning to add more game content,” I explained.

While the investors played a significant role in purifying [Theft], the horror event in the game also contributed greatly.

The event brought together awareness from across the continent, and that collective intelligence became the foundation to erode sin.

Because of this, I decided to prepare for the unexpected by adding as much content as possible—diverse and wide-ranging content that could be adapted to reality at any time.

Lately, I had forgotten an essential aspect of creating games.

In subculture games, especially character-collection ones, the most critical factor is a character’s charm.

Appearance and performance are undoubtedly important.

These elements make players want to acquire new characters.

But the aspect that truly opens wallets is the charm of the characters themselves.

That’s why so many game companies invest heavily in creating character PVs and hosting offline events.

Highlighting a character’s charm draws players to become attached and spend money.

Our game’s strength lies in its virtual reality system and the ability to portray the lives of unreachable constellations as characters.

But above all, it’s about making those characters feel truly compelling.

I hadn’t fully capitalized on that potential.

[Dreamteller asks if the chat feature you’re currently developing is also for enhancing charm.]

“Yes, exactly,” I respond.

The feature I’m working on now is designed to enhance that charm—a content called ‘Archive Talk.’

It allows characters to send messages to players through a chat interface.

Reintroducing major characters from completed storylines isn’t always feasible.

The thrill of a character, once experienced, might fade over time if there’s no opportunity to reconnect.

Like how physical distance can cool love, long absence can make a once-beloved character feel less impactful.

Many game companies reintroduce such characters through events to rekindle their charm.

But with the unique setup of our game, it’s challenging to hold events where constellations from different stories gather and interact casually.

Although we are planning such events, ensuring they align with the lore without breaking
immersion requires significant preparation.

That’s why I devised this content to highlight character charm.

It’s based on the concept that protagonists from each archived story, who built bonds with the player, can send messages to them.

“I’ve already integrated our investors’ egos into the system.”

The investor characters that had appeared as pickups were added to dreams as avatars, slightly modified to match their character concepts.

For instance, the mad engineer villain was altered to fit the game’s narrative while differing from the real person.

Such adjustments were necessary for all characters to some degree.

Although they wouldn’t act entirely as their real selves, they could function adequately as chatbots.

Of course, I still had to create the four-star and standard five-star characters myself.

…Do I really need to make these characters when they won’t even generate revenue?

Some of these characters were hastily cobbled together, mixing traits from various games of my previous life—chimeric creations for the sake of filling the roster.

They didn’t even appear in the main quest and only had brief moments in side quests.

Was it worth investing in them?

‘Well, there might be players who like these characters, so I have to do it.’

It would be better to treat all characters equally than risk backlash from favoritism.

Looks like I’ll just have to endure more work.

Wait a minute.

Do I really need to handle this myself?

Didn’t we just hire a promising, experienced employee?

***

Deep within the Empire’s capital, in the most secluded and secretive chamber of the palace…

“How amusing.”


The ruler of the Empire was enjoying a virtual reality game through a terminal.

Initially, they had only picked up the game out of curiosity, hearing that Lizaeol had been sneaking money to play it.

What kind of game could possibly captivate such a brilliant mind?

For decades, he had ruled the empire from its peak, confident he could resist any temptation.

Even if this game had some sort of mind-corrupting effect, the [Authority] passed down through generations of emperors would protect his mind.

That’s why he started the game with a light heart…

“How do I get more Philosopher’s Stones?”

Before he realized it, he was searching for ways to spend real money to pull characters in the game.

The banner he had started spinning after charging for about a thousand pulls was not the current pickup banner, [The Girl in Love, Bersia].

It was the permanent banner beside it.

He had charged for the sole purpose of pulling a 4-star character from that banner.

The character he wanted wasn’t featured on the main banner at the moment, so he had no choice.

“Hmm…”

Before spinning, he checked the pull rates displayed next to the banner.

1% for 5-star characters, 9% for 4-star characters, and the remaining 90% were junk.

With 10 different 4-star characters available, the probability of pulling the one he wanted was just 0.9%.

On average, he’d need 111 pulls to get it.

He had enough resources. Victory was inevitable.

In the end, he finally pulled the character on his last ten-pull.

Though he had used up all the Philosopher’s Stones he charged, he succeeded.

Even as his supply dwindled and the character refused to appear, leaving him feeling increasingly anxious, the outcome justified everything.

At last, he summoned the character he had pulled.

Her massive frame was large enough to make a grown man look like a child.

Her solid muscles, so tightly packed, seemed to leave no room for even a spear to pierce.

With her overwhelming presence of health and vitality, he buried his face into her sturdy chest.

For a while, he enjoyed the firmness of her embrace before opening the in-game chat feature, [Archive Talk].

He sent a message to the character with the name [Amazoness Queen Rohanmaji].

“I have successfully pulled your character.”

Ding!

A reply came immediately.

—“Oi, oi! Was it a difficult journey? (@▽°@)/”

The emperor smiled faintly as he typed his response.

“It was a trial that could have broken my spirit at any moment.

However, the trials that don’t kill me only make me stronger. I endured it with sheer determination.”

—“That’s the spirit! Determination! With determination, there’s nothing you can’t achieve!”

Her voice, the one that had captivated him the moment he first saw her in the sub-story, seemed to echo in his ears.

It reminded him of long ago, before he became emperor, when he had visited another country on a diplomatic tour and encountered muscular female warriors.

Back then, as a mere adolescent, he had fallen instantly.

The effort etched into their muscles—those rippling, powerful forms that could only be achieved by women dedicating twice the effort required of men.

He saw in their strength the beauty of sweat and perseverance.

The emperor couldn’t help but be captivated.

But as he ascended to the throne, he could no longer associate with just any woman.

No woman lacking refinement could even set foot in the imperial palace, let alone a foreign female warrior from a distant land.

So he had thrown himself into managing the empire, burying his distorted preferences deep within.

And yet, this game had introduced him to a woman who perfectly matched his tastes.

“I wish to meet you in person.”

—“I want to see you too ⊙_⊙! I can’t wait to share my newly developed special triceps routine with you.”

In this moment, he felt as though he could shed all the burdens he had carried as the pinnacle of the empire.


“Until the day we meet again, I’ll make sure to train my muscles.”

—“Excellent attitude (31m2 -ᄇ-)! When we meet again, I’ll inspect your effort and determination, so don’t slack off on your training!”

“Of course.”

Once, as a swordsman, he had reached the peak of mastery, but his duties had forced him to abandon that path.

Now, this late-flowering passion was leading him back to the training ground.



 
  Chapter 71: Archive Talk (2)


“Is that true? That’s amazing, Your Highness!”

“…No, I mean, it’s not really something that amazing.”

The crown prince, Laizeol, scratched his head awkwardly as he exchanged chats with the character [Bercia] through the terminal connected to [ArchiveTalk].

Having just discovered [ArchiveTalk] and now able to converse with his favorite character, he had quickly become immersed in this unique feature.

He shared everything—from the stories of his life in the real world, to the countless adventures he’d experienced within this world, and even the recent horror game storyline he’d tackled.

But as they chatted endlessly, he eventually ran out of stories to tell.

Searching for something to talk about, he hesitantly brought up his lessons as the heir to the throne, taught by his father, the reigning emperor.

With little else to discuss, confined as he was within the imperial palace, he had absentmindedly shared the praise he’d received from his tutors for his achievements.

Immediately, he regretted it.

The dating guidebook [Rules of Romance] that he had bought, following a community recommendation, specifically said not to boast to women!

What if she found his story boring?

Should he have invented a more entertaining tale to keep her engaged?

What if she lost interest in him altogether and never sought him out again?

Contrary to his worries, however, her response was enthusiastic.

“No way! That’s such an incredible feat, something far beyond my imagination. (It’s YOU we’re talking about!) You’re a prince leading an entire nation!”

“Haha…”

The bashful crown prince squirmed.

Strictly speaking, he wasn’t just a prince; he was the crown prince.

But something about how she called him “Your Highness” because of their shared memories made him like the title.

“Next time… I’ll definitely tell you… a more interesting story…”

Typing out his final message, he pressed the logout button and exited the game. 

Though he wanted to stay a little longer and chat with her, as nothing else put him at ease quite like their conversations, he knew he couldn’t indulge any further.

“I am the prince Bercia is proud of.”

To become a man worthy of her, and to find new stories to share, he resolved to become an impeccable emperor—one he wouldn’t be embarrassed to introduce to her.

With that unwavering determination, the crown prince strode toward his advisors.

Brushing aside their overly dramatic reactions to his newfound enthusiasm, he stepped into his role as a leader.

***

Somewhere above the heavens…

A magitech engineer was chatting with someone in the game through the [Akashic Archive] chat feature newly added to the terminal.

“This time, it’s about food.”

“Okay!”

“What’s the most gullible edible thing?”

“Gullible? Umm… I don’t know!”

“The answer is salt. Because it gets ‘seasoned’ so easily.”

“Hahaha! That’s so funny!”

Her laughter, conveyed through the chat, brought a smile to his face.

“Do another one! Something else!”

“Hmm… then how about this? Prisons shouldn’t be made of stone. Why do you think that is?”

“Stone? Hmm… because it’s hard to build?”

“Nope. It’s because stone-built cells are ‘rock-solid’ escapes!”

“Ah!”

“Prisoners can’t escape if their cells are too sturdy, right?”

“I get it now! Wow, you’re amazing!”

Her laughter, expressed through cheerful emojis, brought a warm flush to his cheeks.

He began thinking about what kind of riddle to share next, one she’d enjoy—

Thud!

Suddenly, the air around him grew frigid.

The temperature plummeted so sharply that even his seasoned body froze in place.

“Who are you chatting so happily with, my dear Ian?”

Turning his stiff neck, he found Kate, expressionless, towering over him.

“K-Kate…”

Reaching out, she snatched the terminal from his hands.

‘No!’

Panicking, the magitech engineer concentrated his powers on the device, activating his abilities.

Zap!

The terminal sparked and malfunctioned.

‘Phew. That should do it.’

“What’s this?”

Kate tapped and prodded the now-unresponsive terminal, which had fried its circuits, but it remained inert.

“Looks like it’s broken. Haha.”

Good.

Now he could use the excuse of fixing it to retrieve the terminal and erase the chat logs.

“Let me repair it first. Can you hand it over?”

Feigning a relaxed smile, he extended his hand toward her, but—

“No more tricks this time.”

Kate wasn’t buying it.

Lately, she’d noticed his suspicious behavior, hiding the terminal.

Though she had let it slide, trusting him implicitly, her patience had worn thin.

“Why are you hiding it from me?”

Already frustrated by being trapped inside this building, her love’s increasingly odd behavior had pushed her to her breaking point.

Divine energy poured from her hands and enveloped the terminal.

Flash!

The brilliant white light restored the terminal to its original state, before it had been damaged.

‘Localized time regression!’

It was the power she had gained as her identity as a saintess deepened.

Though its purpose was to heal wounds, she now used it wastefully to repair a terminal.

“This time, I’ll find out exactly what you’re hiding.”

“No, babe, please don’t!”

Desperately lunging for the terminal, the magitech engineer was easily overpowered by the physically dominant saintess.

Thud!

“Gah!”

Collapsing, he stood no chance against her strength.

“What are you doing that you need to hide this from me?”

Slumping onto his chest, Kate activated the terminal and scrolled through the chat logs.

Reading them one by one, her brow furrowed deeper and deeper.

“Who is she?”

“…W-what do you mean?”

“Who the hell is this woman?!”

The intense energy surrounding her felt like it could crush him at any moment.

The technomancer struggled to breathe under its weight.

“Wh-what do you mean? What are you talking about?” he stammered.

“Are you really going to play dumb?”

Kate’s voice sharpened as she held out her terminal, shoving the screen toward his face.

“This thief talking to my man—who is she?”

The technomancer’s heart burned with anxiety as he stared at the terminal’s screen, shoved uncomfortably close to his face.

“Who could possibly make my man smile so brightly, cracking all these funny jokes? My man, who promised me that I’d always be the first to hear his best jokes!”

“Well, you see, darling…” he began to mumble, trying to find an excuse.

“This won’t do,” Kate declared, her tone dropping ominously.

With a sharp burst of divine energy, a glowing mechanism called the Penivane formed in her hands.

“Shall we test my theory by playing an Ostinato of Wrath on your Ohogoe?”

Her grip tightened as she hoisted him off the ground. 

Dragging him by the collar, she headed toward the bedroom.

‘No, not today…!’

Today, of all days, this couldn’t happen. 

There was something he had to do.

If there was no other way, he’d have to reveal everything.

“Darling, wait. Just hear me out for a moment.”

His tone turned serious, cutting through her fiery rage. Kate froze momentarily at the shift.

“If you’re really that curious… I’ll tell you everything.”


Slipping from her grasp, the technomancer straightened his rumpled collar with trembling hands.

Snap.

At the sound of his fingers snapping, dozens of mechanical devices materialized out of the void, their beams of light weaving together into a breathtaking display.

“W-what… is this, Ian?” 

Kate whispered, her eyes wide.

Before they realized it, the two of them were no longer in the technomancer’s lab.

They stood in a grand ballroom, surrounded by soft, enchanting music.

Elegant dresses and dashing suits adorned their bodies, as though they had stepped straight into a fairytale.

“I wanted to prepare something more romantic,” Ian said, brushing his hair back and adjusting his newly styled look.

This moment was a labor of love—a consultation with the constellation of dreams and a borrowed fragment of its power to craft this event.

“Today marks 300 years since the day I met you. I wanted to celebrate that milestone.”

Kneeling on one knee, he extended his hand toward her.

“Ian… this is all so sudden… I’m so confused…”

“I understand. I’m sorry I made you doubt me with all those strange actions. I only wanted to ensure everything I planned would match your tastes.”

“The person you were chatting with earlier… Could it be…?”

“You’re right,” he admitted, nodding.

“It was a character modeled after you—Saintess Kate from your human days. I created her to double-check whether everything I planned would truly make you happy.”

“Then even the jokes you shared…?”

“I only wanted to tell you the best ones. If any didn’t seem good enough, I was planning to throw them out.”

“Ian…! And I doubted you so easily!”

To think she had misunderstood this sweet, innocent man.

What a sinful woman she had been!

“I’m sorry, Ian!”

“No, I should be the one apologizing.”

“Still…!”

“How about we just call it even?” he offered with a gentle smile.

“Ian…!”

“Would you do me the honor of dancing with me, my lady?”

At his endearing smile, Kate couldn’t help but laugh.

Putting on her most graceful expression, she placed her hand in his.

“With pleasure.”

Though they had long ceased to be mere mortals, their awkward steps and clumsy grasp on each other’s hands transported them back to their younger, more innocent days.

‘Phew, she didn’t figure it out!’ Ian thought.

While Kate was lost in the dance, he discreetly manipulated a floating device, contacting the Apostle of the God of Dreams.

If there was one person who would have his back, it was that guy.

Ping.

As they continued their dance, Ian noticed the response he had been hoping for.

‘Thank you…!’

True to his request, the apostle had erased all chat logs.

Ian vowed to repay the favor someday.

Of course, that wouldn’t stop the Goddess of Wisdom from scheming against the apostle, but Ian had no plans to get involved in that.

‘That was a close call.’

Though the chat logs didn’t contain anything incriminating, admitting he’d been chatting with a character designed to mimic Kate would have landed him in serious trouble.

‘This time, I’ll win.’

Too many humiliating defeats in the bedroom had wounded his pride.

But this time, he’d use her vulnerability to assert himself.


As he danced with Kate, her laughter filling the room, he smiled, already envisioning his victory.

***

The Next Morning.

“Mmm~♥ Last night was amazing, darling♥,” Kate cooed.

“Spare me…”

Ian groaned.

Once again, the unyielding truth of technomancy became painfully clear: theory and practice were worlds apart.
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“Why is she acting like that today?”

Count Fadora furrowed his brow as he watched his eldest daughter tirelessly swinging her sword in the training grounds through the window.

She had always hated sword training, an irony for someone born into a prestigious swordsman family.

Instead, she spent her days playing games, gaining weight, and bringing shame to the family wherever she went.

Yet now, there she was, gripping a sword with unusual determination, swinging it with all her might.

It wasn’t like her to willingly leave her room, let alone train like this.

“…I don’t know what’s gotten into her, but she’ll quit soon enough.”

Shrugging, Count Fadora closed the curtain and turned away.

He was so convinced she wouldn’t change that he would’ve bet even his prized gambling tokens on it.

After all, he had tried to correct her ways for over ten years, only to give up entirely.

But the next day, and the day after that, and even weeks later, she didn’t stop.

Sweat poured from her entire body, and her arms trembled violently.

Yet, she forced herself to stand upright, readjusting her stance.

“I won’t give up. I can’t give up,” she muttered.

He had told her once: The moment you want to give up is when you’re closest to breaking through.

If she missed this golden opportunity, she knew she wouldn’t be able to move forward.

“Miss! Please rest for a moment!”

The captain of the knights, who had been observing nearby, called out to her.

“Just a little more!” she shouted back, her vision blurry.

Gripping the sword tightly, she swung it once again.

“If it were Sir Ren, he would have done the same!”

Her once plump figure had transformed into a slender and toned physique.

With each precise movement, her practice sword gleamed faintly with sword energy as she stepped forward and struck.

***

In the noble district of the Academy City of Reyra, Renato Albare, a demon of high status, set his terminal aside and fell deep into thought.

“Hmm…”

After much contemplation, he called for his butler and instructed him to prepare a gift package.

Taking it in his own hands, he walked toward the grand mansion across the street.

“Oh, Lord Albare!”

The guards at the mansion’s entrance were taken aback upon seeing him approach.

The commotion reached the mansion’s owner, Albus, who hurried to the entrance with a scowl on his face.

“What are you scheming this time?”

The Albars and the Albare families had been bitter enemies for generations, their grudge dating back to ancestors long forgotten.

Over centuries, the cycle of petty revenge and retaliation had perpetuated their hostility, making even modern descendants growl at the mere sight of each other.

“I have no schemes,” Albare replied with a sly smile and a shrug.

“I came to propose a truce and offer my apology for everything thus far. Albus, I am sorry.”

“…A truce?”

Suspicious, Albus frowned as he took the gift package.

What nonsense is this fool spouting now?

“You expect me to believe this?”

Handing the package to his servants to check for magical traps or listening devices, Albus turned back to Albare.

“I know it’s hard to trust me,” Albare admitted calmly.

“I was taught, just like you, that the Albus family is an enemy we can never let our guard down. And your parents were likely taught the same by theirs.”

“But this hatred didn’t start with us, did it? It began with our ancestors over some petty grudge so long ago that neither of us even remembers the details.”

Albare smiled disarmingly and extended a hand.

“I want to end this destructive cycle and start anew with you.”

Albus hesitated, glaring at the offered hand but not taking it.

“For now, I’ll leave. But I’ll be back until the day you accept my truce.”

With a charming smile and a wink, Albare turned and walked back toward his mansion.

“What a lunatic. What did he eat to make him act like this?”

Albus muttered under his breath, spitting to the side before returning to his home.

The conflict between the two families had festered for far too long to be resolved with a single apology.

But Albare’s courageous gesture planted the first seed of reconciliation.

Neither man could have known that this act of peace would one day turn their warring families into the strongest of allies.

***

“Watch me, Ferrerina, Demon Lord. Was this worthy of your will?”

The story of two feuding families becoming the closest of allies would eventually be passed down as a fable of reconciliation and forgiveness.

Junior Academy.

Thud!

“I said!”

Thud!

“No more of this pathetic bread!”

Thud!

“You were supposed to buy the Dengdeng Bread!”

Thud!

The Langin girl kicked the Dark Elf boy sprawled on the ground without mercy.

“But… but that was the only bread left! I swear… Ahhh!”

“If there’s no bread left, you should have found some, no matter what! I told you, I can only eat Dengdeng Bread!”

Thud, thud, thud!

The Langin girl continued her relentless assault on the defenseless Dark Elf boy.

“Ah, this won’t do. Did you forget my temper?”

The girl removed the watch strapped to her wrist and placed it aside.

A faint blue glow began to form in her hand.

“W-Wait! Langlang! You’re not about to use your magic, are you…?”

“Let’s settle this properly today!”

Her fist, now glowing with amplified energy, swung down with tremendous force.

“Aaah!”

The boy clenched his eyes shut, bracing for the pain, curling up tightly.

…Nothing?

He cautiously opened one eye, puzzled by the absence of impact.

Before him stood someone holding the Langin girl’s wrist firmly.

“H-Hora…?”

It was the stoic-faced Hora, a beastkin girl known as the strongest in the Junior Academy.

Hora, who had conquered the entire academy, now held the Langin girl’s wrist in an iron grip.

Langlang, who had been so bold moments ago, started trembling as soon as she recognized Hora.

“I believe I made myself clear before—school violence is absolutely forbidden. Especially violence based on race differences.”

“Y-Yes! You did… hehe.”

“Then what are you doing right now?”

“W-Well, this is just… uh… not violence! I was just… giving him some education! Yes, education!”

“Education, you say.”

“Y-Yeah! Exactly!”

“And you call using a magic-enhanced punch ‘education’?”

Crack, creak.

The faint sound of muscles tightening within Hora’s small frame sent chills down everyone’s spine.

“How educational.”

“I’m sorry, Hora! Please spare me!”

Langlang immediately dropped to the ground in submission.

“I’ll let you off this time. But remember, there won’t be a next time.”

“Y-Yes, yes!”

“Now, get lost.”


As Hora released her grip, Langlang scrambled away in a hurry.

Even that tyrant… was dealt with so easily.

“Are you alright?”

Hora extended her hand to the Dark Elf boy, who was still sitting on the ground in awe.

“Th-Thank you for saving me…”

“It was nothing. I merely couldn’t stand by and watch injustice.”

“Injustice…?”

The boy blinked, confused. 

To his knowledge, the girl before him had no interest in such ideals. 

Hora was a battle maniac who, upon entering the Junior Academy, had challenged upperclassmen and unified the entire academy district through sheer force.

Yet here she was, talking about injustice and forbidding violence. 

Had something changed?

“By the way, you…”

“Y-Yes?”

“You’re a Dark Elf, aren’t you?”

“That’s correct!”

Her previously uninterested gaze suddenly sharpened with focus.

“Do you know of a Dark Elf named Gaizerus?”

“Of course! He’s a hero among us Dark Elves.”

Thump.

“…Huh?”

Before he realized it, the Dark Elf boy found himself tucked under Hora’s arm.

“Let’s have a little chat, shall we?”

With those words, she leapt up the side of a building, carrying the boy with her.

“W-Wait! Hold on!”

Though the boy couldn’t see it, Hora’s face was flushed with excitement.

***

The Celestial Realm

A Meeting of the Gods

“The game Akashic Archive is throwing the continent into chaos!”

A goddess stood and raised her arms dramatically, appealing to the gathered deities.

“The divine energy distribution paradigm has been completely disrupted by that game!”

How insolent.

“Therefore, I propose this!”

To think they dared to create a game without including my magnificent story.


Unforgivable.

They’ll pay for this.

“Let us agree to include the stories of every god present in that game!”

Just you wait.

Dream God.
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The meeting hall was filled with dozens of gods.

“Hey, guess what Bercia said to me? She told me, ‘I love you, my prince!’”

“What gives you the right to mess with my wife?”

“It’s such a shame you fools can’t recognize the true beauty of a bespectacled maiden. Even as a four-star character, she far surpasses the charm of limited five-star characters.”

“Ugh, can someone shut this idiot up?”

“Don’t you think the curator is just adorable? Judging by her appearance, she looks like a young human who hasn’t even undergone the coming-of-age ceremony. But how old do you think she really is?”

“Whatever her age, I doubt she’d suit an old fossil like you.”

“What? Did you just say that to me? Care to repeat it?”

The gods bickered loudly, chaos filling the air as usual.

It was a rare sight to see these free-spirited beings gathered together for a single purpose.

Boom!

A ripple of divine energy, containing unfathomable wisdom, swept through the room.

The noisy meeting hall fell silent in an instant.

“Now, now, let’s begin the meeting. I ask all attendees to take their seats,” announced the presiding god, known as the [Lawbringer].

At his request, the gods moved to their assigned seats.

“I’d like to express my gratitude to all the gods present here today.”

The [Lawbringer], deeming the chaotic atmosphere settled, ascended the podium with the meeting agenda in hand.

“As you all know, today’s meeting is about the game that has been causing a stir not only on the surface but even here in the heavens—[Akashic Archive].”

A hum resonated through the room as divine power coalesced into a holographic screen.

“This game has sparked numerous upheavals on the surface, disrupting the established order. I hereby declare the opening of this emergency countermeasure meeting.”

Boom!

As the declaration echoed, a wave of divine energy surged through the surroundings.

[First Akashic Archive Countermeasure Meeting]

“Before we proceed with submissions, let me explain today’s topic.”

The [Lawbringer] scanned the room before continuing.

“As you all are aware, we gods derive our divine power—our very essence—from the faith of intelligent beings.”

Divine power, the foundation of a god’s existence, originates from the faith of mortals.

Stronger faith and more believers bolster a god’s strength and reinforce their existence.

This is why gods invest their divine power to appoint apostles and actively engage in missionary work on the surface.

“However, I believe you’ve all noticed that the supply of divine power we’ve been receiving has decreased significantly as of late.”

The population of mortals on the continent is finite.

Even with the recent advancements in agriculture and the relative peace increasing the population, the gods still compete within the limits of this fixed resource.

If faith in one god surges dramatically, the divine power available to other gods diminishes accordingly.

“You must all remember the Fair Competition Law established at the end of the Celestial War. Missionary efforts among gods were to remain fair, with no interference in another god’s work. And even if the supply of divine power decreased, the growing god would not be blamed—so long as the decrease did not exceed 20%.”

This law, sworn into effect through divine agreement, prevented catastrophic conflicts driven by the gods’ desire for power.

Since its establishment, disputes over faith among gods had nearly disappeared.

After all, stealing 20% of another god’s divine power was no easy feat.

“But this time, the situation is different,” the [Lawbringer] said, gesturing to the presentation screen.

The screen displayed graphs showing the total increase in divine power among the gods featured in [Akashic Archive] and the corresponding decrease in power among other gods.

“As of two hours ago, the total decrease in divine power has exceeded the 20% threshold compared to pre-[Akashic Archive] levels.”

Significant amounts of divine power, previously directed to other gods, were now being funneled toward those featured in the game.

The law had lost its efficacy.

“As the threshold has been breached, interference and sabotage against these gods are now permissible under the law. However…”

The [Lawbringer] stroked his long beard thoughtfully.

“Such actions may disrupt the celestial order and could even hinder [Akashic Archive] updates.”

The gods seated around the hall vehemently shook their heads, clearly unwilling to risk such chaos.

“Thus, this meeting aims to determine how we should respond. I urge you all to present your opinions.”

The gods raised their hands eagerly, each vying for a chance to speak.

The [Lawbringer] called on them one by one.

“In the end, isn’t [Akashic Archive] the problem? If we just get rid of it, everything will—ow! Okay, okay! I was wrong! Forget I said that! Why are you all glaring at me?!”

“I have a solution! Let’s raise the threshold in the law to 30%! …What if it reaches 30%? Uh… fine, 40% then!”

“We don’t need to do anything. They earned their divine power fair and square. Why should we interfere?”

The gods voiced their thoughts, but none presented an idea that garnered widespread agreement.

“Should we take a vote on these opinions?”

No plausible solution was emerging.

As the neutral moderator, I wanted to avoid this incident causing any discord in the heavens.

Flash!

As the [Lawkeeper] pondered, a goddess raised her hand.


‘…Hmm?’

The [Mistress of the Night].

This was unexpected.

For her to voice her opinion, of all people.

“The game [Akashic Archive] is disrupting the continent!”

With that, the goddess, who had gained the floor, stood from her seat, stretched out her arms, and made her plea. Her divine voice resounded through the assembly hall.

“Currently, the sacred paradigm of the continent is being entirely skewed by that game. At this rate, even the peace of the heavens could crumble.”

The gods, who had been indifferent up until now, turned their attention to her serious tone—one unlike the usual behavior of their kind.

Her unusually focused demeanor contrasted sharply with the image she had cultivated until now, which made her words all the more striking.

“The gods appearing in [Akashic Archive] have transformed their individual narratives into a game format and delivered them to the mortals below. They’ve made their stories more dramatic and awe-inspiring!”

She tapped her temple with her index finger.

“But think about it—does any one of us lack a narrative more compelling than theirs? Did any one of us ascend to divinity for a less worthy reason than those beings?”

Many gods nodded in agreement with her argument.

“No! Absolutely not! We are the ones with greater, more magnificent stories, and it was through more perilous and remarkable journeys that we arrived here. The only difference between them and us is whether or not our stories have appeared in a game!”

Before long, every god in the hall was engrossed in her speech.

“So, I propose this: let us agree to have the stories of all the gods gathered here appear in a game!”

***

“Please… just stop…”

The Demon Lord begged me.

“This is enough, isn’t it… please?”

Her pitiful voice made me nod.

“Yes, you’ve done well. Let’s leave it at this.”

“I… survived…”

Thud.

The Demon Lord collapsed powerlessly.

She had been tirelessly crafting characters for [ArchiveTalk] in the dream world for a long time.

“Promise… keep the promise…”

“Of course.”

I was quite satisfied with her work.

As expected, she wasn’t just anyone—she had built and led a major game company from its inception to now.

In fact, I learned a lot from working with her.

The compensation I promised her felt well worth it.

After uploading all the creations we made to the game, I released her from the dream world and stepped outside.

At that moment, a message arrived.

***

[The Dreamteller is in a panic, stamping their feet, saying, “It’s a disaster! A disaster!”]

“Huh? What happened, Storyteller? Did something happen up above?”



The last time the Storyteller had this kind of reaction was when Ren invaded ages ago.

What could possibly be going on now?

[The Dreamteller yells, “This isn’t just any disaster! The gods! The gods have invaded my home!”]

“…What?”

What do they mean, invaded?
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I received a summons from my Celestial Sponsor and immediately projected my consciousness into the heavens using the power of dreams.

This was a realm no mere mortal should ever have access to, a place far beyond human reach.

Yet, having traveled here so frequently, I now ascended with ease.

The moment I arrived in my Sponsor’s domain, I was met with an irate voice.

“What the hell is this nonsense you’re spewing after barging in unannounced?”

Standing in the middle of the scene, scowling fiercely, was the Demon God.

Before her, a dozen divine beings formed a barrier, attempting to block her path.

[Your Celestial Sponsor brightens at the sight of the Dreamteller.]

Peeking out from behind the Demon God was my own Sponsor.

Fortunately, it seemed like nothing too serious had occurred—yet.

I crossed my arms and sighed.

“Do you all realize how rude you’re being right now? When one celestial visits another, it’s common courtesy to schedule an appointment in advance or at least send a messenger ahead. Just barging in like this… isn’t that practically an act of war?”

…Wait.

Was I really hearing this from the Demon God, of all people?

She was a battle-crazed warlord, infamous even in the celestial realm.

The gods standing before her showed signs of unease, no doubt recalling her violent past—an era when she was consumed by the sin of pride.

“Or perhaps…” 

She took a menacing step forward, a wicked grin spreading across her lips. 

“You all just want to fight? We could always strip ourselves of our celestial ranks and settle this right here.”

A dense aura of divine and demonic energy surged around her, flaring to heights greater than even when she had fought against us in the past.

The surrounding gods instinctively stepped back, their faces pale.

Even in our previous battle, she had effortlessly swatted away the combined attacks of the Magitech Engineer and Ren. 

Against this group, she could likely hold her own with ease.

Sensing the tension in the air, a lone goddess stepped forward, motioning for the others to stay behind.

“I apologize for our abrupt arrival.”

The goddess, clad in an elegant black dress, bowed gracefully.

“We originally intended to follow the proper channels, but the decision was made during a divine assembly. For the sake of celestial order, we needed to act swiftly.”

“[Master of the Night]… What are you scheming this time?”

The Demon God narrowed her eyes, her expression growing even more guarded.

She had clearly dealt with this goddess before.

[Master of the Night]?

Among the many deities who resided in the heavens, there were certain figures particularly revered on the mortal plane.

The Seven Heroes.

The Three Sages.

The Five Lords.

Of our own investors, [Sacrifice] Ren and [Theft] Gaizerus were among the Seven Heroes.

The Magitech Engineer belonged to the Sages.

And the Demon God? 

She was one of the Five Lords.

—Come to think of it, our investors have some ridiculously impressive credentials.

Of course, each of them also had glaring personal flaws that made their achievements hard to believe…

Regardless, [Master of the Night] was one of the Five Lords.

Unlike the Demon God, she actively managed her followers, resulting in a broad and diverse congregation spanning multiple races.

Even in the heavens, where gods were as numerous as pebbles, she was a force to be reckoned with.

If she was involved, then the Demon God’s wariness was entirely justified.

“Scheming?” 

The goddess chuckled. 

“Saying it like that makes it sound like I’m up to something nefarious.”

A low growl rumbled from the Demon God’s throat. 

Her fists trembled.

Something told me she was about to snap and turn this into a bloodbath.

Without thinking, I rushed between them.

“……?”

The Demon God blinked.

“You little brat…”

“Pleased to meet you, [Master of the Night]. I am currently serving as the Dream God’s proxy and the Director of the [Akashic Archive].”

“…Director?”

She could likely see the essence of dreams swirling around me, despite my efforts to suppress my divine authority.

That was fine.

In fact, it was exactly what I wanted.

My spiritual form was an exact reflection of my past self—a visage eerily similar to the Director of the [Akashic Archive].

Though slightly older and rougher around the edges, my face still bore an undeniable resemblance.

A perfect illusion.

“Hey! You—”

I silenced the Demon God with a raised hand.

“Would you mind stepping aside for a moment?”

“What?”

This was no time for rash actions.

For [Master of the Night] to have gathered this many gods under her banner, she must have gained significant support through the divine assembly.

Waging war against so many deities in the celestial realm—where divine conflicts were strictly forbidden—was far from ideal.

Especially when we needed their strength to oppose the Abyss in the long run.

Gathering information, assessing the situation, and stalling for time was the best course of action.

And standing next to me—this battle-hungry, single-minded Demon God—was the worst possible ally for a delicate negotiation.

[I appreciate you holding them back. I’ll take it from here. Just watch over my Sponsor for now.]

I relayed my thoughts to her directly.

“You’re telling me to stand back?!”

I knew she’d say that.

[Not at all, Demon God. Right now, in this chaotic situation, the only one I trust to protect my Sponsor is you.]

“T-Trust?”

[Yes. Among us, you are the strongest, most reliable god. That’s why I’m asking for your help.]


She was easy to read, even without mind-reading abilities.

“…W-Well, if you put it that way…”

After a moment’s hesitation, she turned and returned to my Sponsor’s side.

Only then did I allow myself to exhale in relief.

Now, I could focus entirely on [Master of the Night].

“Impressive.”

She smiled as if amused by what she had just witnessed.

“Well, we’re rather close, my investors and I. We’re practically family.”

“Is that so?”

She took a step closer.

“I find myself growing quite interested in this concept of ‘investment.’”

A divine being of her caliber was now close enough that I could feel her warm breath against my skin.

Her fingers reached for my face.

[Your Celestial Sponsor shrieks in protest: “No way!”]

!!

“Please, hold on a moment.”

I quickly took a step back.

“…?”

For an instant, [Master of the Night] froze in place.

Then, with a thoughtful expression, she spoke.

“I suppose I should explain the situation first.”

“As you know, your game, Akashic Archive, has gained immense popularity. So much so that people of all races and classes across the land have become completely engrossed in it.”

A sudden, unexpected praise for Akashic Archive?

“I don’t particularly enjoy games, but I do appreciate new challenges. However, this time, I can’t bring myself to support you. Your game has disrupted the order of this continent.”

“…Huh? Order?”

I was expecting something about the Abyss at most, but order?

Because of our game?

Did someone commit a crime trying to imitate the game’s storyline or something?

What does she mean?

“A phenomenon has occurred where divinity, which was originally meant to be distributed among various gods, has started to concentrate on only a select few. The existing divine hierarchy has been completely shattered.”

“…Ah.”

Divine hierarchy.

I immediately understood what she was talking about.

No wonder our investors had been looking so pleased lately.

It wasn’t because they had overcome sin—it was because they were gaining more divinity through the game.

“So, a conference was held to address this crisis, and a decision was made. I was chosen as the executor of that decision.”

A decree from the gods’ council.

There were few words in existence more terrifying than those.

Could they be telling us to shut the game down?

To terminate the servers?

What if that was really their conclusion?

Would we stop making money?

Would I get expelled from the Academy, and would our patron deity starve again?

And what about the Abyss… how would we deal with that?

“…What exactly was decided?”

I couldn’t just turn the gods into our enemies. Ignoring the council’s ruling wasn’t an option.

Whatever it was, I had to comply—at least for the sake of survival.

I felt a deep fear of whatever was about to come out of her mouth.

But, to my surprise, the decree she revealed was nothing like what I had expected.

In fact, it was so unexpected that I never would have guessed it.

“The ruling is simple. Every god who wishes to participate in the council’s decision will be introduced into Akashic Archive as a playable character.”

She gestured toward the other gods standing behind her, watching us intently.

“…Excuse me?”

I blinked, wondering if I had heard her correctly.

“If divinity has become imbalanced because of your game, then we simply need to level the playing field within the game itself. The investors you speak of gained their positions through Akashic Archive, so we shall provide an equal opportunity for the others.”

“Wait… what?”

So they wanted all the gods in the game?

Because only a few appearing would be unfair, they wanted all of them included?

How did they even reach that conclusion?

But no, wait.

This was much better than having to shut down the servers.

This was a problem I could actually work with.

So… did this mean I had to turn every single willing god into a character in the game?

By force?

I thought about how I could integrate them into the system.


And as I did, a realization hit me.

…Wasn’t this actually a huge opportunity?

“If the game has disturbed the continent’s order, then of course I will comply. However…” I smirked, looking at them. “You don’t expect me to do this for free, do you?”

If I played my cards right…

This could be huge.



 
  Chapter 75: Master of the Night


“It was a pleasure meeting you, Director.”

“The honor is mine, [Master of the Night].”

“Let’s meet again sometime.”

“Yes, take care.”

The [Master of the Night] turned away with a satisfied smile, and the other gods who had been observing her silently followed her out.

For now, the immediate issue had been resolved.

No—this wasn’t just a resolution.

This was an opportunity.

By securing the rights to these gods’ stories, I now had free rein to incorporate them into my game without needing additional permission.

I could weave the legends of deities widely known across the continent into my project as I pleased.

I had been struggling with how to expand the game’s characters, and yet, here was an opportunity falling into my lap, gift-wrapped and tied with a bow.

“Hey! Kid!”

I turned at the familiar voice.

“Are you sure you’re okay? That woman just now—she was trying to make some kind of shady deal with you. You didn’t fall for anything, did you?”

This god… had he been tricked by the [Master of the Night] before?

“No, quite the opposite. It was a great deal.”

Just as she had proposed, we had reached an agreement to include the gods who wished to participate in the [Akashic Archive] as characters.

But this wasn’t something I had requested—it was their demand.

I had simply placed a price on their request.

I couldn’t just add them to the game for free.

If they wanted their wish granted, they had to offer something in return.

It was only fair.

So, I proposed a deal:

If they wanted to become characters, they would have to present an appropriate offering to my Constellation.

And in the order of the most reasonable offerings, they would be granted a place in the game.

A trade where I got to freely use the widely known myths of gods while also gaining compensation for it.

Was there a more profitable deal than this?

Absolutely not.

It was a perfect win.

***

“Kid, no. That woman isn’t just any ordinary figure—she’s dangerously cunning. Even if you think you won, there’s a chance you missed something. You must go over everything carefully.”

“I’m telling you, it’s fine.”

Just how many times had he been deceived before to be this paranoid?

Trickery, huh…?

Had there been any deception?

The [Master of the Night] hadn’t seemed particularly interested in fooling me.

Shrugging off the god’s concerns, I turned to my Constellation, who was waving at me with their small hands.

***

“As expected of the [Master of the Night]! I knew it was a good idea to trust her!”

“Good work.”

“I can’t believe you managed to secure a deal to create characters out of all the gods in that meeting! That’s insane!”

“Well, it wasn’t difficult for me.”

As we left the domain of the Dream God, the other gods who had merely observed the negotiations erupted into cheers.

“What surprises me is that none of you said anything. Your favorite characters have now come to life, haven’t they? And that director…”

“Exactly. That’s why we couldn’t interfere.”

“Yeah, I mean, the director of the [Archive]! My absolute favorite just came to life, and you expect me to have the composure to speak to them?!”

“…Is that so?”

“That’s just how being a fan works.”

“…I wouldn’t know. I don’t play games.”

Truthfully, she had been the most shocked among them all, but she hid it well.

***

“I assumed you played [Akashic Archive] since you were the one who gathered us all for the meeting.”

“I’m not interested in playing games. I only got involved for the sake of maintaining peace in the celestial realm. If I hadn’t intervened, this divine imbalance would have surely led to conflict among the gods.”

“Is that so?”

“You’re no fun. How do you even endure this boring celestial life?”

“Then why don’t you try [Akashic Archive] for yourself? It’s fun.”

“Heh. If I find the time.”

With that, the [Master of the Night] exchanged farewells with the other gods and stepped through space.

She returned to a place no one else could trespass—her own secluded domain, submerged beneath an endless, dark night.

“Favorite character, huh…”

As she passed through the pitch-black void, she arrived at her private chamber.

Fwoosh.

The moment she entered, the darkness that had swallowed the room gave way to a brilliant light.

“Me too.”

Posters covered every inch of her walls, leaving no space for even the wallpaper to show.

From a scene of [Knight Ren] slaying monsters to a poster of a boy and a girl clumsily dancing in sync with a repetitive melody.

Other posters featured the Dark Elf and Elf clasping hands, the Demon King’s awakening, and a romantic date with Bercia.

Yet, among the overwhelming collection, there was one poster she treasured the most.

“I never thought I’d see the Director in real life!”

Her face flushed with excitement, she rubbed her cheek against the poster, her eyes gleaming with admiration.

“I knew it! There’s no way he wouldn’t exist in reality!”

From [Knight Ren] to [Dark Elf Gaizeras], all the main characters of the story had turned out to be real beings—gods, each playing a role in reality.

Then wouldn’t the Director exist too?

Her ultimate favorite. 

The mysterious man who was endlessly serious when it mattered.

And now, she had met him in real life.

Even though he hid his entire body with the power of dreams, she, as a god, could still recognize him. 

There was no doubt about it.

He was the Director.

“So that’s it. He was the Director all along.”

She wasn’t exactly sure what the title “Director” entailed, but if it referred to the one managing the game, then did that mean the [Akashic Archive], the game she had cherished, was actually a story the Director had personally told her?

A story told by her ultimate favorite?

No wonder every tale had been so captivating.

Since childhood, she had loved playing games, but she had always hidden this passion to maintain her public image.

She had lived pretending otherwise, indulging in her hobby only in secret.

Then one day, a virtual reality game appeared—one that shattered everything she thought she knew.

She couldn’t help but fall in love with it.


She had laughed and cried alongside the characters in the game.

She had felt an indescribable sense of closeness to the gods that appeared within its world.

And yet, despite her attachment, she had taken the lead in calling for a meeting, raising her voice in discussions.

What if dissatisfaction with the [Akashic Archive] led to resentment toward the gods within it?

She had carefully gathered the more game-friendly gods to hold a meeting, but still, there had been many radical opinions.

If she hadn’t intervened, the idea of shutting the game down entirely might have gained traction.

She had no choice but to step in—to protect the game, and the gods who made it special.

Fortunately, many gods were eager to appear in the game.

With their support, she had managed to steer the conversation in a favorable direction.

At least for now, the extremist faction pushing for the game’s destruction wouldn’t pose a threat.

For now.

More importantly…

“The Director…”

He was ridiculously handsome.

Seeing him in real life, he had an even stronger, more masculine presence than he did in the game.

A casual observer might have seen that the Director and the character of the “Director” in the game shared the exact same face and thought, ‘Oh, this guy just made a self-insert OC to indulge in his own fantasies.’

But she—blinded by admiration—could never think such blasphemous thoughts.

“Now that I’ve calmed down from the shock of meeting him face-to-face… wait, doesn’t this mean that if I appear in the game, the Director will personally write my story?”

A realization struck her like lightning.

According to their final agreement, the gods who offered the most enticing rewards would be granted a place in the game’s narrative.

She had originally planned to stay out of it. 

She didn’t want anyone discovering that she was a secret gaming addict. 

Her plan was to wait until things settled down and sneak into the story later.

But this changed everything.

“The Director… writing my story?”

How could she possibly resist that?

Clutching a plush doll of the Director, she jumped up from her seat.

Her eyes gleamed with determination as she rummaged through her secret treasure trove.

It was time to find it.

Something that the Director would desire.


A perfect offering.

And with her abilities, such a task wouldn’t be difficult.

In her mind, she was already far beyond a simple game cameo.

She was planning their future.

She was naming their grandchildren.



 
  Chapter 76: Second Official Broadcast


The Lofty Throne

A dozen gods stood in a neat row before a towering throne.

Atop the grand seat sat a young girl with legs so short they didn’t even reach the floor.

[The Dreamteller clears her throat with a little “Ahem” and attempts to fold her arms.]

She was the one who would be judging the gods today, each of whom had come bearing gifts.

Though we were the ones determining the order in which they would appear in the game, these were gods—beings far beyond mortal comprehension. 

No matter our authority, they were not ones to be taken lightly.

And so, as a mere human, I had no right to judge them.

That was precisely why our Constellation had chosen to oversee this process.

The agreement itself had been struck with her in mind.

[The Dreamteller tilts her head in what she believes to be a serious expression, signaling for the first god to begin.]

A burly male god at the front of the line stepped forward, his voice booming with confidence.

“Greetings, Dream God!”

He puffed up his chest, muscles flexing as he turned slightly to the side.

“My story is heroic and magnificent—more than worthy of the Akashic Archive! Surely, it will satisfy you! And to sweeten the deal, I have brought a gift.”

With a dramatic flourish, he untied the bundle slung over his back, pulling out a massive club.

“A relic I wielded during my time on Earth—now a legendary sacred artifact.”

A sacred artifact.

A weapon strengthened to the extreme through accumulated faith and storytelling—a divine object condensed from sheer belief.

Like the Holy Sword of a chosen hero, such items could grant mortals power beyond their limits the moment they grasped them.

And he was offering that in exchange for a character slot?

I hadn’t expected such a price.

It seemed the gods were more invested in our game than I had anticipated.

“I used it well during my time below, but now, I have no need for it,” he continued, spinning the club effortlessly. 

“So? Does this offering please you?”

His expectant gaze landed not on our Constellation, but on me.

Wait, why was he looking at me?

I wasn’t the one making the decision.

[The Dreamteller furrows her brows in contemplation before shaking her head.]

“…Not good enough?”

[The Dreamteller says she’ll put it on hold.]

“Hah…”

His shoulders slumped. 

With a dejected look, he rewrapped his club and trudged to the back of the line.

…Seriously, why was he looking at me?

I don’t decide these things.

The next god stepped forward.

“This item—”

“I shall form a personal alliance with you!”

“I will share a portion of my divine power!”

One after another, gods stepped forth, each presenting their own enticing offers.

Sacred artifacts, divine pacts, even fragments of their celestial authority—each bribe was absurd in scale, as expected of divine beings.

As a mere human, it all felt surreal.

[The Dreamteller extends her tiny palm, signaling yet another “hold.”]

“What?! Why?!”

Even the god willing to sever a core part of his own divinity was rejected. 

He turned to me in disbelief.

Again, stop looking at me!

I wasn’t the one making the decision.

In truth, even I was confused.

Wasn’t that last offer really good?

Why reject it?

Was there something our Constellation was specifically waiting for?

At last, the final god in line stepped forward.

A goddess.

She held an ornate box in her hands, adorned with intricate designs.

“The [Master of the Night]? You’re interested in this game?”

“Wait, but you haven’t even played Akashic Archive!”

Wait.

Had she really never played our game?

And yet, she was here negotiating for a character slot?

Now that I thought about it, she had mentioned before that she wasn’t particularly fond of games.

Back when we first met, she had recognized me as the game’s overseer—not because she had played, but simply because she knew of the role I played.

“I have not played Akashic Archive,” she admitted. “And that is precisely why I have stepped forward.”

“…That makes absolutely no sense.”

The [Master of the Night] closed her eyes briefly before reopening them, an air of mystery swirling around her.

“By decree of the Celestial Council, you all will appear in this game. However, there is no guarantee that your in-game portrayals will match your expectations.”

Her voice carried an unearthly resonance.

“If anything, your divine reputations may be tarnished in the process. Should that happen, this entire arrangement could worsen the imbalance of divinity rather than restore it.”

“What does that have to do with this?!”

“Yeah! And if you don’t even like games, why are you interfering?!”

“As I said, that is precisely why I have intervened.”

She gazed at them all, calm and composed.

“I am not attached to this game. I do not hold the same passion for it that you do. That makes me the ideal test subject for its first divine inclusion.”

A pause.

Then, someone murmured, “…Wait. [Master of the Night]… You mean to say you volunteered for our sake?”

“You magnificent bastard…!”

Her lips curled into a small smile as she turned to face me and the Dreamteller.

“My offering,” she declared, “is one that will surely satisfy you, Overseer.”

The box in her hands floated gently into the air.


And then—

“Hello, my little darlings~!”

The broadcast light flickered on, and the familiar influx of viewers filled the chat. 

Legatia, the elf streamer, greeted them with her signature opening.

“Reha!”

The chat was already buzzing.

—Reha!

—Why haven’t you been streaming lately?

—Official stream, let’s go!

Recently, Legatia had been too engrossed with the newly released character, [Gaizerus], to keep up with her usual broadcasts. But today, she had no choice.

This was the day of the second official broadcast for Akashic Archive.

The previous stream had been a nostalgic recap, covering past events and the upcoming limited-time horror event—an event where her favorite character, Gaizerus, took center stage.

There was no way she could miss this.

If the first official stream had been a spectacle, the second was bound to be even more.

As she waited for the official stream to begin, she chatted with her viewers about the game.

“No, I didn’t end the stream because I got scared!”

She still remembered the moment her stream cut off when she first encountered Gaizerus.

Of course, her viewers had their own interpretation.

—Then why did the stream suddenly end?

—Archive playback when?

—Did you and Gaizerus… do something?

“No! Absolutely not!”

Looking back, she was grateful the stream had ended.

If her panicked, over-the-top reaction had been recorded, she would have never heard the end of it.

Even now, she was teased for having spent way too much trying to max out Gaizerus in the latest banner.

She could only imagine how much worse it would have been if that footage existed.

“You guys are too much!”

As she continued to chat and kill time, the official stream was drawing closer.

—It’s happening.

—Get ready.

—Drumroll…

The curtain rose.

Darkness filled the screen, followed by a dramatic reveal: twelve marble statues rising from the void.

A towering, muscle-bound warrior.

A man adjusting his glasses with a calculating gaze.

A woman leaning against a spear, poised and elegant.

A noble lady draped in an extravagant dress.

The statues exuded an aura of reverence, like divine effigies in a grand temple.

—What is this?

—Statues?

—Wait, are these all new characters?!

CRACK!

The screen fractured, as if reality itself had shattered.

Beyond the fissures, the statues came to life.

A thunderous orchestral score swelled as the figures clashed in battle.

Men and women fought in a chaotic dance of steel, magic, and divine energy.

The combat was breathtaking—even for the warriors of the continent of Reifania, it was a sight to behold.

Everyone watching fell silent, their gazes locked onto the unfolding spectacle.

The battle reached its climax.

The warriors froze mid-motion—returning to statues once more—before shattering into pieces.

And then—the fragments gathered.

A figure stood at the center, their silhouette framed by the swirling remains of the shattered gods.

A dark shadow loomed behind them.

The Interim Overseer—the one who had inherited the will of the Twelve—closed his eyes, recalling the memories of those who had come before.

Then, with all their power coalescing into his form, he leapt toward the shadow.

BOOM!

The screen cut to black.

Silence.

And then—

—What… did I just witness?

—Is this the next story update?!

—Overseer… is he a god?!

Before the viewers could recover from the shock, the curtain lifted again.

“Hello, Interim Overseers! It’s been a while!”

Diavel, the host, appeared on screen with a familiar, welcoming smile.

What followed was a nostalgic trip down memory lane—discussing past updates, reflecting on moments shared with the Interim Overseers.

—This is it!

—Bercia-chan! I love you!

—Gai… Zerus Oppa…?

The content wasn’t particularly groundbreaking, but for players who had been deeply immersed in the game, it was a meaningful experience.

“The footage you just watched is part of the next major update’s story,” Diavel announced. “Unfortunately, that’s all we can reveal for now.”

—Why?!

—We demand more!

—Just awaken the Dream Story and tell us everything!

“But!”

Diavel clapped his hands together, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “We have something special prepared for you.”

Snap!

With a flick of his fingers, the space around him began to distort.

“The [Archive] is coming to life!”

In the blink of an eye, Legatia found herself standing in the middle of an enormous amusement park.

—Huh?

—Reality?

—Wait… this is…

—A holy land? No way…

—The Archive… is becoming real?!


The chat exploded at an uncontrollable rate.

And then—

BOOM!

The broadcast crashed.

To be continued…



 
  Chapter 77: Archive Land (1)


Boom!

“Your Majesty! It’s a jackpot!”

The door to the Demon King’s office swung open with a loud crash.

Crack.

At the same time, the doorknob slammed into the wall, embedding itself deeply.

The Demon King let out yet another sigh.

“Arianna, I told you—be gentle when opening the door.”

“Hehehe, sorry! I keep messing up.”

A young demon girl, smiling brightly, scratched her head in embarrassment.

She wasn’t the original secretary. 

That one had been too busy, so this girl had been temporarily assigned the role. 

She was clumsy, but… she had a good heart.

“More importantly, what’s this big news?”

“Oh, right! Look at this, Your Majesty!”

The girl dropped a stack of documents onto the desk with a heavy thud.

“This is…?”

“The report from the Duke! It’s a huge success!”

The Demon King picked up the summary report sitting at the top of the pile and skimmed through it.

“Pre-registrations alone have surpassed a million…?”

“That’s right! We’re gonna be rolling in money, Your Majesty! And it’s all thanks to you!”

After the rise of Akashic Archive, the entire gaming market—except for that one game—had suffered a deep slump. 

The economy of the demons, which heavily depended on the industry, had taken a severe hit.

But now, a new breakthrough had emerged.

And it was an overwhelming success.

Demon King Lucia recalled the grueling days working under that demonic director.

Because of security concerns, she couldn’t rely on other demons’ help and had to handle everything herself. 

She had gone sleepless for countless nights, buried in work. But in the end, it had all been worth it.

She was the only one in Dream Story who had managed to secure both the rights and operational control of an ArchiveLand.

“We did it… We really did it…”

Across the continent, Akashic Archive had exploded in popularity. 

Recently, the Constellation of Wisdom had stepped in to expand the business.

The venture began with the release of physical merchandise, followed by an even grander endeavor—theme parks built upon sacred locations.

As stories based on real events gained traction, more and more people sought to visit the actual places where history had unfolded.

The battlefield where the Constellation of Sacrifice had fought against monsters.

The grand ballroom where the magitech engineer first met the saintess.

The places where Perlerina had awakened as the Demon King and begun her journey.

People were flocking to these locations in droves.

The Goddess of Wisdom, somehow, had convinced the continent’s leaders to grant her rights to these key locations. 

Then, she sent her apostles to establish the ArchiveLand business.

When the Demon King saw the core proposal of the business, she was certain.

This was it.

The ultimate opportunity for the demon race’s economic future.

If she could secure the rights to this business, it could generate even more revenue than their current game industry. 

It would also create a wealth of job opportunities for her people.

Thus, she struck a deal—working under the director in exchange for securing the rights to demon-related ArchiveLand ventures. 

Since she was too busy, she entrusted the management to the most reliable secretary she had.

That was how Demon King Perlerina Land was created.

And now, pre-bookings for the park’s opening had already filled an entire month in advance.

It was a monumental achievement—nothing short of a complete triumph.

I should probably thank him for this.

Up until now, her feelings toward the director had been… less than positive.

Forcing her to host official broadcasts,

Making her oversee character development for countless in-game NPCs,

Summoning her at the worst possible times,

Assigning her ridiculous overtime that even small indie companies wouldn’t dare impose—

And all of this, to the Demon King herself!

There were days when she nearly snapped, tempted to abandon everything.

But in the end, all that suffering had finally paid off.

Smiling for the first time in a while, she picked up her communicator to send a message of gratitude; only for her expression to twist again upon reading the director’s latest request.

“New characters need to be created.”

***

Late at night.

North of Academy City Layra, in ArchiveLand – Theme Bercia.

“This should make up for our recent revenue dip, don’t you think?”

The Incarnation of Wisdom stood beside me, hands behind her back, giving me a sly wink.

Around us, various attractions and photo spots filled the park.

All I had done was casually explain the concept of a theme park from my past life—specifically, Disneyland.

Yet, somehow, she had used the Akashic Archive IP to perfectly recreate every detail.

And unbelievably, the entire construction and opening preparations had been completed in just a month.

Was it because she had experienced Earth through the Dream Space?

No.

Even in a world filled with magic and fantasy, this level of efficiency was mind-blowing.

It was the work of true Wisdom—a divine feat carried out by her apostles.

“I can’t thank you enough, Princess. I never expected you to pull this off so perfectly…”

“For the prince… this much is nothing at all.”

Even the merchandise business she had launched recently was remarkable.

At first, she had crushed the bootleggers who were selling unauthorized goods.

Then, she swiftly took over the market by setting up her own factories.

That alone had been shocking enough.

But now, she had built five fully operational theme parks—each far surpassing anything from my past world.

Ah, no, I suppose four. One of them was created by the Demon King.

“Tomorrow’s the grand opening at last.”

Across the continent, all five ArchiveLand parks were set to launch simultaneously.


	ArchiveLand – Theme Knight Ren in the Kingdom.


	ArchiveLand – Theme Magitech Engineer & Saintess in the Republic.


	ArchiveLand – Theme Demon King Perlerina in the demon lands.



In the heart of the elven kingdom stood [Archive Land – Theme: The Harmony of Elves], while at the very center of the continent was [Archive Land – Theme: Bercia].

No one knew exactly what kind of persuasion she had used, but she had convinced the leaders of various nations to grant her land, upon which she built [Archive Land].


Rumors had already spread that all [Archive Lands] were fully booked for an entire month, but the most popular of them all, [Archive Land – Theme: Bercia], had reservations piling up for three months in advance.

The sheer number of people flooding into the city, all hoping to see Leira and gain entry, made the streets more vibrant than ever.

From construction to hiring employees, from legal negotiations to marketing—she had done it all.

For an ordinary academy student like me, these were feats beyond imagination.

Yet, she made them seem effortless.

“That’s right. By tomorrow, this place will be filled with people.”

She approached me quietly and, without hesitation, took my hand.

“Uh… Princess?”

“By tomorrow, we won’t be able to enjoy this place so freely anymore.”

Her deep navy eyes looked up at me, shimmering with excitement.

“Tonight is our last chance. Shall we make this dreamlike world ours, just for the two of us?”

Before I could react, she tugged me along, and we began to run.

“I ordered everyone to leave and made sure no one can come near. So right now, it’s just us here!”

I let myself be pulled along, stunned.

We rode the roller coaster.

The carousel spun us into a fairy tale.

We crashed into each other on the bumper cars.

We screamed as the gyrodrop plummeted.

This entire amusement park—empty except for us—became our personal playground.

As we laughed and ran, I couldn’t help but recall the dream world we had once shared.

Memories overlapped.

“What do you think, my prince? This entire place—it’s all yours.”

After exhausting ourselves on the rides, she leaned against me, savoring her dessert.

“And not just this park. Even Bercia, the girl everyone on the continent longs for… she’s yours too.”

She grasped my wrists, guiding my hands around her waist.

“P-Princess…!?”

“I don’t mind being called ‘Princess,’ but… just this once, won’t you call me by the name you gave me?”

She had once wished to abandon her past, to leave behind the name Bercia, which had been tied to her previous life’s struggles.

Instead, she had pleaded for me to give her a new name.

I had chosen something from my homeland, a word that embodied her very essence—her divine nature and her guiding wisdom.

The Korean word for wisdom.

“A name that no one else in this world knows—not even me, but only you, my prince.”

“Ji-Hye.”

As I spoke her name, she let out a soft laugh and rested against my chest.

“Yes, my prince.”

Her face drew closer.

“Right now, it’s just us here.”

Her earlier words echoed in my mind.

Just the two of us.

In this vast and luxurious amusement park, there was no one else.

No one to see us.

No one to stop us.

The realization struck me just as our lips were about to meet—

And then, suddenly—

[The Dreamteller lets out a piercing scream— “This is bad! This is really bad!”]

“Wha—Star Spirit?!”

“…My prince?”

I instinctively let go of Ji-Hye’s waist and stumbled backward.

[The Dreamteller stomps its feet anxiously.]

[The Dreamteller shouts— “Hurry up and come up here!”]

A crisis…!

Had someone invaded our Constellation’s domain again?

I turned to Ji-Hye with regret in my eyes.

“Ji-Hye… I’m sorry.”

“Prince…!”

“It looks like something urgent is happening with my Star Spirit. Will you wait for me?”

She gazed at me for a long moment before nodding.

“…Of course. For you, I’ll wait as long as you need.”

I’ll be right back, Star Spirit!

I focused my mind and projected my consciousness into the celestial realm.

Left alone in the vast amusement park, Ji-Hye gently lowered the unconscious body of Lian, cradling him on her lap.

Softly, she brushed his bangs away from his forehead, her touch tender.

“…They interrupted, huh?”

She had spent weeks preparing for this moment.

And yet—

Even he had gotten in the way.

Click.

She clicked her tongue in mild irritation.


Well, he had saved her once before, so she would let it slide.

This time.

But never again.

Her deep navy eyes, glinting under the moonlight, turned upward toward the sky.

“Dream’s Exile.”



 
  Chapter 78: Archive Land (2)


The process of ascending from a lower dimension to a higher world.

My consciousness transcended the barriers of dimensions, rising toward the heavens.

The thick wall between worlds grew thinner, little by little.

Heaven drew closer.

“Constellation, are you alright…!?”

Upon reaching my Constellation’s domain, I hurriedly looked around in search of her.

Whump!

[The Dreamteller rushes toward you, saying she missed you.]

A tiny figure threw herself at my leg, wrapping her small arms tightly around it.

I instinctively pulled her into my arms, securing her safely.

Then, scanning the surroundings, I tried to assess the situation.

But no matter how carefully I looked, there were no unusual signs.

Everything in the Constellation’s domain was just as it always was.

“No one intruded or caused any disturbances…?”

[The Dreamteller fidgets, pressing her index fingers together.]

[The Dreamteller awkwardly grins and says, ‘Hehe ><’.]

“…Constellation?”

I had rushed here, fearing something had gone terribly wrong.

Was this… just a prank?

She wasn’t a malevolent deity, nor was she the type to pull tricks like this.

I was at a loss for words.

Even though she sometimes acted like a child, my Constellation had always been serious.

“So, there’s no real emergency?”

[The Dreamteller hesitates and mumbles an apology.]

“…That’s a relief.”

With all the chaos happening lately, I had feared yet another crisis.

Unlike the benevolent gods I had encountered before, there were others with far darker intentions.

If this was just a prank, I could breathe easy.

“You had me worried.”

[The Dreamteller buries her face against my leg, whispering that she missed me.]

“You see me all the time. What’s gotten into you?”

Had she been feeling lonely because I’d been too busy lately?

We were always connected—if she wanted to see me, all she had to do was say so.

[The Dreamteller pouts, stretching out her words, ‘But still…’]

For a while, I held her close, patting her gently. 

Eventually, I slowly rose to my feet.

She had fallen asleep in my arms.

I carefully laid her down on the bed and turned to leave. 

Someone was waiting for me back on Earth.

But—

Grip.

No matter how small she was, a god was still a god.

Her tiny, delicate hand clutched at my pant leg, refusing to let go.

‘She’s fast asleep now—I can’t wake her up just to leave.’

Sighing, I realized I had no choice but to delay my return. 

I sent a message to Ji-Hye, letting her know I’d be late.

And so, in the end, I lay down beside my Constellation, resigning myself to a longer stay.

Kooooh.

A soft, rhythmic sound of peaceful slumber filled the quiet room.

Watching her sleep, I wondered—

Had I been neglecting her?

I had always remembered our difficult past together.

The reason I worked so hard to make money, the reason I poured my energy into building a game’s lore, selling merchandise, and constructing a theme park—it had all been for her.

And yet, in the process, I had barely spent any time with her.

I had been so focused on doing things for her that I had forgotten to be with her.

I should have realized sooner how lonely she must have felt.

I pulled her blanket up, tucking her in carefully.

“Sleep well, my Constellation.”

As if hearing me even in her dreams, the corners of her lips curled into a faint smile.

I smiled, too, and drifted into sleep beside her.

***

Crown Prince Raizeol adjusted the artifact concealing his face.

Slipping away from the imperial palace unnoticed by the ministers had not been easy.

But at last, he had arrived.

[Archive Land – Theme Bercia]

The place where he would finally meet her.

He had overcome countless trials and obstacles to reach this moment.

But the danger was far from over.

If the artifact malfunctioned, if his disguise was compromised—

It would be a catastrophe.

Rechecking the mask’s mechanism once more, he followed the line of visitors at the park’s entrance.

Thanks to the imperial shadow operatives securing his ticket in advance, he had no trouble getting in on the first day.

But even so—

The sheer number of people inside the park drained him just by looking at them.

“…No. I will not give up.”

He clenched his fists, reaffirming his resolve.

This was his chance to meet her.

No matter what hardships awaited him, he would see this through.

With unwavering determination, the prince stepped forward—

Only to be immediately swept away by the surging crowd.

“Don’t push!”

“Move it, you idiots!”

“I said, don’t push!”

The tides of people swallowed him whole.

“I… I won’t… l-lose…!”

After what felt like a brutal battle, the prince finally emerged from the chaos.


Gasping for breath, he pushed forward.

He had made it.

The Merch Store.

Every day, it sold exclusive, limited-edition merchandise.

To ensure he got what he wanted, he had gathered intelligence, mapped out available stock, and leveraged every connection he had.

Of course, he could have sent subordinates to handle it.

But he had refused.

‘No one else can do this for me.’

He was the Prince of Bercia.

For this day, he had trained.

Activating high-density magic in his legs, he launched himself forward—

Straight toward his goal.

He had finally done it.

The last remaining limited-edition Bercia doll was now in his grasp.

Using the power of the imperial family to threaten or bribe others who had already acquired the doll would have been an easy feat. But that would defeat the purpose.

He had to obtain it through his own strength—only then would it truly mean something.

Only then could he become a prince worthy of her.

With dozens of other collectibles in tow, including the precious limited-edition doll, he carefully stored them in his subspace inventory. 

A beaming smile spread across his face as he completed the payment and stepped out of the merchandise store.

But his pilgrimage was not yet over.

Unlike the other Constellations that appeared in Akashic Archive, Bercia had never existed in reality. 

She wasn’t a historical figure; she was a legend born purely from the game’s world.

That meant there was no sacred site for her in the real world.

However, there was a place that had meticulously recreated those sacred locations from the game.

And now—

“This is… that place…!”

Weaving through the crowd, he pushed forward, and there it stood before him—a massive academy building.

It was not the Reyra Academy, the one located in the academy city. 

No, this was different. 

This was a perfect replica, built solely to mirror the original from Akashic Archive.

“Here… this is it…!”

The very street where he first encountered Bercia after his reincarnation into the game.

The sight before him was identical to what he had seen in the game. 

Every detail, every stone, every streetlamp—the exact same.

His eyes welled with emotion.

“Bercia.”

If only you were here with me now.

The prince lowered his head, his expression tinged with sorrow.

And then—

“Why do you look so down, Your Highness?”

A voice—one that should not be heard in this world.

“B—Bercia?”

He turned sharply.

And there, as if she had been beside him all along, Bercia stood at his side, her arm comfortably looped around his.

“Do you remember this place?” she asked with a playful smile. 

“This is where we met again.”

“…Of course, I remember.”

How could he possibly forget?

The memories of her, of them, were etched into his very soul.

“We’re going on another date here, aren’t we?” she teased.

“…Yeah.”

“Oh! Wait, I almost forgot.”

She cleared her throat, composing herself, then spoke again—this time, in an all-too-familiar tone.

“Excuse me… but have we met before? Oh, wait—no, it’s just that you seem strangely familiar to me…”

…?

What was she doing?

For a brief moment, the prince was confused.

Then, realization dawned upon him.

She was reenacting their first conversation—the exact words they had exchanged when they first met again.

“A—Ah, no, I swear I’m not crazy!” she stammered, her face flushing. “It’s just that, really! In my dreams—! …Hauuu…”

“I believe you,” he said, cutting her off.

Bercia blinked.

“…Huh?”

“Someone’s been calling me ‘Your Highness’ in my dreams lately,” he said.

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

“The dreams were always too blurry to see their face properly, but I never expected it to be such a little kid.”

“I—I’m not a little kid!”

“Of course not,” he said with a smirk. 

“You’re my princess.”

Before she could protest, he lifted her into his arms like a princess.

“H-Hey… this part wasn’t in the script!”

“That’s because this time, I’m doing things differently.”

“My, my. Your Highness, you’re such a pervert.”

With a radiant smile, the prince leaped onto the academy rooftop, holding her close.

***

Meanwhile, a certain Dreamteller threw both arms up in triumph.

[“Success! Absolute success!”]

“Indeed,” came the murmurs of agreement. “A complete success.”

Simultaneously, the five theme parks that had opened under the ArchiveLand project were thriving.


Many had come purely for their own sacred pilgrimage, eager to visit the locations they had only ever seen in the game.

But none could resist the magic of these theme parks.

Especially here, in Theme: Bercia.

For within this particular theme park…

A power woven from dreams lingered in the air.



 
  Chapter 79: Archive Land (3)


“Your Highness! Look over here!”

Standing atop the rooftop of the academy’s main building, Bercia pointed toward a spot in the distance, calling out to the Crown Prince.

“Do you remember this place?”

“Of course, I do.”

How could he ever forget?

This was her sanctuary. 

The place where he had sworn never to lose her again. 

The very spot where they had forged their love and defeated that monstrous jelly creature.

The two stood together, lost in memories, recalling the trials they had overcome. 

This was a place of true freedom—a sanctuary where they had finally severed ties with the relentless ghost of the research director who had haunted them even beyond reincarnation.

“Your Highness.”

Bercia leaned against the Crown Prince ever so slightly.

“B-Bercia?”

Her face inched closer to his. Instinctively, the Crown Prince closed his eyes and puckered his lips.

And then—

BANG!

“There it is! Bercia’s hideout!”

“Wow, I can’t believe I’m actually seeing this place!”

“It looks exactly like it did in the game! That’s the spot!”

A crowd of dozens suddenly burst through the rooftop entrance, storming toward them.

“We need to leave.”

Without hesitation, the Crown Prince swept Bercia into his arms like a princess and leaped toward the adjacent building. 

As he focused on maneuvering across rooftops, he failed to notice Bercia lightly touching her lips.

“…It happened… Hehe.”

****

The day was filled with one adventure after another.

“Doesn’t that look fun? Let’s try it together!”

“I heard couples take pictures here! Let’s go! …Huh? You’re asking if we’re a couple? Gosh, don’t make me blush like that!”

“Eek! A ghost! Save me, Your Highness!”

Through the bustling streets of [Archive Land], the Crown Prince escorted Bercia, exploring every corner. 

Time flew by in a dreamlike blur, and before they knew it, evening had arrived.

“I’m so happy,” Bercia said, grabbing a handful of popcorn the Crown Prince had bought her and munching away with an audible crunch.

“As am I,” he responded with a gentle smile.

They reminisced about their first meeting within the game and created even more precious memories together. 

The events of this day—they would never be forgotten.

“Bercia. Even if I have to leave…”

“Don’t worry, Your Highness. No matter where you go, I will always be here with you.”

She closed her eyes and placed a hand over his heart.

‘…Haa…’

“Bercia…”

Completely moved, the Crown Prince failed to realize that something was amiss—that the sensation of her touch was causing an unfamiliar reaction within him.

“I will always be your prince.”

Even when he returned to the imperial palace, that fact would never change. If anything, he would become the greatest emperor ever—if only to keep his promise to her.

Hand in hand, they reached the entrance of [Archive Land].

Closing time was approaching.

He needed to return before the palace officials noticed his absence. 

There was little time left to activate the spatial artifact for his journey back.

And yet—

‘Damn.’

His feet wouldn’t move.

Leaving her behind—it felt impossible.

She was real. 

How could he return to the palace while knowing that she truly existed?

“Bercia…”

Just as he turned around, unable to suppress his hesitation—

“Indeed, Rohanmaji! Until the day we meet again, I shall never cease my training! For the hardships that do not kill me only make me stronger!”

‘…Huh?’

That voice… it was strangely familiar.

No.

It couldn’t be.

It had to be a mistake.

The moment he heard that voice, a face flashed in his mind. He shook his head, dismissing the thought.

It was impossible.

And yet, unable to contain his curiosity, the Crown Prince turned toward the source of the voice.

His gaze landed on a hooded figure standing in the far corner of the entrance, bellowing dramatically.

‘This feeling…!’

No. 

It couldn’t be.

The face was hidden, but—

The cloak that enveloped the figure from head to toe made it impossible to discern their face, let alone their physique. 

Was it an artifact? 

Even magic wrapped around their entire body, preventing any attempts to see through it.

And yet, the Crown Prince felt as though he knew exactly who it was.

He had been born in the imperial palace and had spent his entire life there. 

He had studied, observed, and memorized the movements and habits of those he needed to be most wary of. 

It was impossible for him not to recognize them.

Which was why he was certain—it couldn’t possibly be.

But the more he thought about it, the stronger his conviction grew.

Why?


“Why… is Father here?”

***

[Incident Report – Archive Land Theme: Magitech Engineer & Saint]

Disruptive drunkard causing a scene.

“Dispatch the guards immediately. Have them removed and blacklisted. Apologize to those affected and handle the aftermath.”

[Incident Report – Archive Land Theme: Demon King Perlerina]

Unauthorized intruder detected.

“This one… let the demons handle it. Poor fool. Of all places to trespass, they chose a territory managed by demons? Unlike me, they aren’t exactly gentlemen.”

[Incident Report – Archive Land Theme: Bercia]

Closing time is approaching, but customers refuse to leave.

“Ah, have they all fallen for the charm I perfected to enthrall the prince? Well, if that’s the case…”

The Goddess of Wisdom manipulated [Model-Bercia], the artificial intelligence connected to her divine authority through ArchiveTalk.


	Prince, today was so wonderful. But you have important things to do outside, don’t you?


	I want to see you shine even more beyond these walls…


	Ugh, Bercia…!


	Bercia! Fine! For you, I’ll do anything!



As intended, the customers, enthralled by the Bercia of their dreams, willingly complied and exited the park in an orderly fashion.

“And with that, the first day is complete.”

With the departure of all guests, the inaugural day of Archive Land had officially come to an end.

All that remained was maintenance, cleaning, and security—tasks that would be handled by the designated managers and apostles she had stationed in each theme park.

A flawless operation.

Despite the rushed preparations, the simultaneous opening of five theme parks had concluded without a single mishap.

This level of success… surely, it was enough to warrant a gift from the prince.

Ah, and she hadn’t even used her wish yet. 

What should she ask for?

Maybe she could switch out the sign on the “No Exit” room and sneak in with him?

Or should she get herself stuck in a glory hole and tell him to do whatever he wanted?

Or perhaps a sensory deprivation trap?

As the infinite knowledge within the Goddess of Wisdom’s mind spiraled out of control, one thought chained to another, expanding and multiplying—her personal tastes and desires heavily influencing the process.

“Aaah~! What should I ask for~?”

Her face flushed as she drowned in delightful dilemmas.

Brrrrr.

She suddenly shook her head violently from side to side.

“No. I need to restrain myself.”

Today, she had observed the behavior of [Model-Bercia], the persona created in her own image, as it interacted with the guests.

And she had realized something—Bercia was far more indecent than she had anticipated.

Although she had set up an NSFW restriction mode, and the guests were too enchanted to notice anything unusual, her own… natural inclinations had influenced Bercia, causing some concerning behavior.

She had programmed her avatars to recognize their respective player—the prince—as their one and only master.

And now, here they were.

“Is this what it means to love across the boundaries of worlds and perspectives?”

On one hand, she felt strangely proud, as though this proved the depth of her devotion to the prince.

But had it not been for the restrictions she had preemptively placed, Bercia might have gone beyond just touching the Crown Prince’s chest and actually pinned him down, leading to utter catastrophe.

Not that she particularly minded.

In fact, there were likely players who would have preferred that outcome.

But—just one person.

For him, and only him, she did not want to be seen in such a light.

She refused to be labeled as a lewd woman.

She had worked tirelessly to cultivate a pure and graceful image. 

She could not afford to let that effort go to waste by exposing her true nature.

And so, she resolved to suppress her instincts and practice self-restraint.

After all, there was no one around the prince who could be considered a true rival.

The best he had was his own divine patron, the God of Dreams, or perhaps the Star-Ranked Player Ren.

But the Dream God was merely a child.

And Ren? 


Far too lacking.

Neither of them could possibly compete with her.

“In the end, I’ll be the one who wins.”

Strategy and tactics—those were her domain.

And she was prepared to play the long game.



 
  Chapter 80: Abamama


Crown Prince Laizeol found himself in an utterly unexpected encounter, seated in a secluded corner of a small café in the academic city of Reyra, near Archive Land.

‘…Of all people, I never imagined I would run into Father here.’

When he first spotted the Emperor, his own father, Laizeol, doubted his eyes and his very senses. 

Could it really be the Emperor of the Empire? 

Surely, he was mistaken.

At first, the man in question denied it.

Yet, the more the Emperor refused to acknowledge his identity, the deeper Laizeol’s suspicions grew. 

Driven by this uncertainty, the Crown Prince latched onto him, determined not to let him escape.

In the midst of their struggle, the artifact concealing the Emperor’s face slipped off.

Thus, in the awkward aftermath of their confrontation, the Emperor—having lost his disguise—ended up dragging his son to a nearby café.

Sitting across from Laizeol, the Emperor retrieved a magical artifact from his robes and placed it on the table. 

At once, a soundproof barrier, impenetrable even to a grand magician, enveloped the two men.

The Crown Prince spoke first.

“Your Majesty… should you not remain within the palace?”

Of all people, the one seated before him was not just any noble or official—it was the Emperor, the singular pinnacle of the Empire’s power.

If word spread that the Emperor had disappeared and was idly wandering around here, the palace would be thrown into complete chaos.

Laizeol could hardly believe it. 

His father was renowned as a wise and dedicated ruler, committed to the governance of the Empire. 

And yet, here he was, in a random café outside the palace.

The Emperor responded calmly.

“There is no issue. My shadow is handling affairs in my stead today.”

“…Your shadow?”

So, he left all imperial duties to the royal body double—the shadow assigned to counter assassination attempts—and decided to come out and play?

Seeing his son’s incredulous expression, the Emperor let out a small chuckle.

“Why are you so surprised? From time to time, emperors have left their shadows in charge to secretly traverse the continent, observing the world firsthand. It is a long-standing imperial tradition.”

Observing the world…? 

He looked far too entertained for this to be some noble duty.

Wait—does this mean previous emperors did the same thing?

No way. 

The rulers he had respected… they all snuck out like this?

Laizeol felt his illusions about the imperial lineage shattering before his eyes.

The Emperor cleared his throat, as if sensing the awkwardness in the air.

“Ahem. More importantly, why are you here? I heard from the ministers that you have been diligently attending your succession lessons. And yet, here you are, loitering in this place.”

Now it was Laizeol’s turn to come up with an excuse.

His eyes darted as he searched for a plausible explanation.

“Of course, I am here on official business.”

He straightened his posture, his voice filled with conviction.

“This Akashic Archive game has been rapidly gaining popularity across the continent. I came to gather information about it. How could they establish theme parks in other nations yet fail to even propose one in our Empire? An outrage, is it not?”

Yes! 

That was it!

It was a hastily concocted excuse, yet Laizeol admired his own quick thinking.

The Emperor nodded, seemingly impressed.

“Hmm… Indeed. You truly are my most reliable son. To think we share the same concerns! But if it is merely information you seek, are there not others who could be sent in your place? Why risk coming in person?”

…That’s your question?

Laizeol stared at him blankly. 

His own safety was undeniably crucial to the Empire—but compared to the Emperor’s? 

Absolutely not. 

Yet, the Emperor had journeyed alone to this distant academic city near a theme park and had the audacity to question his decision?

Still, Laizeol answered smoothly.

“There is only so much one can learn through secondhand reports. Some things must be seen and heard directly to be fully understood. Information can become distorted or manipulated the farther it travels.”

“Hm… Even so, it was a risky decision.”

“But this is a theme park directly operated by a corporation backed by the Constellations themselves. It is located near Reyra, the safest city on the continent. The actual threat level is minimal, and even if there were dangers, I assessed that I could handle them. Is that not the same judgment Your Majesty made before coming here?”

“…Well. Yes, that is true.”

Their conversation was, in a way, an elaborate charade. 

Both knew exactly why the other was here, yet neither would openly admit it.

Then, a thought crossed Laizeol’s mind.

‘Wait… Could it be?’

‘Does Father like Bercia too?’

If the Emperor’s favorite character had been another limited-edition one, he would have gone to a different theme park instead. 

Each character had their own designated attraction, after all.

And yet, he had chosen to come here, to the park themed around Bercia.

Of all places.

A sense of unease crept over the Crown Prince.

If his father’s favorite character was truly Bercia… then…

‘That would mean my own father is my romantic rival.’

‘My father… loves my future wife?!’

Laizeol paled.

His mind spiraled into a tragic inner monologue.

‘What do I do now? How do I compete with my own father? Oh, Bercia, my love, give me strength…’

Just as he was drowning in this melodramatic turmoil, the Emperor abruptly stood.

“Enough. We have tarried long enough. Let us return to the palace.”

“W-Wait, Father!”

Laizeol hurriedly grabbed his sleeve.

The Emperor flinched, hastily shifting the paper bags he was carrying behind his back.

“…What are you doing?”

Laizeol’s gaze sharpened.

The Emperor clutched his shopping bags tighter.

He hadn’t stored them in a spatial bag—heaven forbid they get crumpled! 

These were collector’s edition bags, after all!


Would this brat find out what was inside?

The Emperor’s heart pounded.

He had always wanted to remain a dignified and majestic ruler in front of his son. 

The last thing he wanted was for the Crown Prince to discover his personal tastes.

“Y-Your Majesty, I have a question.”

“W-What is it?”

“Among the characters that appear in Akashic Archive, which one do you like the most?”

“The one I like the most?”

“Yes… I’m simply curious. I wish to understand my father’s perspective.”

The Emperor hesitated.

He wasn’t particularly well-versed in the game, nor did he have a deep interest in it. But if he had to pick someone…

“The hero Gaizerus has caught my attention recently. He’s been at the center of some debates regarding his race.”

Good.

That should be enough.

The Emperor silently praised himself for dodging the bullet so smoothly.

But then—

“Then, what about the female characters?”

The Crown Prince’s persistence was relentless.

“F-Female?”

“Yes. I wish to learn from my father’s distinguished taste.”

The Emperor broke into a cold sweat.

Who should he say?

He knew one thing for certain—Rohanma was not an option.

As a mighty ruler of the Empire, he couldn’t afford to reveal a preference for muscular women. 

That would ruin his image. 

No, he had to pick someone as feminine as possible. 

That would be the safest choice.

A delicate and elegant character…

And then, the memory of a certain character he had seen at the theme park surfaced in his mind.

‘Bercia.’

She had a frail, slender frame that he typically found unappealing, but if the criteria was femininity, she fit the bill perfectly.

“Bercia… yes, I found her to be rather graceful.”

The Crown Prince stiffened.

His body froze as if time itself had stopped.

‘No. No way. Of all the possible answers… why that one?’

His greatest rival in love… was his own father?

Reality had become a scene straight out of those love stories that only women read.

What was he supposed to do now?

How could he possibly respond to this?

“Let’s head back.”

The Emperor urged him to return to the palace, unaware of the internal devastation he had just inflicted upon his son.

But the Crown Prince had already left reality far behind.

***

“What?! Y-You’re going to examine everything about me? Even my bare body?!”

The celestial being known as Master of the Night sprang back, alarmed.

It seemed she had completely misunderstood my words.

“No, that’s not what I meant.”

I sighed and clarified.

To turn her into a game character, I needed to understand her life—her essence, her existence, her divinity. 

Just like I had done with the elf, Safira.

Only by comprehending her past could I accurately integrate her into the game.

“O-Oh… That’s what you meant.”

Her face flushed bright red.

It was an unexpected reaction.

She always seemed like the epitome of a cold, refined city woman—a classic cool beauty. 

Yet now, she was showing a very human side.

It made me see her in a different light.

“That’s fine. I don’t mind sharing. Ask whatever you want.”

She crossed her legs gracefully, regaining her usual composed smile.

Under normal circumstances, I might have thought her poised and elegant.

But after witnessing her earlier flustered reaction, it felt more like she was forcing herself to look composed.

“Then, as I mentioned, I’ll proceed.”

I activated my power.


Just as I had done with Safira, I delved into her consciousness.

This method typically didn’t work on celestial beings unless they were burdened by sin. 

However, ever since Gaizerus had been purified, it had become possible.

“W-Wait! I was supposed to tell you, not have you peek into my memories! Stop! Stooop—!”

Her panicked cries echoed as my vision was swallowed by the flood of her past.



 
  Chapter 81: Queen of the Night


“Uuu~.”

The moment I stepped into the memories of [Master of the Night], the first thing I saw was her standing in front of a large mirror, striking a pose.

She raised both arms, exposing her pale underarms, seemingly trying to exude an air of seduction.

…What on earth is she doing?

“…No, this only diminishes my dignity. I won’t do it.”

After a long moment of pursing her crimson lips into a small pout, she abandoned her strange practice. 

With a flick of her wrist, she conjured a notebook in midair and marked an X next to an entry.

Then, shifting her posture, she leaned slightly with one eye covered by her bangs, striking a more mysterious stance.

“Hmm. Yes, this feels intelligent.”

She smiled in satisfaction and marked an O next to another entry below the one she had crossed out.

Perhaps because she was naturally a cold and commanding beauty, her stance exuded charisma, making her look dangerously alluring…

“Haa~ Ang.”

But just as she seemed poised to captivate, she would suddenly let out bizarre sounds and attempt yet another strange pose, gradually chipping away at the dignified image she once held in my mind.

Before witnessing these memories, I had thought of her as a powerful being—an esteemed celestial patron supported by other gods. 

But now…

She felt more like an ordinary older sister from next door.

The room behind her was another piece of the puzzle. 

Posters cluttered the walls, various objects scattered messily about.

To think that the icy beauty, who seemed so composed and untouchable, secretly had a room in such disarray.

She probably wouldn’t have wanted me to see this memory.

And those posters… 

Why do they look so familiar?

Wait, no.

Why am I even looking at this memory in the first place?

The real reason I came here was to collect the memories of [Master of the Night] before she ascended to godhood. 

It was essential material for the special story featuring the Twelve Gods.

Her strange mirror routine had nothing to do with that.

I could investigate her interests and her collection of posters another time.

For now, I had to go deeper.

I needed to uncover the journey that led her to becoming a celestial.

So I descended further into her dream.

And there, I saw it.

The reason why she was so obsessed with maintaining her ‘image.’

***

A flash.

I felt my consciousness return.

Emerging from the realm of dreams, I found myself back in reality.

“You… You really saw everything inside me?”

Her face flushed bright red, [Master of the Night] shrank back, her voice slightly different from its usual composed tone. She was clearly flustered.

Through the power of dreams, I had seen her past, from her childhood to the moment before her ascension.

For her, it must have felt like the blink of an eye.

“No, not everything.”

“R-Really?”

“I apologize for intruding on your memories so suddenly. However, I assure you, I only gathered the necessary information for the story. I did not pry into anything private.”

…At least, that’s what I told her.

“Of course. I would never betray the trust of our esteemed investor.”

Well… I had seen some things.

But there was no need to be completely honest.

For her sanity’s sake, I’d rather leave certain details unspoken.

“Then that’s fine.”

The fragile side of [Master of the Night]—the part she desperately tried to conceal.

Her relentless effort to maintain a strong exterior, so different from her true nature.

“Now, let’s begin the official character design process. As you mentioned before, there’s always a risk of distortion in the process. I’d appreciate your guidance to ensure accuracy.”

“You want me to help create my own character?”

“Yes. If I make even the slightest mistake, it could damage your divine reputation.”

“…I don’t really mind whatever you come up with.”

“Pardon? What did you say?”

She murmured something, but her voice was too soft for me to catch.

“It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.” She waved her hand dismissively. “I just need to contact my apostle on the surface for a moment… Ah, fine. I already informed the other gods. It might be fun to create this character together.”

She smiled brightly, seemingly pleased with this collaboration.

***

Somewhere on the Continent

In the underground facility of the continent’s most secretive organization, Barrows—

Click.

Click. 

Click.

A woman walked down a long corridor, her face entirely concealed beneath a veil.

On either side of the hallway, figures stood at attention, lowering their heads in silence as she passed.

Bzzzt.

Reaching the end of the corridor, she stood before a tightly sealed door.

With a soft hum, the door slowly began to open.

As soon as the woman stepped inside, the door behind her closed firmly, sealing her within.

Only then did the tension in the air dissipate, allowing those outside to finally breathe.

Tap. 

Tap. 

Tap.

In the dimly lit room, the woman settled into a plush chair, one designed solely for her comfort. 

The chair itself was an eerie masterpiece, carved from the skulls of various species. 

Its grotesque artistry added to the ominous atmosphere.


She leaned back against the throne-like seat, a single figure reigning over the darkness. 

With a flick of her wrist, she produced a small bottle from thin air and poured its chilled contents into a glass filled with ice. 

Lifting the glass to her lips, she took a slow sip, savoring the taste.

Before her, dozens of magical screens flickered to life, each displaying real-time reports on the state of the continent. 

These were the prized collections of the intelligence guilds under Burrows’ domain—information gathered at an exorbitant cost. 

Some would pay a fortune for even a single piece of intel displayed on those screens.

Yet, the Queen of the Night’s gaze remained detached, staring into the void.

“Akashic Archive… is it?”

It was a name she had been hearing more frequently as of late.

She had dismissed it at first—just another game running on handheld devices, unworthy of her attention. 

But this Dream Story company had defied all her expectations, despite her grasp over the continent’s secrets.

Somehow, they had managed to establish direct contact with the continent’s leaders, all while slipping past Burrows’ ever-watchful eyes. 

They had even opened five theme parks across the land.

Had a Constellation intervened?

Even if so, the speed of their expansion was unbelievable.

There had to be something more. 

Something that could threaten Burrows’ very existence.

She had already commanded her executives to investigate Akashic Archive and Dream Story, yet their efforts had yielded nothing.

Tap. 

Tap. 

Tap.

Her index finger drummed lightly against the armrest.

Then, abruptly, she stood.

Raising her hand, she summoned a portable terminal from across the room—it flew into her grasp as if drawn by an invisible force.

“I’ll look into it myself.”

***

[Welcome to the Akashic Archive.]

[A place where all the epic sagas of heroes are recorded.]

[Within these halls reside the spirits and echoes of those who saved the world.]

[You have been chosen as the successor to the previous Archive Administrator.]

Lines of text flashed past her vision.

The Queen skimmed through them, her expression unreadable.

A virtual reality game—it was a novel experience, but ultimately unimpressive.

Just as she was about to rush through the introductory sequence, a notification appeared.

[A newly released episode is available for viewing. Would you like to proceed to the recommended episode?]

Without much thought, she tapped [Accept].

A flash of light engulfed her vision, and the next moment—

She was somewhere else.

***

A pantheon-like hall, lined with statues arranged in a perfect circle beneath a massive domed ceiling.

Before her, a curator stood waiting, greeting her with a knowing smile.

“Ah, you’ve arrived.”

Behind the curator, dozens of statues loomed in silence.

“You look surprised. Didn’t expect this kind of place in the Archive, did you?”

Indeed, the usual library-like setting of the Archive was nowhere to be seen.

“As I mentioned before, today’s training will continue. However, this session will be… a little special.”

Snap.

With a snap of the curator’s fingers, one of the statues ignited with an unearthly glow.

“Typically, stories are stored in books. That’s the norm. But occasionally, some tales take on… different forms.”

“These,” the curator gestured at the statues, “are the stories of those who forged a contract with the Archive itself.”

As the Queen watched, the glowing statue shifted, color seeping into its stone flesh. Slowly, it transformed—gaining warmth, blood, and breath.

Soon, it was no longer a statue, but a living woman.

The curator gestured toward the newly revived figure.

“Introduce yourself. This is your mentor for today’s training—Queen Tistina.”

The Queen’s breath caught in her throat.

“…That’s impossible.”

At first, she thought it was merely a resemblance.

But then—

The name.

The name was exactly the same.

There was no mistaking it.

It was her.


She had entered this place only to gather information.

Never—never—had she expected to see her again.

Someone she thought she’d never see again.

Someone she shouldn’t see again.

“Why… why is my sister here?”



 
  Chapter 82: Queen Tistina


“Well then, I’ll be off. Make sure to learn well, Beidia.”

As the director left, the player, the Queen of the Night, Beidia, was left alone with the character [Queen Tistina].

“Nice to meet you. Beidia, was it?”

The air around them felt detached from reality.

A cold, piercing gaze that seemed to see straight into her soul—yet it was beautiful, almost mesmerizing.

“I am Tistina. Call me Tistina.”

It was the same.

That older sister from back then. 

The one she could never forget.

“Hmm. You look far more foolish than what that director made you out to be.”

Even the way she frowned—it was identical.

“I’m not foolish!”

Beidia’s response came instinctively, just as it had the first time she met her sister all those years ago.

“Hmph, is that so?”

She couldn’t believe it.

How could her sister exist within this game?

Had the developers somehow gained access to her memories of that time?

How…?

“Well then, let’s see what you’re capable of.”

A low hum filled the air.

Dark, dense magic surged from Tistina, engulfing their surroundings.

A world of pitch-black night unfolded in an instant.

Then, without warning, Tistina lunged.

Clang!

Beidia barely managed to raise her arms in time to block the attack.

“Not bad.”

Tistina gave a slight nod, her expression unreadable.

“But if this is all you’ve got, I’m disappointed.”

“…Is that so?”

The way she attacked—without reason, without warning—was exactly like her sister.

Perhaps that was why—

A surge of stubbornness welled up inside Beidia.

Gathering her magic, she stepped forward.

A dark aura coursed over her body, trailing in shadowed tendrils.

Boom!

A deafening explosion of black energy engulfed Tistina.

“Still disappointed?”

For once, Beidia allowed her emotions to show.

“Ah…”

Her vision blurred.

***

“Where… is this?”

When she opened her eyes again, Beidia found herself lying down.

‘What happened…?’

She had revealed a glimpse of her true power, driven by a mixture of determination and defiance at Tistina’s remark.

And then—blackout.

Even with over a hundred years of experience, she couldn’t comprehend what had happened.

She had no way of knowing that she had just encountered a forced defeat event within the game.

“Oh, you’re awake.”

A voice came from behind her.

Tistina entered the room.

“Sister—” 

Beidia started, then stopped herself. 

“…Tistina.”

“Yes, Tistina.”

She set down a cup in front of Beidia.

Steam curled from the warm liquid inside.

‘…Cocoa.’

“Do you not like it?”

Tistina crouched beside her, taking a sip from her own cup.

“No… I don’t mind.”

Beidia simply found it strange.

Even this—this childlike preference for sweet drinks—was just like her sister.

She lifted the cup and took a sip.

“Well? It’s sweet, isn’t it?”

Tistina looked at her with anticipation.

“…I suppose so.”

“Hmm. I quite like the fact that my new disciple has the refined taste to appreciate cocoa’s true value.”

Tistina placed her cup down and stood.

“Come. There’s somewhere we need to go.”

***

“Where is this…?”

Following Tistina, Beidia soon arrived at a place filled with statues—a Pantheon of Legends.

It was the first place she had seen Tistina again.

“As the director said, I am to be your teacher.”

“And what exactly are you supposed to teach me?”

“The fundamental qualities required for you to become the next director.”

“Qualities?”

“Yes.”


“But you—” Beidia hesitated. “You’re not the director, are you?”

She had skipped most of the game’s story, so she wasn’t entirely sure.

But as far as she understood, the director of this Archive was the man she had met the day before.

According to him, Tistina was merely a character—an existence bound to the Archive.

“No, I am not the director. However, I am more than qualified to teach you what you need to know.”

Tistina placed a hand on one of the statues.

A deep vibration resonated through the space.

Dark energy seeped from the surroundings—

Flash!

Beidia’s vision was swallowed by blinding light.

“What is this…?”

A deafening roar filled the air.

***

The beginning of something far greater had just begun.

As she opened her eyes again, Beidia found herself standing in the midst of a chaotic battlefield, where countless warriors clashed and blood stained the earth.

“A battlefield… out of nowhere? Did I just get pulled into a story?”

Before she could process the absurdity of the situation, dark smoke began to swirl in the air, coalescing into the shape of a figure. 

From the thick shadows emerged Tistina.

“Alright,” she said, her voice carrying an air of authority. 

“Your first lesson begins now. Do you see that massive brute over there?”

Tistina pointed toward a hulking warrior in the distance, effortlessly cutting down enemies with each swing of his weapon.

“He’s the protagonist of this story. Go. Lead the narrative.”

“…What?”

And just like that, the first episode of the Twelve Gods Saga was unveiled.

This was an introduction—an entry point designed to naturally introduce new investor Constellations who were incorporated into the story under the premise of characters contracting with the Archive. 

It was nothing more than a buildup episode, not particularly gripping on its own.

Yet, to everyone’s surprise, the player response was quite favorable.


	“The queen is so beautiful 😭😭😭”


	“A cool and busty beauty as a mentor? This is gourmet content!”



Most of this sudden enthusiasm was thanks to the newly introduced character—Queen Tistina—who instantly captured the hearts of players.

“Are you pleased?”

The Master of the Night skimmed through the filtered player reactions I had carefully selected. 

Of course, I made sure to remove the weirder responses, but the ones she saw were the most representative of public opinion.

Despite having only a minimal presence in the game so far, “Queen Tistina” was proving to be an incredibly compelling character. 

Perhaps it was the way she was introduced—the first mentor-type figure in the story, her overwhelming strength further emphasized by a scripted defeat event.

Of course, her appearance and aura played the biggest role.

“…Not bad,” she murmured.

Tistina, the shining star of this grand episode, had been designed based on the Master of the Night herself.

A new character set to become the protagonist’s mentor, created through the Archive contract, and one who would accompany the players for a significant part of the story. 

Given her importance, a poor reception would have been a serious problem.

“You need not worry,” I reassured her. 

“I faithfully portrayed the character exactly as you requested. Even after the story reveals that ‘Queen Tistina’ is actually a Constellation, your majesty’s grandeur will remain untarnished.”

Of course, there were some… questionable reactions from the players:


	“I wish the queen would sit on my face.”


	“I wonder what her boots smell like?”


	“Chicken coop vibes.”


	“Warm cocoa juice from the queen… mmm.”


	“Abuuu~ (Illustration of Tistina dressed in a child’s outfit)”



…Some of these were outright dangerous.

Even though they didn’t know that Tistina was a real Constellation, given past cases, it wasn’t hard to predict that. 

Were they just offering their lives to her at this point?

Well, in a way, this was also a testament to her popularity.

‘As long as the Master of the Night doesn’t get too furious about it.’

Then, she suddenly narrowed her eyes.

“Why is my narrative not being shown? This feels a little different from the previous stories with Gaizerus and the Magitech Engineer.”

“That part will unfold at the climax of the story, once the plot has progressed further.”

“Later, you say?”

“Yes. Since you are the key figure in this saga, your story will be revealed in the final stages of the Twelve Gods arc.”

Her brows furrowed.

“…So, you’re saying other gods’ stories will come first before mine?”

I had to be careful here. If she was offended by this decision, things could get difficult.

“I apologize if this deviates from your expectations,” I said sincerely. 

“However, as you saw, the players are already captivated by your presence. If we reveal your full story too soon, we’ll lose the momentum. Since you are the most popular character in this episode, it would be best if you appear as the main figure in the later half.”

Her shoulders trembled slightly.

Was she that angry?

But it would be a waste to use her all at once as the opening act.

“…There’s no helping it, then,” she finally sighed. 

“Very well. I will agree to this.”

“Thank you for your understanding.”

It was a relief that the Master of the Night was at least reasonable. 

If she had been one of the War Gods, she would have already flipped the table, shouting, “Why isn’t my Lina appearing yet?!”

“However,” she added, “I have a condition.”

“A condition?”

“All the Constellations appearing in this story are ones I personally know. Therefore, I will personally oversee the story development to ensure their portrayal remains accurate.”

Ah, that reminded me—she had mentioned before that she would personally oversee the game’s narrative direction during the in-game gift event.

Now that her own arc had been pushed back, she was probably trying to prevent any mishandling of her portrayal by stepping in as a supervisor.

Honestly, this was great news for me.

A top-tier deity willing to help shape the storyline and oversee quality control? That was an invaluable opportunity.

“I should be the one thanking you,” I said, taking both of her hands in mine. “I look forward to working together.”

The Master of the Night blushed slightly, turning her head away.

Was she still mad?

Maybe I had been too forceful in directing the story on my own.

But if this meant she would stay with me throughout the entire process of creating the Twelve Gods’ stories…

Her mind went completely blank for a moment.

The sheer excitement of it overwhelmed her.

She wasn’t just appearing as a major character in the new main story of the Akashic Archive—she was one of the only two figures within the Archive who actively supported players.

A dynamic that almost mirrored that of a couple.


The mere thought of it was enough to make her heart explode.

But now?

Now she had an excuse to stay by my side until every single one of the Twelve Gods’ stories had been completed.

—Boom.

Her brain short-circuited from the overwhelming anticipation.



 
  Chapter 83: Chieftain Yasutora


Player Baident.

He was born into a family with a long-standing martial tradition, yet he was devoid of any talent in martial arts. 

His younger sister, even though younger, displayed remarkable skills in combat, making him feel inadequate in comparison. 

He couldn’t even wield a sword properly; he was so frail that he couldn’t stay outside for long without feeling exhausted.

Despite the family pressure, he entered the academy, but his weak body couldn’t handle the rigors of academy life, and he struggled to keep up. 

At home, he was overlooked, and at the academy, he didn’t fit in. 

Baident’s only escape was gaming. It was the one thing he could do with his frail body—something he could excel at.

He spent hours in his dorm room, immersed in the world of games, where he didn’t have to worry about his limitations. 

The new virtual reality game, Akashic Archive, had become his favorite. 

In it, he could accept the powers of countless heroes, performing movements and heroic deeds he could never do in the real world. 

He had always dreamed of being the kind of hero he read about in books.

“Hmm… new story update,” he muttered, excited about the latest addition to the game.

He hadn’t been attending his academy classes, but when new content for the game dropped, he couldn’t resist jumping right in. 

As usual, he dove into the story mode, where he met a new mentor, a queen, and entered the tale of another statue.

“Are you telling me to help that muscle-bound guy?” 

Baident asked, eyeing the massive figure she pointed to. 

He turned his gaze back to her.

“Whether you help him or not, that’s up to you,” she said calmly. 

“After all, this is a completed story, a world that’s already set. No matter what you do, the outcome will not change.”

“So what do you want me to do?” 

He asked.

“You must learn from this story. Go meet the protagonist of this tale. Don’t worry, your role has been set as one of the muscle-bound guy’s subordinates. You won’t cause any problems. And remember, I am invisible to others.”

Until now, the stories in the game had clear objectives—defeat the abyss that consumed the story, guide characters along a set path, or escape a trapped world. 

But this time, she simply told him to do as he wished.

Baident, momentarily caught off guard, decided to approach the muscular man to understand who the protagonist was. 

As he moved closer, the battlefield grew more intense. 

The regular army moved with precision, while the wild tribes, though chaotic, showed individual strength that kept them from being overwhelmed.

The massive figure, appearing to be the leader of the wild tribe, swung a giant club, breaking through enemy lines.

“Come! Anyone who dares oppose Yastora, step forward!”

Though he stood alone, his presence alone made the enemies hesitant to approach. 

His powerful aura was enough to send chills down anyone’s spine. 

He truly embodied the image of a hero, and Baident couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe.

‘This is… what I’ve always wanted to be like.’

With a chiseled jaw, a full beard, and muscles visible through tattered armor, he was the embodiment of primal strength and raw masculinity. 

Baident, who had been born so weak that he couldn’t even leave his room, had always dreamed of becoming a man like that—someone who exuded such strength and heroism.

The frightened enemies began to retreat as Yastora’s army pushed forward. 

Baident, having read many books about heroes since childhood, recognized the historical context of the battle.

‘About 600 years ago, the Baydos Empire, now destroyed, invaded the northern Germania region.’

He knew exactly what would happen next in the history of this war and what would become of the great chieftain, Yastora. 

The queen had said the story was already set, meaning it would unfold exactly as history dictated.

‘No matter what I do, the outcome won’t change,’ he thought, shaking his head.

“Wow! We’ve defeated them!” shouted a wild warrior. 

“Long live Chieftain Yastora!”

The wild tribes celebrated, praising their leader’s victory, and Baident found himself caught up in their joyous chanting. 

He was reminded of the first episode he had played in the game, when he was pulled into the battlefield as a soldier. 

At that time, he had been in awe of the virtual reality experience, only to be kidnapped by Ren and forced to go after the queen.

‘So, does this mean I have to fight alongside Yastora, the protagonist of this story?’

As he bit into a piece of bread, Baident looked over at Tistina’s spirit, who was following him.

“You told me to learn something from the chieftain,” he said.

“That’s right.”

“So, what am I supposed to learn?”

“You’ll need to find that out for yourself.”

“…What?”

“You’re my student, aren’t you?”

“Correct.”

“Then why don’t you at least give me a clue about what I’m supposed to learn?”

“Do you really need me to tell you everything? You’re destined to become the overseer of the entire universe’s stories, the ‘Archivist’ of the Akashic Records. After you become that, will you still be asking what to do?”

Baident fell silent, unsure of how to respond. 

The pressure was mounting as his role seemed to grow ever more complex.

“Are you telling me I’m a useless candidate if I can’t figure out what to do on my own?” 

She continued, her voice firm.

“…Hah,” Baident muttered, feeling both the weight of his destiny and the frustration of his uncertainty.

Baident clenched his teeth and shot up from his seat.

“Fine. Alright. I’ll show you. Just how capable I truly am.”

He had already experienced countless worlds. 

If nothing else, stepping into the heart of the story was nothing new to him.

Baident made his way to the chieftain, Yastora, who was training bare-chested under the blazing sun.

“Chieftain. My name is Baident.”

“…Hmm? What is it?”

“I want to be your lieutenant.”

“My lieutenant? To fight by my side, you must be a warrior of great strength.”

In response, Baident displayed the abilities he had acquired from numerous characters. 

Controlling lava, infusing a blade with magic—Yastora’s eyes widened as he witnessed the powers of legendary heroes firsthand.

“Is this proof enough?”

“Very well. Follow me, Baident.”

Baident turned to look at Tistina, as if asking, ‘Did you see that?’

But her expression remained as indifferent as before.

***

A Battlefield of Endless War.

“Baident!”


“I’m here!”

BOOM!

The imperial army returned, reorganized and stronger than before. 

Baident fought alongside Chieftain Yastora, repelling their forces. 

But the battle was relentless. 

The empire pushed forward, forcing them into combat day after day.

To fight at the side of a warrior who would one day be immortalized in history—Baident was beginning to understand what Tistina had meant when she spoke of the lessons to be learned.

“You’ve all done well! Today’s victory belongs to all of us!”

Yastora’s voice rang across the battlefield. His ability to lead, his selflessness, his unwavering charisma—Baident watched as he not only fought but inspired.

“But we must never forget those who sacrificed for this victory!”

A true leader did not simply fight—he raised the spirits of his people. 

The books he had read could never compare to seeing a hero in action.

“You did well, Baident. If not for you, we would have been in grave danger.”

“It’s nothing, Chieftain. Rest well.”

Late at night, after parting ways with Yastora, Baident stepped into his tent near the chieftain’s quarters.

***

“We won again today,” Tistina said, her voice cutting through the dim light.

“…Yeah. We did.”

Baident lay on his bed, but his expression was grim.

‘A predetermined conclusion… was that what she meant?’

His arrival had altered history.

With the power of past heroes at his disposal, he had turned the tide of war. 

Germania’s warriors had endured longer than they had in recorded history.

But even so, it was reaching its limit.

The enemy’s forces never ceased, while their own supplies and rations dwindled. 

If this continued, history would repeat itself.

He had known all along.

“…Hah.”

Frustrated, Baident stepped outside for air—only to witness something unexpected.

***

“Haah… Haah…!”

There, behind the tents, Yastora was still training.

Dripping with sweat, he dropped to his knees.

But he gritted his teeth and forced himself back up.

“This… isn’t enough…! I have to protect them…!”

Baident watched in silence.

A forbidden technique—through the power of the runes inscribed on his body, Yastora could rapidly heal his torn muscles, temporarily enhancing his abilities. 

It allowed him to push beyond human limits.

But the cost was severe. 

The pain must have felt like needles piercing every inch of his body.

Yet, despite that, he rose again, gripping his training staff with unwavering determination.

Baident exhaled sharply.

“Damn it.”

He had stepped outside to clear his thoughts, but now they were more tangled than ever.

***

“…Overseer.”

“Yes, my Lord?”

“This… story.”

“Is there something you are dissatisfied with?”

“No! Of course not! If it’s something you created, it’s bound to be great! I just…”

“You just?”

“…I feel like I look way too cool in this.”

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. I never said those things while secretly training with the forbidden technique.”

“But you thought them, didn’t you?”


“…What?”

“Scenes like these are necessary.”

“You think so?”

“Players can’t read your mind, so we include details like this. It makes the depiction more immersive. Don’t worry—it’s not a lie.”

“…If you say so.”



 
  Chapter 84: [Chief]


Late at night, after yet another series of brutal battles.

“Baident.”

“What.”

While the other warriors were busy tending to the battlefield and preparing for the next fight, Baident found himself alone with Chief Yastora.

Having crossed countless lines of death together, the bond between them had grown strong, to the point where they were no different from close friends.

“Why do their numbers never seem to decrease?”

“……Yastora.”

It was a question that lingered on Yastora’s lips after much hesitation.

Baident could hear the exhaustion in his voice, faint but undeniable.

Each day, Yastora pushed his body beyond its limits, using forbidden arts that drained both his lifespan and strength in exchange for temporary power.

He was no longer the man Baident had first met—his body was weaker now, worn down by endless war.

The warriors of their tribe were also dwindling in number, their supplies running low.

And yet, the Imperial forces showed no sign of slowing. 

Their relentless assault never ceased.

Baident knew the truth. 

The Empire still had more than ten legions stationed in their rear territories.

But how could he say that out loud?

The mere thought of it was suffocating.

***

“Baident, we can’t go on like this.”

“Are you giving up?”

Baident’s chest tightened.

The man he had admired, the warrior he had always looked up to, was speaking words of surrender.

That shouldn’t be happening.

“Weakness? Ha! You think Yastora would say something so pathetic?”

Yastora clenched his massive fist.

“I am Yastora. The strongest warrior. It doesn’t matter how many of those weaklings come—I can cut them all down. But my people… they are different.”

“Yastora…”

“The war has gone on too long. The warriors can no longer hunt. If this continues, we won’t have enough food to survive the winter.”

The nights were growing colder.

And with the young men fighting at the front, no one remained to prepare for the harsh season ahead.

“Wasteful sacrifices cannot continue.”

“Then what do you propose?”

“We move beyond the Great Snowy Mountains—somewhere the Empire cannot reach.”

The Great Snowy Mountains.

A natural barrier at the northernmost edge of the continent.

If they could cross it, the Imperial forces—unfamiliar with such extreme cold—would be unable to follow.

“You think they’ll just let the entire tribe march away?”

The journey wouldn’t just involve warriors.

It would be a mass migration—women, children, the elderly.

Their slow pace meant they wouldn’t escape the Imperial army before reaching the mountains.

“I will buy time.”

“Damn it, Yastora…”

Baident shut his eyes.

He knew exactly what Yastora meant.

History had already told this story.

When the Germanica tribe fled beyond the Great Snowy Mountains, Yastora stood alone, holding back the Imperial army for seven days and nights.

His unyielding strength, combined with the mountain’s relentless snowstorms, sealed the path behind him.

The Germanica people escaped.

And Yastora… became a legend.

He was later enshrined as a celestial hero.

Now, he was about to do it again.

***

“Yastora… are you really going to sacrifice yourself?”

“Baident.”

“If you stay behind, there is no coming back. You will die.”

“This is the right choice for my people.”

“If their leader dies, do you think they will make it through? Do you think they’ll survive without you?”

“Isn’t it better than all of us dying here?”

“You think the tribe can cross that mountain without you?”

“Then tell me, Baident, what the hell am I supposed to do?! The enemy is endless! They haven’t even used half their true strength yet! If this continues, the tribe will be slaughtered—dragged off as slaves!”

“Yastora, you…”

Until now, Baident had thought Yastora was nothing more than a brute.

A strong but foolish barbarian who had recklessly challenged the Empire without understanding its power.

But he had been wrong.

Yastora knew.

He understood the Empire’s true strength.

And he knew just how hopeless their situation was.

He wasn’t blindly fighting—he was struggling, desperately, for the survival of his people.

“I am the chieftain! The shield that protects them! If throwing myself into battle is what it takes to save them, then I will do it. That is my duty.”

Baident clenched his fists.

This was just a game.

The people here were nothing more than characters in a story.

And yet—why did it hurt?

They had fought together.

Laughed together.

Cried together.

They weren’t just words on a page.

Unlike the distant heroes of history, Yastora was here.

He was alive.


Breathing.

Right beside him.

***

“Why do you have to bear this burden alone?”

“……Baident.”

“I am Germanica too. I am a warrior.”

In history, Yastora had stood alone.

But what if he didn’t have to?

After all, Baident was a player.

There was no reason for him to run.

“You are walking toward death, Baident.”

“Yastora. Are you denying my warrior’s soul?”

“Hah. Damn it. You win.”

Yastora let out a bitter laugh, pressing his palm to his forehead.

“You really thought you could stop all of them alone?”

“Why not? I am Yastora. The great warrior.”

“But warriors are even stronger together.”

The two men faced each other.

Then, grinning, they pressed their fists against each other’s chests.

“You ready for this, Baident?”

“Of course. I’m stronger than you, after all.”

“Hah. That’s a bold claim. I could’ve sworn I took down more Imperials than you yesterday.”

“Mine were better.”

Their laughter rang through the night.

Beyond the battlefield.

Beyond history.

A legend was about to be written.

Before they knew it, the two men burst into laughter.

“Die, you bastards!”

“Argh! Why won’t these monsters die?!”

Boom!

Another squad of Imperial soldiers was turned into pools of blood.

Huff… huff…

Baident gasped for breath, his chest rising and falling heavily.

Time crawled by unbearably slow.

Seven days—seven days that felt like seven years.

Each day had been sheer agony.

There was no time to rest, no chance to sleep. 

They had fought relentlessly against the endless waves of enemies.

His body screamed in protest, his limbs leaden. 

He had nothing left to give.

The only thing keeping him going was the certainty that by now, the other tribesmen had crossed the Great Snowy Mountain.

“Stay focused, Baident.”

A familiar presence pressed against his back.

“Yastora…”

It was Yastora, the chieftain—just as battered and bloodied as he was.

“Why do you look so exhausted? Are you already at your limit?”

“Hah, don’t be ridiculous. You look worse than I do.”

“Hmph. I still have enough strength left to crush those cowards skulking over there.”

“Is that so? How about a bet? Let’s see who kills more.”

“Fine. Two minutes.”

Without hesitation, the two men sprang forward, charging into the enemy ranks.

“Aaargh! Spare me!”

“Monsters! They’re monsters!”

Their bodies were already in tatters, yet the strength they had left was more than enough to cut down their foes.

If Baident had been alone, he might have given up long ago.

How the hell did this guy survive for seven days by himself?

Even with all the power of the fallen heroes within him, Baident wouldn’t have lasted in this brutal battlefield without Yastora.

Yet in actual history, Yastora had endured alone.

For seven whole weeks.

Boom!

The two men tore through the battlefield, turning Imperial soldiers into crimson mist. Even the so-called Sword Master, who had boasted of his skills, lay on the ground with his head crushed.

The remaining Imperial troops hesitated, stepping backward.

“Yastora.”

“What.”

“The tribesmen should have crossed the mountain by now.”

“Hmph. I hope so.”

Yastora let out a small chuckle, as if the thought pleased him.

“That means we can retreat now.”

They had bought enough time. There was no need to fight any longer.

All they had to do was escape into the incoming blizzard.

In that storm, they could disappear. Even Yastora could survive.

“A storm’s coming from that direction. Let’s fall back into it.”

“…Retreat?”

Yastora fell silent for a moment.

…No way.

Baident had assumed Yastora would escape with him once their job was done.

But what if Yastora intended to stay behind and fight to the bitter end?

Baident hadn’t considered that possibility.

“Alright.”

Relief washed over him as Yastora nodded.

Thank the gods. 

At least he’s retreating with me.

Yastora stepped closer and placed a firm hand on Baident’s back.

“…Yastora?”

A sudden surge of power rippled through Yastora’s muscles.

“…I’m sorry, my friend.”

The moment Baident heard those words, he understood.

“Wait, Yastora—!”

He spun around, desperate to stop him.

Boom!

A burst of energy exploded from Yastora’s body, sending Baident hurtling toward the storm.

“No!”

He soared high, beyond the reach of the Imperial army, before vanishing into the blizzard.

“Yastora!!!”

He struggled, clawing through the storm.

Yastora had never intended to leave.

He was going to fight until his last breath.

He had agreed to the retreat only to save Baident.

“Come, weaklings of the Empire! I will be your end!”

Yastora charged into the enemy ranks.

Baident fought desperately to break free from the storm, but not even the power of the fallen heroes could overcome it.

All he could do was watch as Yastora’s presence—his magic, his life force—faded away.

The chieftain had burned his final flame to save his people.

***

“The audience loves it! The divine energy influx is absolutely insane!”

“Congratulations, my lord!”

“…I have a question.”

“Ask anything, my lord.”

“Did I… really die like that?”

“Yes, my lord! And thanks to your noble sacrifice, the story is even more compelling. Look at the response—everyone loves it!”

“…Is that so?”

“Indeed! Tragedy makes the best stories!”


“Hm. I see…”

The divine entity, once known as Great Chieftain Yastora, scratched his head awkwardly.

Behind him, a certain someone clenched his fists.

The first episode had been a massive success.

On to the next chapter.



 
  Chapter 85: The Chieftain Within


“Yastora, is it warm there?”

“Yas-ham… ㅠㅠㅠㅠ”

“The living chieftain resides with Yas!”

“Yastora… Now that I see you properly, you’re quite bewitching.”

“The divine presence of the Great Chieftain… has vanished…?”

After players cleared the story of the Great Chieftain Yastora, discussions about him flooded the community. 

Any concerns that players might grow weary of repetitive story patterns were completely blown away—this was a massive success. 

In fact, the response was overwhelming, as if this was exactly what players had been yearning for.

I, too, felt a sense of fulfillment. 

The Great Chieftain, who had long desired to be part of the game, had his wish granted through our Constellation, even at the cost of offering such a powerful relic.

It all started after the previous Constellation, Lord of the Night, had bestowed ‘that artifact’ upon our divine patron.

Another war erupted in the aftermath.

In that chaos, the Great Chieftain wagered his sacred relic—the very weapon he had used to single-handedly fight against an army of imperial soldiers.

Back then, I had little interest in it.

But since our Constellation took a liking to it, I accepted it without much thought.

Now, my gaze fell upon the club resting in the corner of my room.

This was no ordinary club. It was a relic—bestowed upon me by the Constellation, who had warned that should another attack occur, I must be able to defend myself.

But this club was far beyond what I had initially imagined.

A weapon capable of stopping the advance of three entire legions…

Over time, stories and faith had gathered around it, elevating it from a simple bludgeon to a weapon imbued with divine power.

Was it truly alright for me to possess something like this?

To make matters worse, as the game’s storyline gained immense popularity among players, the club’s power had increased exponentially—far beyond its original form.

The Great Chieftain, once the leader of the Germanica Tribe, had ascended as a Constellation after his death, venerated as the one and only Great Chieftain.

As time passed, the Beidos Empire, which had long oppressed the Germanica Tribe, collapsed.

In the ensuing chaos, numerous rising factions filled the power vacuum, claiming land for themselves.

Tribal leaders proclaimed themselves lords, and the Germania people managed to secure a foothold, growing into a significant force.

Thus, the Great Chieftain’s ascension as a Constellation was solidified.

From there, Germania continued to prosper, expanding its territory and influence. 

Eventually, the Republic—now a superpower rivaling the Shutral Empire—was predominantly comprised of Germanian descendants.

However, in contrast, faith in the Great Chieftain had begun to wane.

“He’s just a god from a savage past. Why should I believe in that?”

“Ugh, it’s embarrassing! Why should I worship such a crude and barbaric god?”

With the rise of refined and sophisticated deities, the Germanians, now assimilated into modern continental civilization, had little desire to remember their tribal past.

As a result, followers of the Great Chieftain dwindled significantly.

And then, suddenly, the Great Chieftain appeared in the game’s storyline.

The tale of a forgotten god, once known only to the traditionalists of Germania, spread across the entire continent.

The faith gathered by Yastora—along with the immense power surging into this club—was bound to be overwhelming.

I reached out and grasped the club.

A sacred relic, radiating an aura of mystical power.

The moment my fingers wrapped around the handle—

WOOOOOOOOM

A surge of divine energy erupted around me.

But this wasn’t the borrowed divine power that priests used.

This was the true power of a god.

Divinity itself.

“Ugh… Aaaaaah!!”

The sheer force of the storm ripped through my room.

Bookshelves were torn apart, the ceiling cracked, and furniture shattered into splinters.

“Stop!”

BOOM.

As soon as I shouted, the storm ceased.

The debris and fragments swirling around the room fell to the ground.

I stood there, panting, surveying the wreckage.

I had nearly obliterated not just my room but the one next to it as well.

How the hell was I supposed to explain this?

“Oh, no big deal. I just happened to receive a relic from a god, and when I touched it, this happened. Haha.”

Just thinking about it made me shudder.

Even if I somehow managed to fix things, my room was already a disaster zone.

“How the hell am I supposed to clean this up?”

Every piece of furniture was broken, and the entire room was covered in dust and debris.

There was no way I could fix this on my own.

Should I ask the other Star Deities for help?

“They could probably just wave a hand and put everything back in place…”

As I mumbled to myself, I absentmindedly flicked my fingers.

WOOOOSH

The debris and dust scattered across the room floated into the air.

“…?”

Then, as if time were rewinding, everything started returning to its original state.

Furniture reassembled itself, shattered fragments of the ceiling seamlessly reattached, and books settled back onto their shelves.

I could only stare in awe.

It was as if I were witnessing a miracle.

I looked down at the club in my hands, mouth agape.

“…What the hell are you?”

“Hah! So, my dear patron decided to turn me into something like this, huh?”

A deep, boisterous laughter erupted.

Holding a massive goblet of liquor, the Great Chieftain burst into laughter.

With an overwhelming amount of divinity coursing through him, his already formidable physique had grown even larger.

“Agh… Everyone needs to see what a fool this guy really is.”

“This is ridiculous. Of all people, he had to be the first to awaken…”

The constellations gathered around him spoke as if in jest, yet they raised their glasses and drank in celebration.

They had always wished for his success, even as he continued to decline—an unfortunate fate that did not match his noble yet bold nature. 

And now, as he returned in glory, they rejoiced.

Of course, they couldn’t completely hide their envy.

“Damn it, you bastard! What? You had to protect your tribe? Saying that during training is too obvious, don’t you think?”

“T-That’s not what I meant…!”

“A constellation daring to use deceit? We shall judge you!”

“Wait! Hey! You guys—!”

The [Great Chieftain] found himself at the mercy of the gathered constellations, pummeled left and right.


Laughter filled the air as he and his comrades playfully brawled. Other gods watched their antics from afar.

“[Akashic Archive] effect… It’s incredible.”

“To think that idiot would attain divinity comparable to the highest-ranking constellations…”

“This won’t do. I have to ask for a chance as well.”

“What? You want to be in the game too? Weren’t you the one who mocked constellations that became mere playthings for mortals?”

“T-That was… because I didn’t know any better.”

“Now I want to be in the game.”

“Last time, the [Great Chieftain] threw away his divine relic, so I had no chance of winning.”

“With how things are going, competition is only going to get fiercer this time.”

“Damn it… Should I bring my divine relic too?”

The gods’ desire to enter the game only grew stronger.

***

In the darkness of an unlit dormitory room, Baident lay curled up in a corner.

His mind replayed the final moments of Yastora’s sacrifice.

The last image he saw was of the hopeful faces of the Germania tribe members, safely escaping the Empire’s army thanks to Yastora’s death.

And then, he was ejected from the story.

“What did you learn from it?” asked Queen Tistina.

He had learned many things from Yastora, even in his final moments. 

But he couldn’t bring himself to say them out loud.

If he did, he feared he wouldn’t be able to endure it.

So he had left the game. But reality outside was no easier to bear.

Inside the game, he had been a “Reserve Warden,” wielding the powers of countless heroes with ease.

Here, he was nothing but an incompetent noble—Baident, a man who knew nothing.

“Yastora… What am I supposed to do?”

He buried his head between his knees.

“Why are you asking such a foolish question, Baident?”

A voice rang out.

“Y-Yastora?”

Baident’s head snapped up.

Before him stood the [Great Chieftain], his body glowing with a pure white light.

“When we fought together, you were a warrior among warriors. So why is it that all I see before me now is a coward?”

“But Yastora…”

Baident lowered his gaze.

In the story, he had been a hero. 

But here, he was not.

How disappointed would Yastora be to see him like this?

“The me in that world and the me now are different. Right now, I’m just an idiot who can’t do anything.”

He had longed to see Yastora again, but now that he was here, Baident wanted nothing more than to run away.

He didn’t want to show him this pathetic side of himself.

“You’re an idiot, indeed.”

Flinch.

Baident’s head sank lower.

“You don’t even understand your own strength, fool. Why don’t you remember? You were my comrade—the warrior who made countless miracles happen.”

“Yastora…”

“Given power? Who wielded that power? Who fought by my side for seven days and nights? Did someone else do that for you? Did you do nothing?”

“…No.”

That had been him.

He was the one who had fought beside Yastora for seven days.

“No talent? Who decided that? Do you think I had talent? Compared to the chieftains before me, I was weak. But I endured because I had my warriors, my tribe—those who supported me. And more than anything, I endured because you were by my side.”

“Yastora…!”

“Changing yourself is up to your own will. And you have more than enough will to do it.”

“I’ll do it.”

Baident rose abruptly, determination flashing in his eyes.


“I’ll do it. Will you watch over me?”

“Of course, my comrade. I will always be with you.”

The constellation, [Great Chieftain], smiled as he watched his devoted follower take his first steps forward with renewed resolve.

After all, the days they had spent together in the game were unforgettable—even for a god who had accepted faith.





 
  Chapter 86: Divine


“Of course! Do you even realize what that is? It’s one of the most crucial divine relics in the history of the gods! If you had swung it even slightly, it wouldn’t have been surprising if the entire dormitory split in half.”

“T-That powerful?”

“Yes, that powerful. Just think about it. Even a mere relic that was once wielded by a god can cause chaos when it falls to the ground—people start calling it a holy sword or a cursed blade. But this? This isn’t just any relic. It’s the most revered divine artifact in the entire continent at this moment. Not only that, but it plays a central role in the most significant mythos that the world is currently fixated on. Every single person on this continent has an awareness of that relic, their reverence pooling together to form its sacred nature.”

“…Wow.”

I was left speechless by Wisdom’s explanation.

Just swinging the club could tear an entire dormitory in two?

Was this some kind of nuclear weapon?

And now, it was sitting inside my subspace storage?

Terrifying.

Dear Constellation.

Just what in the world did you give me?

You expect me to use something this dangerous just as a self-defense tool against the Abyss?

I was so dumbfounded I couldn’t even find the words.

Of course, the Abyss wasn’t something to be taken lightly either, but even so—this was too much.

Previously, the three sponsoring Constellations had taken turns guarding me personally. 

But ever since Wisdom joined us, that had become unnecessary. 

With her divine authority, she could perceive and comprehend everything across the continent. 

While she couldn’t directly see through me—an otherworlder—she was still able to detect any dangers approaching me.

…Though, saying it like that made it sound like she was secretly watching me.

No, that couldn’t be right.

Either way, with none other than the Goddess of Wisdom protecting me, was such a terrifying weapon even necessary?

I supposed that if someone tried to kill me, a single swing of this thing would put an end to them.

“You don’t have to be so afraid,” Wisdom reassured me. “It’s a divine relic, after all. Not a weapon of an evil god. It won’t harm you, Your Highness.”

“But even if it doesn’t harm me…”

Just holding it had wrecked my room, and swinging it could demolish an entire building.

Even if I survived, my surroundings wouldn’t.

If I walked around with this thing, I’d probably get arrested for terrorism.

As I hesitated, peering nervously into my subspace, a certain memory surfaced.

“…And there’s something else,” I muttered.

“What is it?”

“After my room got destroyed, I thought, ‘It would be nice if everything went back to normal.’ And then—it did. It was as if time itself had rewound.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yeah.”

Wisdom fell silent, her face clouded with thought, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing.

“…Is it because you’re the Prince?” she mused.

“But even if you are, that’s still something beyond the abilities of any human. Even most gods couldn’t wield divine power to that extent… No, wait. You’re the one who’s already saved multiple gods, aren’t you? Compared to you, other gods might as well be insignificant.”

She murmured to herself for a while before lifting her gaze to me.

“Your Highness, you possess the power of a god.”

“…The power of a god?”

“Yes. The ability to wield divinity, perform miracles, and manifest them into reality. You said it felt like time had reversed, correct?”

I nodded hesitantly.

“Localized Time Reversion. That’s a power only highly advanced gods can use—unless they specialize in time manipulation. But you, Your Highness, achieved it simply by drawing upon the divinity imbued in that relic.”

“…Wait. Me? I did that?”

Not even an ordinary god could do something like that?
Then that meant…

“Yes! You manipulated divinity itself! Even newly ascended Constellations struggle with that, but you—an ordinary human—managed it effortlessly! It’s almost as if… as if you’ve wielded divine power before!”

With a delighted smile, Wisdom began clapping as if she were congratulating me.

“You’ll be ascending soon, won’t you? I can’t wait for the day you take your place by my side, Your Highness.”

As she spoke, she subtly moved closer and looped her arm around mine.

Her soft body pressed against my elbow, her warmth seeping into me.

But I hardly had the capacity to notice.

The power of a god? 

Me?

Was the body I had possessed not that of an ordinary academy student after all?

***

Deep beneath the continent, in a cavern shrouded in darkness—

A black figure emerged from the abyss.

“…Is it here?”

It was a being from the lowest depths of the dimensional void.

Neither male nor female, not even clearly alive—just an indistinct, shadowy mass.

It surveyed its surroundings.

Not long ago, someone had come here—someone seeking to eliminate the sins of this dimension.

Then, she vanished.

Knowing her abilities, they had assumed she could handle it alone.

But she never returned.

And in her absence, yet another sin had been erased.

Others had suggested waiting longer. 

But patience had never been a virtue of the black figure.

So it had abandoned the depths of the abyss and crossed dimensions to reach this place.

There was, however, a problem.

Without reinforcements, it couldn’t search for her alone.

Even worse, its power had already diminished greatly due to the recent destruction of several sins.

Thus, it needed something—anything—it could use immediately.

Something that could evade the gods of this continent while overwhelming them completely.

A deep, echoing rumble filled the cavern.

At its very depths, a massive being lay trapped within a black gemstone.

The figure’s lips curled into a smile.

“…The Fallen Dragon, Beidos.”

Once the ruler of a fallen empire.

A dragon tainted by corruption.

The perfect candidate.

***

Crown Prince Laizeol had been avoiding Akashic Archive for days.

Every time he saw Bercia, the woman he loved within the game, he couldn’t help but think of his father.

Of the man who loved the same woman.

Of an impossible love and a rival he could never surpass.

So he had buried himself in royal studies, hoping to distract himself.

But then—

“The second episode of the new storyline has been released.”

That was all it took to bring him back.

“No matter how painful it is, avoiding it won’t solve anything. No matter what trials await… I will face them.”

With those determined words, he logged in.

Reuniting with Bercia, he dove into the next episode.

And soon, he stood before Queen Tistina, who guided him into the story of a statue.


A legend from an age long past.

A warrior who fought to protect his people from an empire.

Yastora.

A man willing to sacrifice his own life for those who followed him.

Laizeol was captivated.

A man like that—

A leader who would give his very existence for his people—

That was the kind of ruler he wanted to be.

And he could not bear to let him die.

So, when he saw that the warrior was planning to face the Imperial Army alone, he secretly followed and aided him.

“Laizeol. Did you not hear the chieftain’s orders?”

“The order to retreat, you mean? My apologies, but I am a warrior. I do not know the meaning of retreat.”

“It wasn’t a retreat. It was a counter-charge… Ha, I suppose there’s no helping it. You are a formidable warrior. I doubt you’d be afraid of those vermin.”

“Of course not, Yastora. You, on the other hand, had better not get scared.”

The Crown Prince and Yastora reassured each other before diving into battle together.

They fought.

Again and again, they blocked the enemy’s advance, pushing back the relentless tide of imperial soldiers.

And finally, when it seemed like enough time had passed, he attempted to retreat with Yastora.

They nearly succeeded.

Just a little further, and they would have escaped beyond the reach of the Imperial Army, into the storm’s domain where they could not be followed.

But then—

Crack!

A single magic arrow shot through the air, striking Yastora.

“Y-Yastora!”

The Crown Prince had swung his sword, attempting to deflect the arrow. 

But his body flickered, his form becoming insubstantial. 

The arrow passed through him, as if he weren’t even there—

And it struck Yastora instead.

“It seems our time is up. I believe you’ve learned enough.”

A voice rang out.

It was Queen Tistina.

“W-wait!”

Yastora, weakened by the arrow, fell to one knee. 

The Imperial soldiers swarmed toward him like a pack of starving hyenas.

If the Crown Prince did nothing, Yastora would die.

It was an undeniable truth. Yet his body only grew more transparent, more distant—

As if he had become an outsider, no longer part of this world.

And then—

Flash!

The world shattered around him.

The next thing he knew, he was outside the story.

“I told you to wait, Tistina!”

Furious, the Crown Prince lunged, attempting to seize her by the collar. 

But she had already faded into mist, reappearing behind him.

“You were quite immersed. I did tell you, though, the story’s ending is already set.”

“That…!”

He finally realized.

He had become too absorbed in the tale.

He already knew how the story ended. It had been part of his lessons as a successor—

Yastora’s sacrifice was an undeniable part of history.

And more than that, this was just a game’s story.

A past long since concluded.

Even now, Yastora lived on, having ascended as a Constellation.

There was no reason to be so enraged.

The Crown Prince felt himself slowly returning from the warrior’s mindset, his spirit settling back into reality.

“…I lost myself. I apologize.”

“It’s fine. Fortunately, you seem to have learned a great deal.”

“I have.”

As a leader, there was much to be gained from this experience.

In a way, meeting Yastora had been like gaining a teacher.

Now, he understood—

Tistina had thrown him into the story for a reason.

And there were still eleven more tales like this waiting for him?

“Then… is the next lesson prepared as well?”

“What?”

“We’re going. Now.”

Before he could even catch his breath—


Flash!

A new light engulfed his vision.

And as his sight returned—

“Heretic! You have denied the eternal and glorious divinity of the Celestial God, Beidos! You shall be judged here and now!”

A new, shocking scene unfolded before him.



 
  Chapter 87: McGayne Jaborg


“It is an honor to meet you like this, Director.”

The man with a large, round nose and a middle-aged appearance stroked his long mustache.

[Lightning King] McGuy Zaborgh.

With a rather ordinary look that didn’t seem to match his impressive title, he was to play the second statue role in this episode of the Twelve Gods.

The last episode had introduced the [Great Chief] as the main character, and his overwhelming popularity had brought in a tremendous amount of divine favor.

As a result, more and more gods started visiting our Director, hoping to be included in the game.

When [Master of the Night] first visited, only gods near her were coming by, and we planned to use them as inspiration for the Twelve Gods.

But now, gods from all over were competing to offer relics and divine artifacts that made my head spin.

As the competition grew fiercer, items even more impressive than Yastora’s famous cudgel started to appear.

I was already confused by the fact that I could wield some divine power myself, so the situation only gave me more headaches.

Of course, the decision was not mine to make—our Director held the power to choose, and so the new god chosen was the one now sitting in front of me: [Lightning King] McGuy.

“Honestly, it’s a bit embarrassing, but I am a big fan of yours, Director. I’ve even completed the gacha and collected all your figures.”

McGuy, with a face that suited an older man, flushed slightly and began pulling out numerous figurines of the Director from inside his coat
.
These were some of the rarest figures of the Director that I had never even seen before.

…Complete gacha?

What on earth is the Goddess of Wisdom selling?

I had noticed the significant increase in recent income, but was this the reason?

How could they create something like this in a world where gacha didn’t exist before?

Once again, our investors were remarkable.

Such unwavering support.

“And look at this too. I have been collecting and saving these…”

McGuy continued pulling out various items, almost like a street vendor.

There were so many collectibles that I was amazed, even though I had never noticed how many there were.

But these must be authentic, right?

“Haha, it’s alright, my Lord. I can clearly see how much you love our [Akashic Archive]. It’s truly impressive. I’ve never seen a collection like this before.”

“Really?”

Ugh, please, stop blushing.

“Of course. It is truly an honor to meet such a distinguished figure as you, my Lord.”

“Hahaha, a hero, you say? How embarrassing… to receive such praise when I’m such a shallow man.”

He scratched his head, looking embarrassed, just like any typical middle-aged man.

In fact, in his human days, he was known as an ordinary, somewhat materialistic man.

He had never cared for others; his life had been driven solely by his own selfish desires.

He was not the type one would expect to become a god.

But because of that, the achievements he had made were all the more meaningful and significant.

A story of an ordinary god.

It would surely be a delight to the players.

***

“Please, just let me go! Please!”

“Hey, ma’am, no one’s trying to kill you. We’re just following the law here.”

A beastfolk woman was begging in front of the guards.

“Please! My children are waiting for me at home!”

The guards, with somber expressions, destroyed her street stall and cuffed her hands.

“We can’t do anything else.”

“Then why break the law in the first place? Tsk.”

The two guards arrested the woman and escorted her to the barracks.

Huff.

Oscar, the captain of the second guard unit in the trading city of Lypovia, had just witnessed his
third illegal street vendor arrest of the day. 

He inhaled deeply from the pipe in his mouth.

As a guard captain, it was his duty to make sure such things happened.

He had done his job.

But it never felt easy.

Lypovia, a city built to unite various races for trade and cooperation, had drastically changed recently.

Since humans had gained the majority in the city council, they had made several laws that prohibited activities such as street vending, especially those of the beastfolk.

It was a complex issue with many competing interests at play.

As a guard, Oscar had no choice but to follow these new laws.

He was just one of many guard captains in the city, not someone with the power to change anything.

“She said she had children.”

The woman had likely resorted to selling illegally to feed her kids, but he couldn’t do anything for her.

It was unfortunate, but he had no power to change the situation.

He was just an ordinary citizen, forced to comply with the system.

His shift ended.

Captain Oscar, pipe in mouth, trudged home after his long day.

Even though he was free from work, his steps felt heavier than usual.

“…I only did what I had to do.”

He tried to convince himself, but the weight in his heart didn’t go away.

After finishing his shower, he lay down on the bed and grabbed his portable device.


He felt he needed to play a game, if only to shake off the gloomy feeling that had settled in.

[Akashic Archive]


It was the game he had been enjoying lately.


“Were they called the Heresy Inquisitors?”


He had been enjoying the latest storyline when it was time for work, so he logged off and left.


He remembered the last thing the Heresy Inquisitors had said, but that was it.


He tapped the “Continue Story” button, and the scene he had last seen appeared before his eyes.


“Heretic! You dare to deny the eternal and glorious divinity of the Heavenly God, Beidos! I shall pass judgment here and now!”


Bang!


As soon as he entered the game, someone’s head was severed right in front of him.


Thud.


The headless body collapsed, and blood surged from the stump of the neck.


“Waaaaaaaa!”


“Filthy heretics! Kill them all!”


The crowd, who had been watching the execution, erupted in cheers.


It wasn’t just excitement; it felt like madness.


Caught off guard by the shocking scene, Oscar instinctively took a step back.


“………? What’s wrong, Lord Inquisitor?”


One of the Heresy Inquisitors standing next to him asked.


Lord Inquisitor?


It was then that Oscar looked down at his attire.


He was dressed in the same uniform as the Heresy Inquisitors who had just carried out the execution, though his clothes were far more elaborate in design and color.


It seemed that, in this story, he had become the leader of these brutal Heresy Inquisitors.


“Surprised?”


A voice came from beside him, and he turned to see Queen Tistina, who let out a soft laugh.


“Didn’t you have a bit of a rough time in the last world? So, I placed you in a somewhat more comfortable position this time.”


Comfortable position, huh…


If this world was one where heresy hunting was rampant, it was likely that people could easily be accused and killed for no reason.


“And, to meet the protagonist of this world, a regular position just wouldn’t have worked.”


Tistina gestured with her chin towards a middle-aged man in the crowd, who stood with a frozen expression, watching the execution.


“McGuy Zaborgh. He’s the protagonist of this story.”


The man, with a cold expression, turned away from the execution platform and began weaving through the crowd.


“…? Lord Inquisitor?”


The Heresy Inquisitors asked, noticing that he was standing still, dazed.


“…Nothing. I was just checking if there were any heretics in the crowd.”


“Of course, you are the Lord Inquisitor!”


“Beidos’ greatest blade! I tremble with admiration!”


The Heresy Inquisitors around him reacted excessively, as if trying to flatter him.


Oscar observed them closely, trying to gather as much information as possible.


Two days had passed since he had taken over the body of the Inquisitor General.


Oscar had organized the information he had gathered about this world.


It seemed that this place was an ancient empire, Beidos, that had been destroyed long ago.


And the person whose body he had inhabited was the leader of the Heresy Inquisitors in the capital of Beidos, tasked with rooting out those who denied the divinity of the Empire’s only god, the Heavenly God Beidos, and executing them.

“Did things like this really happen in the past?”

His limited knowledge of history made him even more shocked the more he gathered information.

Even as someone from the continent living in modern times, it was hard to believe that innocent people were executed under the guise of heresy. 

However, according to the documents in the office, the Heresy Inquisitors were not simply punishing heretics.


It seemed they had been selected and executed by the orders of higher-ups.


As someone working as a captain of the guards, Oscar could clearly see that something was off.

If it was to strengthen the faith in the Heavenly God Beidos, the numbers seemed far too large.

Rather than punishing heresy, it felt like they were offering sacrifices.

While organizing the documents, Oscar came across a file that caught his attention.

McGuy Zaborgh.

It seemed that this man was involved in bribery with the Inquisitor General, the very person Oscar had possessed.


“…Interesting.”

So far, every character that had appeared in the story was a hero—someone who had made great sacrifices to protect their country or race.

But McGuy Zaborgh was anything but heroic.

He was running a small trading guild, nothing particularly impressive.

He didn’t seem noble in any way; he was an ordinary person, someone who could be easily overlooked.

Could he really be the protagonist of this story?





 
  Chapter 88: The Truth of the Petit Bourgeoisie


Born of the Svitaibi Kingdom, which was absorbed as a province into the Baydos Empire and ultimately fell to ruin, he was a product of that collapse. 

Though he hailed from a provincial background, he held Baydos citizenship, inheriting a small trading company from his father.

With decent business acumen and an impressive ability to maintain influential connections, he steadily expanded the trading company. 

In addition to his business, he possessed a mine provided by the Empire. 

He was known for his notorious indulgence in women, and it was suspected that, besides his wife, he had several hidden lovers.

If necessary, he wasn’t above engaging in illegal activities. 

He bribed officials and inquisitors, weaving a web of connections to exploit and manipulate. 

He certainly didn’t appear to be a hero—far from it. 

Rather, he embodied the archetype of a corrupt merchant lord, a villain, even.

“…What exactly am I supposed to learn from this?” 

Oscar muttered, leaning back in the chair, the attachment pipe of the inquisitor general now in his mouth.

The previous protagonist, Yastora, the great chief, was a figure so noble that he sacrificed himself for his people—he had much to teach. 

But this person? 

No. 

He was a coward, hiding behind the scenes to reap his own gains.

Oscar despised such people. They reminded him too much of himself.

Of course, there was one notable difference. 

The first time he saw this man was at the execution grounds. 

While the crowd cheered and reveled in the executions of the heretics, he had been anything but pleased. 

His face showed clear discomfort as he distanced himself from the scene. 

Perhaps, in this country of madness, he was one of the few left with a shred of humanity.

Yet, even then, it didn’t make him much more than an ordinary man, did it? 

Oscar wondered if there was anything to be learned from such a person.

“Sir Inquisitor General, the inspection time has arrived,” a voice broke his thoughts.

No answers would come from contemplation alone. 

Perhaps it would be worth meeting him in person. 

After all, the schedule did include an inspection.

Oscar climbed into the carriage under the guidance of the inquisitors. 

The job of the inquisitors was straightforward. 

When the higher-ups identified heretics, their first task was to arrest them.

If no specific individuals were named, they would round up anyone acting suspiciously.

Those confirmed to be heretics would be executed that day, while those still under suspicion would be forced into labor camps. 

In the case of adult men, who were often useful as workers, they were typically categorized as suspects. 

But women and children? 

They mostly met their deaths the same day.

The suspected heretics were put to work in dangerous mines, like McGuy’s mine. 

McGuy had been adept at currying favor with his superiors, ensuring he received a large number of these “suspects” to serve as laborers—more than any other mine owner.

As the carriage moved, Oscar’s brow furrowed as he reviewed the mine owners’ ledger. 

It seemed McGuy had been bribing the inquisitors heavily to secure more workers. 

The very inquisitor he had possessed had also received an enormous amount of jewels from him.

Hero? 

Humanity?

How could such a man—one who mercilessly forced people into dangerous labor in the mines—be considered a hero?

Oscar couldn’t believe it.

“Where would you like to begin the inspection today, sir?” his adjutant asked.

“I’ll start with McGuy’s mine,” Oscar replied.

It seemed necessary to see it with his own eyes.

“Ah, McGuy’s mine. A fine choice,” the adjutant remarked with a sly smile, clearly thinking they were going to collect more bribes.

It was hard to believe that those who held the power to execute people on a whim could be so thoroughly corrupt. 

Oscar could now understand why this country had fallen into ruin, disappearing into the history books.

The carriage finally came to a halt in front of McGuy’s mine. 

As Oscar stepped out, he saw a middle-aged man running toward them, his belly bouncing as he hurried over.

“Isn’t that the Inquisitor General?” 

McGuy called out, wiping the sweat from his forehead with a towel.

“If I’d known you were coming, I would’ve prepared a more grandiose gift,” he said with a forced laugh and gesture.

Oscar, who had once served as the head of the city guard, could immediately tell that McGuy was hiding something. 

His change of schedule had caught McGuy off guard, and he seemed to be in a dangerous position for an inspection.

“It’s nothing serious. You’re simply included in the inspection today,” Oscar said flatly.

Oscar ordered the heretics inquisitors, including his assistant, to wait outside. 

Then, he entered the mine administration building with McGuy.

Once they were alone in the quiet room, McGuy fumbled through his pockets and pulled out a small pouch.

“It’s a modest offering…” he said.

Oscar accepted the pouch without a word. 

Inside, through the small opening of the pouch, he could see sparkling jewels. 

They were probably bribes the Chief Inquisitor had received from him.

Though it wasn’t his to begin with and he didn’t need to accept it, Oscar did so with a feigned naturalness, aiming to avoid unnecessary suspicion.

“As you can see, there are no issues with our mine. The heretics you sent us before are being worked well. Perhaps, while they’re working, they’ll come to appreciate the greatness of Lord Beidos. Ha ha.”

“Is that so?” 

Oscar replied noncommittally, picking up the workers’ roster from the table.

Most of the names on the list were marked as heretics captured and sent for labor. 

Given the hard labor of the mines, they were all listed as adult men. 

However, there were some names that stood out.

“Emily Bladen? Rachel Stern?”

These were names that appeared far too feminine to belong to men.

“McGuy,” Oscar called out.

“Y-Yes!” 

McGuy stammered, clearly startled.

Oscar, sensing something was amiss, pointed to the names on the roster.

“These are marked as adult males, but doesn’t something seem off about these names?”


“A-Are they? I—”

McGuy floundered, but Oscar quickly realized that this was the part McGuy was trying to hide.

Had he secretly brought women who were suspected heretics into the mines under the guise of men? 

Come to think of it, McGuy had always been fond of women… was this an exploitation of them for his own desires?

“W-Well, these days, even men sometimes have feminine names, right? I-It might just be one of those cases, ha ha.”

Oscar’s face twisted in disgust.

“Are you, McGuy, trying to deceive the Inquisitor-General of the Empire?”

“N-No! That’s not it!” McGuy replied frantically.

Oscar’s expression hardened. 

“I’m going to have to inspect the mine workers myself.”

With that, he stormed out of the room, heading for the workers’ rest area deep within the mine.

“W-Wait, please, Inquisitor-General! I—I think I may have been lacking in my efforts and caused some inconvenience! I’ll prepare a more sincere offering right away!” 

McGuy hurried after him, attempting to stop him, but Oscar brushed him off, continuing on his way.

A shallow man with a lustful nature… 

Oscar felt disgusted, as if looking at a reflection of himself. 

And to top it off, there were allegations of sexual exploitation? 

If children were involved as well, McGuy would be the villain of the worst kind, someone who should have been executed a long time ago.

Oscar threw open the door to the rest area with a loud crash. 

However, what he saw inside was not what he had expected.

There were women and children huddled together, all looking toward the door. 

Their wide, innocent eyes turned toward Oscar as they greeted him.

“Inquisitor-General!” one of the children called out.

“Huh? It’s the master of the mine!” another child shouted.

“Master!” the children cheered, rushing toward McGuy and hugging his legs in an affectionate embrace.

It was impossible to believe they had been exploited. 

Instead, they seemed to genuinely care for him.

“P-Please, Inquisitor-General! I—I can explain!” 

McGuy stammered, quickly pushing the children back into their mothers’ arms as he tried to explain the situation.

But Oscar’s ears were deaf to his excuses.

He had assumed that McGuy, being the shallow man he was, had taken women and children for his own selfish desires. 

Given the ways McGuy had amassed wealth, Oscar never imagined he’d be using his money to bribe others for a cause that wasn’t his own.


Yet this scene… what was it?

The women and children, once destined for execution as heretics, were now being secretly hidden. 

What was McGuy’s real involvement in this?

Oscar’s mind was a storm of questions, but before he could form any conclusions, he knew one thing for certain.

This was far from the story he had assumed.



 
  Chapter 89: Petit bourgeois hero


“What is this? I thought he was a villain, but why is he so kind?”

“Is someone who bribes the higher-ups and runs a business considered a good person?”

“You idiot, he’s saving people who would otherwise die with that money!”

“That’s impressive, but isn’t he a hero or something?”

“I thought the Lightning King was a hero who controls the power of lightning, but there’s this incompetent middle-aged man instead.”

The newly released Lightning King, McGuy Zaborgh, was neither someone with special abilities nor one who had made a great sacrifice. 

He was just a corrupt business owner, the type that was common back in the day.

Despite being from a lower class, he gained imperial citizenship through connections and bribes. 

He used it to steal workers from suspected heretics to operate his mines. 

He was a typical villain. 

Yet after his death, he was posthumously celebrated as a hero and even ascended to the position of a celestial being.

How did such a thing happen?

At first, McGuy’s goal was simple: to make his business more prosperous. 

To increase the productivity of the mines and reduce labor costs, he started replacing workers with suspected heretics. 

They wouldn’t require money or good treatment.

But as McGuy continued working with them, something began to change.

Though in a stable position as an imperial citizen, he no longer needed to help them. 

Yet, he started risking everything to help those heretics.

At first, he secretly arranged for some workers to be declared dead in the mines, allowing them to escape the empire. 

From there, he gradually expanded his efforts.

He even began sneaking out children and women, disguising them as adult men.

His celestial title, Lightning King, was born posthumously, a nickname that came from his exceptional deeds. 

Despite not having any special powers, McGuy accomplished something extraordinary, making him more special than anyone could have imagined.

***

“J-Inquisitor General! I can explain everything!”

McGuy stepped forward, desperate to fix the situation. 

Oscar could sense his fear.

Before he realized it, Oscar grabbed McGuy’s half-bald head tightly.

“Inquisitor General!”

Oscar, unknowingly, manifested the powers of his position.

As a heretic inquisitor, he was granted the ability to interrogate.

It was a golden skill that allowed him to read parts of a person’s memories.

Oscar delved into McGuy’s mind, exploring his past.

“Get to work faster, you idiots! We need to meet the daily quota, don’t we?”

The first vision of McGuy was the very image of a wicked business owner. 

He was forcing heretics, who had been dragged in against their will, to work in the mines. 

His cruelty was apparent.

Thud.

“Ugh, what now?”

However, when one of the heretic miners stumbled and fell, something shifted.

McGuy motioned to his guards to help the fallen miner, lifting him up and moving him with care.

“L-Lord…?”

“Doesn’t your body feel like a burning fire? If you’re hurt, you should speak up and rest. Why the hell are you still working like this?”

Perhaps he felt a sense of kinship, remembering his own hard life as a lower-class man. 

Slowly, McGuy began to change.

“This won’t do. You’re too weak.”

“P-Please, save me, Lord!”

“Who’s telling you to die? I’ve arranged a carriage for you tonight.”

“…What?”

“If you leave the border, even the heretic inquisitors can’t follow. Don’t worry. I’ve bribed the border commander, so no one will chase you.”

At first, McGuy had only been saving the weak to ensure their survival.

Normally, heretics who were deemed a threat to the empire were executed, but he sent them outside the empire to save them.

McGuy bribed officials and falsely reported that the heretics had died in the mines.

“Why won’t you leave the empire? Look, they’re all living well outside… What? You have a wife and children? Damn it.”

Typically, heretics’ families were considered guilty as well, and they would be separated from them. 

Families would be forcibly torn apart.

McGuy couldn’t stand to see it.

“Ah, heretic inquisitors! How have you been?”

“It’s been a while, Director!”

“This is a small token of my appreciation, just a gesture for the executioners.”

He continued to manipulate the records, hiding more heretics. 

He changed women and children into adult men to smuggle them out.

Secretly protecting them, McGuy sent them one by one beyond the empire’s borders.

“Don’t worry. I’ll bring them all back. Just wait a little longer.”

“Right. The children are all safe? …What? You want to repay the favor? Forget it, get out of here. If you stay behind while everyone else gets out, who will look after them? …Fine, fine. Just go already, you fool.”

What started as a business to save money, to make more profit, soon turned into McGuy using even his private funds to rescue heretics.

Bam.

Oscar, having seen McGuy’s memories, returned to the present.

“Inquisitor General?”

McGuy looked up at him with a fearful gaze.

Ugh…

My head hurts so much.

The person I had always thought of as a villain turns out to be the most human character in this world.

“It’s, it’s fine.”

Oscar stepped back slightly.

McGuy trembled uncontrollably, not even imagining that Oscar had read every single one of his memories.

“I’ll return for now. I’ll come back later.”

Oscar hurriedly left the room.

“Welcome, Archjudge!”

As he returned to the carriage, the inquisitors waiting outside saluted him.

“We’re heading back.”

“Pardon? The inspection…?”

“There’s something I need to confirm. I’m leaving as quickly as possible.”

“Understood!”

Back in his office at the Inquisitor’s Headquarters, Oscar once again looked over the various ledgers.

The number of suspected heretics who had died was significantly higher compared to other mines.

It was clear.

McGuy had staged the deaths of the suspected heretics and helped them escape outside the Empire.

To prevent their unjust deaths.

The reason he had never been suspected by others was simple.

He had been such a loyal citizen of the Empire, and the bribes he had given over time surely helped him.

Most importantly, no one could speak against the heretics’ deaths.

On the contrary, he’d be praised as a faithful servant of the great god, Baydos.

This was the kind of country it was.

Yet despite this, McGuy was going to the lengths of saving the heretics.

He was not like Oscar, a mere commoner.

Could this be… a hero’s act?

What is a hero?

Is one only a hero if they fight against enemies?

Even if one’s own position is weak, if they risk their life to save others, wouldn’t that make them a hero?

And here I am…

Sigh.

Oscar took a pipe from his desk drawer, lit it, and exhaled a cloud of smoke.

He had always disregarded the weak, thinking of himself as nothing more than an ordinary captain of the guard, yet this greedy man, McGuy, was doing something far nobler, beyond comparison to him.

To even think of linking him to common folk was a massive insult.

It was a bitter night.

And that night…

A new order came from the higher-ups.

An arrest warrant had been issued.

The targets of the arrest were newly discovered heretics.

The list of individuals who must be executed first was handed to him.



Upon seeing the list, Oscar’s expression froze.

Heretic – McGuy Zaborgh.

His name was on the list.

***

“Ah… Archjudge?”

“Yes, High One?”

“I lived a long life, died peacefully, never once accused of heresy by the Empire.”

“I know. This part… it’s just a slight embellishment for dramatic effect in the story.”

“Of course, it’s a wonderful story, and I’m happy with it… but isn’t it false? I didn’t die this gloriously.”

‘Isn’t the Grand Chief too eager to glorify his own story, too?’

Why is everyone being so honest?

I thought divine beings would be like this.

“Don’t worry. It’s fine. After all, the game’s description clearly states that the events might differ from reality. This way, the story will be more interesting, and players will enjoy it more.”

“Is… is that so?”

“It is.”

The Empire of Baydos has collapsed, and the hero who lived well and died peacefully—

It lacks excitement, emotion, and impact.

If it ended like that, players wouldn’t want to continue the game.
A hero who started as a commoner must die heroically at the end for it to be truly enjoyable.

Don’t worry, High One.

Everyone will come to like you.



 
  Chapter 90: I have two friends


“Kneel, you bastard!”

Thud!

“Ugh!”

A middle-aged man collapsed helplessly under the brutal kick of the Inquisitor. 

Shackled by heavy iron chains, he could neither resist nor defend himself—only endure the relentless blows.

This was the sight that greeted Oscar the moment he rushed outside, having just confirmed the latest list of heretics.

McGuy…

Oscar bit his lip as he took in the wretched state of McGuy Zaborgh, who had been dragged in with the other captured heretics. 

No matter his authority as the High Inquisitor overseeing the other judges, the orders from the Supreme Council were absolute.

There was nothing he could do to save McGuy.

“High Inquisitor, sir!”

The Inquisitors, who were in the process of securing and transporting dozens of heretics and suspected heretics, straightened and saluted him.

Oscar acknowledged them with a nod, but his face remained rigid.

“This is quite the surprise. McGuy Zaborgh, a heretic?”

His adjutant approached, a pipe between his lips.

“We’ve lost a valuable source of income. A real shame.”

It seemed his adjutant believed Oscar’s grim expression stemmed from the financial loss rather than anything else.

“…Indeed.”

Oscar took out his own pipe and lit it.

A truly… wretched reality.

After ordering the Inquisitors to treat McGuy with special care, Oscar retreated swiftly to his chambers and scoured the archives of past heretic lists.

There had to be a loophole.

A way for those marked as heretics to survive.

A case where one proved their faith and was set free.

But there was none.

Once branded a heretic, every single one had died—whether they raged against their fate and were cut down, resigned themselves to execution, or begged for mercy before the axe fell.

Not a single soul had escaped death.

It didn’t matter whether he wielded his power as High Inquisitor or not.

The moment one was declared a heretic, their fate was sealed.

But there was one anomaly.

A pattern.

Every confirmed heretic—those not just suspected but formally condemned—had one thing in common:

They had all broken at least one law.

Whether it was a trivial offense or a severe crime, each of them had violated some regulation. 

Even if their crime was unknown at the time of their arrest, the truth would emerge during interrogation.

McGuy Zaborgh was no exception.

Only Oscar knew of his transgression—smuggling heretics to safety. 

The other Inquisitors had no clue.

This makes no sense.

Oscar felt a chill crawl down his spine.

The Inquisitors did not designate heretics. 

That was the Supreme Council’s unilateral decision.

Yet, the council members—who sat idly at their desks, never conducting investigations—somehow always knew.

Even the truth about McGuy, which only Oscar himself had witnessed.

How?

A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.

“High Inquisitor, sir. As you ordered, all interrogations are complete—except for McGuy Zaborgh.”

“Good work.”

“What should we do with him?”

“Take him to the underground interrogation chamber. I will question and execute him myself.”

The standard rule: heretics were to be executed the same day. 

The public execution was imminent.

Oscar wanted nothing more than to spirit McGuy beyond the empire’s borders, but such a journey was impossible—especially with wounded companions in tow.

There was only one way to save him.

Descending alone into the underground chamber, Oscar found McGuy bound to a chair.

A man who should never have ended up in such a state.

Oscar’s mouth tasted bitter.

McGuy met his gaze with resignation. 

His expression said it all: So it was you, after all.

It was clear he believed that Oscar had been the one to expose him.

Oscar wanted to correct that misunderstanding immediately. But there was no time.

“McGuy Zaborgh, listen carefully.”

From his coat, Oscar pulled out a small pill.

“If you swallow these, you’ll appear dead for three hours. Everyone will believe you’ve perished.”

A simple narcotic.

Ordinarily, it induced nothing more than pleasant dreams. 

But when consumed with a specific catalyst, it halted all vital signs for hours—an effect unknown to most in this era.

Oscar, however, had once served as a Captain of the Guard. 

He knew exactly how to use it.

“I will smuggle you out as a corpse. Once you wake, you’ll be on your own. But someone like you—who’s already saved countless heretics—should have no trouble crossing the border alone.”

McGuy looked up at him, utterly bewildered.

“There’s no time!”

Oscar had no patience for explanations. 

He shoved the pills into McGuy’s mouth.

“Mmff—!”

Moments later, McGuy’s body went limp. 

His pulse faded. 

His skin paled.

To any observer, he was dead.

Oscar lifted the body onto his shoulders and stepped outside.

“Hey, you there!”

“Yes, High Inquisitor!”


“The heretic died during interrogation. Who’s on corpse duty today?”

“That would be me, sir!”

“Ah, is that so? Seems I’ll have to assist with body disposal today. Inform the others.”

Oscar casually tapped the Inquisitor on the shoulder, passing by as if it were routine.

He laid McGuy inside a transport wagon, tucking him deep into the pile of other corpses.

Soon, the wagon was fully loaded with bodies from the day’s executions.

“All set?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Move out.”

The wagon rolled forward.

After some time, they arrived at the heart of the Imperial Capital—the headquarters of the Supreme Council.

…Why here?

Oscar had expected a remote disposal site. 

Instead, they were headed for one of the most heavily guarded places in the empire.

Smuggling McGuy out was going to be far harder than anticipated.

Why bring the corpses to this place? 

The Supreme Council, which deemed heretics unclean, would never store their bodies here.

The wagon entered a tunnel, descending into the depths of the city.

Then, an eerie silence.

At the end of the passage, they reached a vast incinerator.

“We’ve arrived, sir!”

The Inquisitors dismounted and began tossing bodies into the furnace.

Fwoosh!

Dark flames consumed the corpses.

Something’s wrong.

Oscar felt it instantly.

The fire wasn’t normal.

A sinister, unnatural force lurked within the flames—something beyond ordinary combustion.

His gut twisted.

What was this place?

And what exactly did the Supreme Council do with the bodies of heretics?

Not a single operator was present at the incinerator.

A chill ran down his spine.

This fire… 

No way…!

The mere thought of it was horrifying enough to deny. 

The moment that dreadful realization crossed his mind—

[The Inquisitor of Heresy has been branded a heretic.]

Fwoosh!

“Uwaah! W-What the hell?!”

A black flame erupted from within the incinerator, lunging out and grabbing the inquisitor.

“K-Kuaaaah!”

The fire, which should have been intangible, took on the shape of hands, seizing the inquisitor tightly and dragging him into the incinerator. 

The flames, as if possessing a will of their own, melted his flesh in an instant. 

His final, contorted expression was enough to suggest the sheer agony he had endured.

“Damn it!”

Oscar clenched his jaw.

It seemed the secret was out—MacGuy was still alive.

Whatever that black flame was, one thing was clear: staying here any longer would be suicide.

With urgency, Oscar hoisted MacGuy’s limp body over his shoulder and leaped onto the horse that had been pulling the carriage. 

Without hesitation, he cut the reins and urged the steed forward, breaking into a full gallop.

The black flames chased after him, but the wide-range lava magic unleashed by the [Demon King] was enough to keep them at bay.

Boom!

Oscar rammed through the tightly shut doors, bursting out of the building. 

He continued to spur the horse onward, putting as much distance between them and the city as possible.

Escaping the capital itself was not particularly difficult.

Whatever those flames were, his status as Chief Inquisitor was still intact—for now.

“Salutations, Chief Inquisitor!”

Soldiers along the way saluted him, standing at attention.

All he had to do was claim he was on a special mission, and every checkpoint became an open road.

After what felt like an eternity of riding, the city was far behind them.

Then, from behind him—

Rustle.

“Chief… Inquisitor?”

MacGuy stirred, his voice groggy as he slowly regained consciousness.

“What the hell happened…?”

Still gripping the reins, Oscar briefly explained everything—the plan to fake MacGuy’s death, the sinister presence of dark magic deeply rooted in the capital, and their current escape towards the empire’s border.

“…That’s… hard to believe.”

Oscar understood.

Even he, who had seen it with his own eyes, could barely comprehend it.

How could he expect MacGuy to believe it so easily?

And on top of that, he had no way of knowing whether they were truly on the same side yet.

“Regardless of what’s happening, thank you for saving me,” MacGuy said sincerely. 

“You even risked your life to do it.”

Oscar scoffed.

“Think nothing of it. Compared to what you’ve done, it’s nothing.”

To Oscar, this was merely a game—one where he could restart upon death.

But MacGuy?

He wasn’t playing a game.

He had saved countless people, putting himself at risk in situations where a single mistake meant a gruesome death.

Compared to that, Oscar was nothing more than a bystander.

“I saw everything through your memories.”

“…What?”

“You don’t know, do you? An Inquisitor can read the memories of those they interrogate.”

“E-Excuse me?!”

MacGuy’s face twisted in shock.

“I saw the great deeds you accomplished. How you even spent your own fortune to save the innocent.”

“…Chief Inquisitor…”

A dry chuckle escaped Oscar’s lips.

“Heh. I saw the life of a true hero—one far beyond the likes of me. Risking my life for a man like that? That’s hardly a sacrifice at all.”

“Chief Inquisitor, I…”

“Enough. I’m no longer an inquisitor. Call me Oscar.”

Oscar urged the horse onward.

“It’s unfortunate that your mines and trading company were seized, but beyond the border, the people you saved are waiting. If you seek help from them, you can rebuild. And if you’re worried about those still trapped in the mines, we could form an organization to save heretics together.”

He smirked.

“With your skills and my experience as the former Chief Inquisitor, there’s nothing we couldn’t accomplish. What do you say—will you become my comrade?”

MacGuy’s lips curled into a faint smile.

“Of course, Oscar.”

Oscar’s grin widened.

“You mean it? What an honor!”

“I have no attachment to my trading company anymore. In fact, I feel relieved. Now, I can save even more people outside the empire. The real honor is mine, Oscar.”

“Hahaha, good!”

Oscar laughed heartily.

MacGuy was safe, and he had rid himself of that wretched inquisitor title.

Now, he had the chance to build a group dedicated to saving those wrongly accused.

Just the thought of it set his heart ablaze with excitement.

The two men, bound by fate, rode towards the empire’s border.

Their first mission would be to rescue the heretics left in MacGuy’s mines—if they hadn’t already been seized by the empire.

…Wait.

Oscar’s eyes narrowed as a creeping realization hit him.

There was something he had forgotten.

The power he used during MacGuy’s interrogation.

A special ability granted to inquisitors.

That power… wasn’t his.

If the council had the authority to bestow such abilities—

Then why did they let him escape so easily?

The moment his horse crossed the border—

Bzzzzzt.

A black magic circle formed beneath him.

It surged upward, swallowing him whole.

There was no time to react.

The world seemed to slow around him.

But even in this slowed moment, he could not escape.

He could only grasp one certainty—

That magic circle was anything but benevolent.

As it erupted, swallowing him in darkness—

Thud.

Something struck him.

“Ugh!”


The impact threw Oscar off his horse.

Slice.

From his fallen position, he saw it.

MacGuy—his newfound comrade—was still on the horse.

And the magic circle… had cut him clean in half.



 
  Chapter 91: The little citizen inside me whispered


“Truly a great hero… McGuy.”

“Does a hero have to be strong and cool? I think McGuy is the real hero!”

“McGuy is a legendary figure.”

The small voice of a commoner within me whispered—help the weak.

At the academy, when professors asked who the students respected, they would always name the Seven Great Heroes, the Three Wise Sages, or the Five Grand Rulers.

But I?

I confidently answered, “The Thunder King—McGuy Zaborgh.”

He was once a man who pursued justice. 

The professor looked at me with a puzzled expression, struggling to understand.

Justice? 

In this day and age?

“Did anyone else see the black magic circle at the end?”

“I did! But… didn’t we see something similar in the [Great Chieftain] episode? Or am I imagining things?”

“He tried to save me! He tried to save me!”

“McGuy is dead!”

“People die. There’s no way someone from that long ago could still be alive.”

The tale of McGuy was one of transformation. 

A petty man who would do anything for money, at some point, rediscovered his humanity. 

He spent his own wealth to save the weak, ultimately meeting a heroic and tragic end.

It was a gourmet story, rich and full-bodied, like the finest dish.

He even became a celestial being—a god.

A mortal who regained his humanity so profoundly that he ascended to divinity. 

The most human god.

As expected, the tale of the Thunder King, McGuy, stirred great emotion.

Unlike the other celestial beings—distant and untouchable figures of legend—McGuy had once been a mere commoner, an everyman. 

That made it easy for people to connect with him.

“Hahahaha! Master, thank you!”

McGuy laughed heartily, raising a massive tankard of ale.

I lifted my glass and clinked it lightly against his.

He downed his drink in one gulp before belching loudly.

Had I not known his true identity, he would have looked no different from any middle-aged drunkard enjoying himself at a tavern.

He was common. 

And that, paradoxically, made him divine.

“I can’t believe they’re calling me the most human god! What a day this is! And all thanks to you!”

His face was flushed red from the alcohol.

“Thanks to me? No, this was all your doing, my lord.”

It wasn’t just empty flattery.

I had seen his memories through a dream and had been genuinely moved.

A saint saving people? 

That was a tale as old as time.

A noble and praiseworthy feat, yes, but one that had been witnessed countless times before.

But a selfish, small-minded man—someone just like me—sacrificing himself to save others?

That was different.

That kind of story could give people hope.

It made them believe that they, too, could change.

That they, too, could act.

It was the kind of story that could carve willpower into one’s heart, instill confidence, and inspire action.

For the first time, I found myself wanting the world to know the tale of a single man.

“Haha, Master, aren’t you gilding my face with too much gold?”

McGuy, his face bright red, raised his tankard again.

“Even so, the fact that so many people admire me now… must be because of the way you crafted my ending.”

McGuy Zaborgh’s final fate.

In the story, he was branded a heretic. 

No matter what the player did, his death was inevitable—designed to be as tragic and grand as possible.

For the players, it might have been frustrating to see an unchangeable fate.

But in the grand scheme of the Twelve Gods’ Epic, his death served as an essential stepping stone. 

It was a crucial build-up to revealing the true ruler of the empire and connecting to the gods yet to come.

In reality, though, McGuy’s end was quite different.

During the fall of the Empire of Baydos, he was saved by the very heretics he had once protected.

But after that?

Though once a successful merchant and mine owner, all of his wealth had been under the empire’s rule.

With its collapse, he was left with nothing.

McGuy tried to rebuild his fortune, but in the turbulent times that followed, countless obstacles crushed his efforts.

The people he had saved were no better off, either.

Though some of them, or their descendants, occasionally helped him, they were barely surviving themselves. 

They couldn’t change his fate.

McGuy lived in poverty until the end of his days.

Only after his death did the descendants of those he had saved rise to power.

Only then was his story finally recognized, his name exalted.

And at last, he was deified.

The sheer number of lives he had saved—over thousands—ensured that he became a celestial being.

But even as a god, he remained a minor one.

No matter how touching his story was, who would want to worship a chubby old man with no real divine power?

That was why, when our Master of the Celestials chose McGuy, it was a shock.

He had defied the overwhelming competition to select him.

It was almost unbelievable.

***

“I wanted more people to know your story, my lord. The tale of how you sacrificed yourself in hard times to save countless others. It will move the people of this continent. It will give them hope. And maybe… it will inspire them to do the same.”

“Hahahaha! You really know how to make an old fool like me sound grand!”


McGuy let out a hearty laugh before pausing.

For a moment, his expression softened.

“I’ve envied the other gods many times before. But never… never quite like this.”

He gazed into the distance, as if looking for something beyond this world.

“Where in the world did the God of Dreams find someone like you?”

In the end, McGuy was not just a hero.

He was proof that even the smallest, most selfish of men could change.

And perhaps, that was why he was so beloved.

The most human god.

The Thunder King—McGuy Zaborgh.

***

As the story came to an end, the statues of the Pantheon returned to their places.

Among them, Oscar stood in a daze, his mouth slightly open.

“…Did you learn much?”

He had learned a great deal.

Perhaps, compared to other heroes, he had learned an absurdly vast amount.

For he was a hero like me, yet different from me.

But…

“Tistina.”

“What is it?”

“The end of the story. What happened to McGuy in the final moment?”

“…Did you not see it yourself?”

The magic circle that had originally sought to consume him.

It was not meant for McGuy—it had been aimed at him instead.

Yet, McGuy had taken it in his place.

“Yes. McGuy saved you and died.”

“Because of me…”

“No, not because of you. If anything, you did well to save him. The enemy was simply too strong.”

“…The enemy.”

The owner of the magic circle.

The master of that underground black magic.

“…Who was it?”

Tistina, who had been watching Oscar’s bloodthirsty gaze, smirked.

“You are not ready yet.”

“Ready? I defeated the Queen of the Abyss! I vanquished Orpheus! I was the one who led the Demon King! And yet, you say I am not ready?”

“I know how strong you are. But this enemy is not one that can be defeated with strength alone.”

“Who is it? Tell me their identity.”

“…I suppose I should tell you this first.”

Snap.

Tistina flicked her fingers, and a radiant white light gathered in the air, forming an illusion.

“…This is…”

“McGuy Zaborghg. He rescued approximately 2,000 people—both heretics and those suspected of heresy—from the clutches of the Verdus Empire’s beasts. With his strength alone, he saved them all.”

The illusion showed the people McGuy had saved.

Their families.

Their flourishing lives.

“They built a village. And beyond that, they established a nation.”

McGuy.

“And after his passing, he was revered as a great figure. He became a Constellation.”

A statue of McGuy stood proudly in the center of the survivors’ village square.

Oscar’s eyes glistened as he watched the illusion.

“There is no need to grieve. His life was truly that of a hero, and he was a noble warrior.”

***

“Sir, you’ve arrived.”

As Oscar reported for duty at the guard station, the guards saluted him.

He acknowledged them with a nod and sat at his desk.

“Hans.”

After a brief moment of thought, he called the guard beside him.

“You called, sir?”

“Do you remember the illegal street vendor from yesterday?”

“The middle-aged beastkin, sir?”

“Yes. Where is she now?”

“Ah, she caused quite the commotion in the holding cell last night, so we transferred her to the underground prison. She kept shouting that the children were starving.”

McGuy.

My friend.

Lend me your strength.

“Bring her here. I’m going to release her.”

“Pardon me?”

“Hans, who are we?”

“The shield of the nation and its people! We are the Lypovia Guard!”

To enforce the law as guards?

No.

They were here to protect the people.

Were they going to harm citizens under the guise of enforcing laws created for the power struggles of the elite?

What would McGuy say if he saw this?

He had fought in a world far crueler and more dangerous than this.

So I…


You can do this, too.

Heh.

Oscar smiled faintly.

My friend.

It felt as if the small citizen—or rather, the small hero—within him was whispering.



 
  Chapter 92: Real Friends


“Today’s lesson will end here.”

At the professor’s words, as she tidied up the materials she had brought, a silent cheer rippled through the classroom.

Professor Violet, who was notorious for not only using up the entire lecture time but frequently running over, was ending the class early? 

Even the model students seated at the front clenched their fists behind their desks in barely contained excitement.

“Ah, I almost forgot. There is a special assignment for today.”

Of course, the fleeting joy vanished in an instant, replaced by an oppressive silence that sank over the classroom.

“I’m sure you’ve all heard of it. It’s been mentioned frequently these days—[Akashic Archive].”

Akashic Archive? 

My game?

Hearing an unexpected word, I instinctively straightened in my seat. 

The other students, who had been sighing in disappointment just moments ago, also perked up, their eyes shining with interest.

“Originally, I had planned to wait until more academic research had been conducted before discussing this in class. However, I don’t believe I can delay it any longer.”

With a flick of her hand, the professor conjured a screen in midair using magic.

…Wait, professor? 

Didn’t you just say class was over?

“Many of you may have noticed that society across the continent has been shifting significantly in recent times. Some claim that the changes in the past two months have been greater than those in the past ten years. Crime rates have dropped by approximately 50% compared to last year, and the frequency of charitable donations and voluntary service activities has multiplied several times over. But that’s not all. Leaders and politicians from various sectors have also shown notable changes in behavior. The Empire’s crown prince, Raizeol Stern, has been actively working to improve research and development environments and establish ethical standards. Moreover, he enacted the ‘D’Alembertian Law’ to eradicate threats such as human trafficking and kidnapping, vowing to create a safer empire. Elven Regent Perel declared a ‘Festival of Racial Harmony’ in the name of Gaizerus.”

…?

Had all of this really happened?

I had been so busy meeting with the Constellations to create the Twelve Gods’ storyline and keeping up with the community trends that I hadn’t paid any attention to the outside world.

Now, laws and national holidays were being named after characters from my game? 

That was… unsettling.

“The Beast Queen, Noir, revealed historical artifacts preserved by McGuy Zaborgh, emphasizing the importance of remembering his will during her national address. Other leaders have also made statements, praising and commemorating the achievements of the heroes featured in [Akashic Archive]. Of course, while they are indeed deified Constellations, most of them had never received much widespread attention before. Considering this, the fact that such high-ranking figures are giving them this level of recognition speaks volumes about the influence of [Akashic Archive].”

Well… my game was popular lately.

Maybe I had gone a little overboard with the storytelling, but it was all for the sake of the players’ enjoyment.

If they were having fun, that was what mattered.

“The most notable phenomenon these days is the ‘Inner Constellation.’ A significant number of [Akashic Archive] players have reported hearing the voices of Constellations within their minds. Two days ago, influencer Legatia confirmed this publicly, creating quite a stir.”

An Inner Constellation…

That was something frequently discussed by the players in the community.

Apparently, after playing [Akashic Archive] and logging out, they could still hear the voices of the heroes inside their minds.

At first, I assumed it was just an over-immersed player base, but when I asked the Constellations, they admitted they were indeed responding.

From their perspective, these players—though not officially Apostles—were providing them with immense faith and divinity. 

They considered them close enough to Apostles that they felt obliged to respond.

This phenomenon had led to a massive spike in the revenue of the [Great Chieftain] character.

“I, too… Well, let’s save that discussion for another time. In any case, players have been hearing voices from Constellations after playing the game. More importantly, these voices offer encouragement and guidance, pushing them forward in a positive direction. Whereas divine messages from Constellations were once akin to sacred decrees, this feels more like gods speaking to mortals as trusted companions.”

The idea of divinity being treated so lightly gave me pause, but… well, if the gods themselves were fine with it, then I supposed there was no issue.

At present, the officially revealed gods in the Twelve Gods’ storyline included four: among them were the [Great Chieftain] and the [Lightning King].

Given their prominence, it was no surprise that players who followed the narrative were finding strength in their words.

While I had primarily crafted the story to provide instant gratification, it was gratifying to see players taking deeper meaning from it.

“In our next lesson, we will delve further into this topic. Your assignment is to analyze the true intentions of [Akashic Archive]’s creator—the company Dream Story. What do they seek to achieve, and what is their ultimate goal?”

…?

What were we supposed to analyze?

“Dream Story is a transnational entity that has remained shrouded in secrecy despite the enormous impact it has had. Even with the entire continent’s eyes on them, no concrete information has surfaced. There is no way an organization of this scale could exist without an agenda. Your task is to uncover what Dream Story is really after.”

***

It seemed I was about to discover my own company’s hidden objectives—ones even I was unaware of.

And so, after stretching the lecture well beyond the promised early dismissal, the professor finally concluded her class. 

I packed up my things and stepped out of the lecture hall.

…Wait, I had to present this next time?

A course at the academy was dissecting my game in such detail…

Did that mean I could take pride in [Akashic Archive]’s success?

“No, but seriously, the goal of a transnational organization like Dream Story?
I mean, it’s not even some mega-corporation. It’s just a one-person business.”

…Well, I guess it’s a two-person company now since I took in a Demon Lord as an intern.

A goal, huh.

When I first started making games, my goal was simple—making money.

My Constellation had only one follower—me, its Apostle. And I was just an ordinary orphaned academy student with nothing to my name.

So, to survive, I created Akashic Archive.

After the game became a success… well.

That’s when I learned about Sin and the Abyss.

And that became my new goal.

The Abyss that once tried to kill me—now reduced to being a weekly boss.

But I knew its filthy kin might come after me next.

To prepare, I kept making more games to gather more allies.

The Twelve Gods Project—it all started because of the Lord of the Night.

Its sole purpose?

To bring as many Constellations to my side as possible.

…Come to think of it, from the perspective of the higher-ups, this is practically cosmic horror, isn’t it?

Even though Constellations need to burn massive amounts of divinity to influence the world, just the idea of a company backed by so many gods must be terrifying.

Not to mention—it’s a ghost company that doesn’t actually exist.

No matter how much they investigate, they’ll never find anything.

…So what the hell am I supposed to say in this announcement?

I can’t exactly tell the truth.

Should I ask Wisdom to prepare the speech instead?

…Nope.

OLX.

She’s already been trying to corner me into using my Wish Ticket lately.

No way in hell am I walking into the tiger’s mouth.

I never imagined she’d try something like that with the Wish Ticket…

A shudder ran through me just recalling the memory.

And then—

“Rian!”

A clear, bright voice called out my name.

I turned around.

A well-featured academy student with a sharp, elegant face waved at me with a radiant smile.

“Saea.”

A fellow first-year at the academy.

We met and became friends thanks to a group project in Professor Violet’s class.

Like me, he’s human.

A commoner.

Maybe that’s why we got along so quickly.

Up there, in the heavens, I have connections—no, divine connections.

But here at the academy?

Other than Pater, I have almost none.

And Pater…

Well. Being Wisdom’s Apostle, it’s complicated.

Not exactly someone I can just casually befriend.

So in a way, Saea is my only real friend here.

“Want to do the project together?”

“…Together?”

“Yeah! I just asked the professor if we could present as a team. She said it’s fine!”

Teaming up for the project, huh…?

That actually sounds pretty good.


“Come on! Let’s do it together, yeah? Please?”

Presenting alone makes it hard to gauge external perspectives properly.

But if I team up with Saea, someone in a similar situation to mine, we can make the presentation feel natural—without any weird inconsistencies.

I had no reason to refuse.

“Alright, let’s do it.”

“Really?! Wooooo!”

Saea practically bounced with joy at my answer.

…Was it really that exciting?

Somehow, I felt a little happy too.

Sure, I have my Constellation and my celestial allies.

But they’re all distant, exalted heroes—far removed from my world.

What I really needed was a friend.
A mortal like me.

Maybe humans really do find happiness in the simple and the tangible.

***

High above, in the heavens, a goddess gnashed her teeth.

“That wench…!”

She had carefully orchestrated this opportunity—

Guided the academy professor’s decision to create this project.

A perfect excuse for Her Prince to come see her.


She even planned to make up for that rash mistake with the Wish Ticket.

But then.

But then—!

That damn Master of the Night…!

This humiliation shall not be forgotten.



 
  Chapter 93: Tragedy of The Wish


The Goddess of Wisdom recalled a painful memory from not long ago.

“Hello, Prince! Thank you for accepting my invitation!”

That day, she had warmly welcomed Rian, who had come to visit her domain. 

Though they often met, today was special.

“It’s only natural. Rather, I’m glad to have the chance to repay you, Princess… No, Miss Wisdom.”

Today was the day he would fulfill the wish she had earned as a reward for helping him.

A wish. 

A priceless opportunity she had gained through her assistance to him. 

The Goddess of Wisdom had pondered deeply about how to use it.

Her beloved prince.

Oh, how she wanted to demand marriage on the spot! 

To wed him immediately, lock him away in a secluded chamber where he could never escape, and unleash all the dark desires she had kept hidden for so long.

And after satisfying those desires, perhaps she would allow him to take control, to claim her in turn.

“Uhehe…”

Even the mere fantasy of it sent her mind spiraling into dangerous territory. 

Thoughts so intense that they would surely terrify Rian if he knew.

But she couldn’t afford to let that happen.

No, no. 

Even if she yearned for such things, she couldn’t lay her heart bare and risk losing the trust she had built with him.

She had to be patient.

She was the Goddess of Wisdom, after all.

She knew more about love and romance than anyone else on this continent. She would use every ounce of knowledge she had to capture his heart.

She could do it.

She was Wisdom itself.

***

“What can I do for you, Princess of Wisdom?”

“Uhh… Ah, I’m sorry, Prince! What I’d like to ask of you is—”

Her wish was simple.

“A date?”

“Yes! I want you to spend the whole day with me!”

A date.

An act of pure, romantic devotion that only lovers could share.

Grab!

“P-Princess?”

Before he could even process the request, the Goddess of Wisdom seized Rian’s wrist and pulled him along. 

Then, transforming into her divine avatar, she descended to the surface with him.

“…Archive Land?”

Rian looked around in surprise at their destination.

“Last time, we didn’t get to enjoy it properly. So today, let’s have fun!”

Their previous date had been interrupted by the interference of his divine patron. 

But this time, she was determined to make it a success.

Without hesitation, she linked arms with him and led him around Archive Land, eagerly introducing him to various attractions.

“This attraction has been really popular lately! Especially among couples.”

Although Rian had originally designed Archive Land, it was the Goddess of Wisdom who had brought it to life and managed its operations.

Rian couldn’t help but be impressed by how much it had flourished, rivaling even the grand amusement parks he had seen in his past life.

“And this is the newly expanded merchandise store. Thanks to the recent addition of the Twelve Gods’ stories, the demand for goods has skyrocketed!”

“Really? Haha…”

‘So the new heroes I added were a hit after all… I was worried they might not be as popular since they weren’t modeled after subculture characters, but I’m glad they’re selling well.’

As he observed visitors excitedly purchasing merchandise featuring the characters he had created, a sense of pride swelled in his chest.

‘…Wait, technically speaking, aren’t those goods depicting divine beings? Shouldn’t they be called sacred icons instead?’

Meanwhile, as Rian was lost in thought, the Goddess of Wisdom took the opportunity to subtly press her chest against his arm, indulging in her own desires.

“Shall we go this way next?”

“Wooow…”

Following her guidance, Rian stepped onto the observation deck and let out a breath of admiration.

From here, he could see the Pantheon lined with statues of the gods, the Inner Constellation attraction, the horror-themed adventure zone…

Even just a short while ago, Archive Land had been impressive. But now, with so many new attractions, it had grown even more astonishing.

The Goddess of Wisdom eagerly pulled him along, savoring every moment of their date.

From couple-themed drinks with shared straws, to photo booths designed specifically for lovers, to the two-person Ferris wheel cabin that was just spacious enough that they had to sit close together—

Perhaps she enjoyed this date even more than the one they had shared in his dream when they first met.

Even though she had already extracted full value from her wish ticket, the real highlight of the night was yet to come.

As the sun set and the night deepened, she led Rian to a high-rise restaurant.

A romantic setting designed to cater to the wealthy elite—yet tonight, thanks to her authority as the park’s manager, the entire restaurant was reserved for them alone.

From their seats, they could see all of Archive Land, and even the distant Academy City, Reyra.

As the breathtaking night view spread out before them, the two of them enjoyed their dinner together.

“Thank you so much for spending time with me today, Prince.”

“The honor was mine, Princess of Wisdom. I had a wonderful time. If anything, I feel like I’m the one who received a reward. I was supposed to grant your wish, but…”

Gasp.

‘Should we head to bed right now!?’

‘She almost leapt to her feet, ready to blurt out her deepest desires.’

‘No! No, no, no!’

She barely managed to stop herself. 

One slip, and all the grace and dignity she had cultivated would come crashing down.

If she hadn’t spent the previous night comforting herself with fantasies of his face, she might have actually given in.

Suppressing her urges, the Goddess of Wisdom swallowed hard and spoke.

“Prince.”

“Yes, Princess?”

His gentle and caring voice sent a tingling sensation down her lower abdomen.

She forced herself to continue.

“You’ve seemed so exhausted lately.”


“…Huh?”

“Look down there.”

She gestured toward the crowds below, where visitors were enjoying themselves.

“Do you know why they’re so happy?”

Some were celebrating their success in obtaining rare merchandise, others were moved by attractions that faithfully recreated the characters they had admired. 

Some even shed tears of joy after encountering their Inner Constellation.

Rian gazed down at them in silence.

“If you weren’t here, they wouldn’t have experienced this happiness. In fact, they wouldn’t have even gathered in this place at all…”

“It’s all because of you, Your Highness. Every single part of this beautiful scenery—one might even call it a miracle wrought by your hands.”

“The achievements you’ve accomplished over the past few months are so great that even the celestial constellations themselves would struggle to mimic them. Not only have you revived the forgotten legacies of the old gods, but you have also spread noble and righteous values across the continent. More than that, you’ve given people the motivation to practice those ideals. Many have begun reflecting on their wrongdoings, helping one another, and striving toward a better future. And all of this… it is thanks to you, Your Highness.”

“Princess…”

“That’s why, Your Highness, I hope you won’t be so hard on yourself. If the Abyss ever invades, countless constellations will fight alongside you. Your story will be carried forward by the heavens themselves. So please, don’t push yourself too hard. Dozens of gods stand by your side, and above all else, I—Wisdom—am your closest ally!”

“…Thank you, Princess.”

A soft smile spread across Rian’s face.

“I never realized you thought of me so highly. It feels like I’m always the one receiving help from you.”

“It is simply your fortune, Your Highness. After all, you saved me first.”

“Haha, is that how it works?”

Perfect!

The Goddess of Wisdom clenched her fists in victory.

Her meticulous planning had paid off. 

She had compiled speeches from the greatest orators across the continent to craft the perfect script. 

Thanks to that, the atmosphere was progressing smoothly.

As the wine flowed, the distance between them narrowed.

If things continued like this…

‘This is inevitable, isn’t it?’

She had even prepared a perfect backdrop—a luxurious bedroom styled after the very dreamscape where they had first met. 

There could be no better setting for a momentous first experience.

A commemoration of their fated encounter.

This was it.

“Ah…”

Feigning intoxication, the Goddess of Wisdom buried her head into Rian’s chest.

His scent filled her senses, and her patience wore thin.

She could feel it—his heartbeat quickening, just like hers.

Just a little more… just a bit closer…

Her lips curled into a victorious smile.

And then—

“…What? Constellation?”

A wretched voice broke through the moment.

“Ah… W-Wait, Constellation! Hold on a second!”

***

The Goddess of Dreams.

A deity who had never been taught proper social etiquette had chosen this very moment to interfere.

Again.

Just like last time.

Snap.

Her final thread of patience snapped.

“…Oh, I see how it is.”

“…Huh? Princess?”

The Goddess of Wisdom lifted her head, grabbing Rian’s arms firmly with divine strength.

“P-Princess…?”

She had reached her limit.

To be interrupted at such a crucial moment—again?

This was a declaration of war.

If the Goddess of Dreams was going to sabotage her love life… then fine.

She would steal her apostle in return.

She would watch. 

She would watch as she took what was hers.

Beyond that moment, memory failed her.

When she finally came to, she was greeted by Six-Six and Three-Three—her divine attendants.

According to them, they had managed to restrain her before she went too far. 

Rian had been returned safely.

Upon hearing this, she immediately buried herself under her blankets.

She wanted to disappear.

What had she done?!

Even if she had lost her reason for a moment… 

She had nearly pounced on the prince!

“Uwaah…! What do I do?! Now he’s definitely going to think I’m a lunatic!”

She barely managed to calm herself, determined to offer Rian a sincere apology.

But—

[The Dreamteller has temporarily blocked you from approaching their apostle.]

“…Wait, no, I just wanted to apologize—”

[The Dreamteller insists that their apostle has been experiencing seizures at the mere sight of you, so absolutely not.]

Even that was denied to her.

“Oh, Rian…!”

In the end, all she could do was observe him from afar.

How could she apologize? 

How could she undo her mistake?

…If she couldn’t go to him, then she had to make him come to her.

Perhaps… if she threw her businesses into chaos, Rian would have no choice but to seek her out.

But that was out of the question.

Her reputation was irrelevant, but she couldn’t bear to bring harm to him.

…Wait!

Rian was currently attending the Academy, wasn’t he?

Then—what if she used an Academy professor to assign him a task too difficult for him to handle alone?


Wouldn’t he have to seek help from the Goddess of Wisdom?

Yes! That’s it!

And so, with high hopes, she set her plan into motion.

But…

That wretched woman.



 
  Chapter 94: Dragonslayer


Creaaak.

Thud.

After finishing my project work with Saea, I returned to my room, took a quick shower, and collapsed onto my bed.

“Ughh…”

I wanted nothing more than to close my eyes and drift off to sleep, but I forced myself to sit up.

My body was drained, completely devoid of strength, but there were still things that needed to be done.

Gripping my terminal tightly, I activated the power of dreams and entered the [Akashic Archive].

Before me, the unfinished project from earlier appeared.

The story of the fifth statue, the next in line to be released.

‘…Why did I have to go with twelve gods from the start?’

I sighed. 

Maybe I had been too ambitious with the scale of the story. 

Now, it just felt like I had made more work for myself.

If I had only finished the fifth, how long would it take to complete the rest?

Of course, the players and the four existing Constellations were satisfied with the stories so far, but if I kept dragging this out, people might start losing interest.

I needed to push forward, accelerate the climax, and bring the story of the Twelve Gods to its conclusion.

And to do that, I had to write faster.

“…When am I ever going to finish this?”

Suddenly, I understood why Wisdom had recently told me to take it easy.

During our date, I had been able to escape from this pressure, to truly relax.

…At least, until she lost control.

She had suddenly gone berserk while we were talking. 

If not for her two sisters rushing in to intervene, things could have turned dangerous.

They later explained that it was due to the divine temperament etched into her nature, amplified by stress from handling multiple tasks.

Even though she had been struggling with her own burdens, she still used her Wish Ticket to help relieve my stress.

No matter what she had intended, I was grateful.

Of course, that didn’t mean I was ready to face her again just yet.

She was probably feeling incredibly embarrassed, like someone waking up after a drunken mistake.

It would be best to wait, to let time dull the memory before casually reconnecting.

Time had a way of fixing things.

For now, that meant I couldn’t rely on Wisdom’s help.

I had to create this next story on my own.

The protagonist of the fifth story would be the [Dragon Slayer].

Like the previous Constellations, their story was tied to Beidos. A perfect fit.

I reached out to continue writing, but then hesitated.

A conversation with Saea from earlier replayed in my mind.

“The recent Constellations’ stories feel… different somehow.”

I hadn’t noticed it myself, but from the perspective of an average player, it must have seemed that way.

A different pattern.

Did the characters from the Twelve Statues feel out of place compared to the earlier ones?

I thought deeply about it.

[Akashic Archive] was, at its core, a subculture game. 

The main appeal was always the characters.

Players needed to feel a strong attraction to them, to be compelled to summon them.

Maybe the recent Constellations’ stories, while noble and grand, lacked that captivating charm.

No matter how honorable or cool a character was, that alone wasn’t enough.

“…I need to add some variation to the story.”

Then, an idea struck me.

A badass suit of armor hiding a cute girl inside.

This could never fail.

I should reach out to the protagonist of this story—the Fifth Constellation.

I wasn’t sure if she’d like the idea, but we’d see.

***

The Red Dragon Burner was a young dragon, barely a hundred years past his hatching.

Had times been different, he would have been free to roam the world, indulging in adventure and mischief.

But now, with their dwindling numbers, his kind lived under strict rules.

Until he fully mastered Draconic Speech, no such freedom would be granted.

And so, Burner spent his days locked in his chamber within the lair, training his linguistic magic.

Dreaming of the day he, too, would embark on a grand adventure.

It was no surprise, then, that he became captivated by [Akashic Archive].

A world where he could live out grand adventures—without ever leaving his room.

There, he had been a knight. 

A dark lord. 

A hero.

And now, he eagerly awaited the next chapter.

Today was the day.

“The Fifth Story is here!”

The long-awaited fifth statue’s tale had been released.

What kind of story would unfold this time?

So far, the previous heroes had left their mark:


	A chieftain who sacrificed himself for his tribe.


	A commoner who fought to prevent an unjust execution.


	A mother who nurtured a child, though it wasn’t her own.


	An alchemist who used her craft to heal the sick.



Each had lived a life of selflessness and honor, their struggles resonating deeply.

This new story—would it follow the same path?

Would it, too, take place in the Empire of Beidos?

As the stories of the twelve statues unfolded, pieces of information about the surrounding circumstances began to come together.

One undeniable fact emerged—each of these heroes had lived in the same era. 

While not perfectly aligned, they all belonged to the final days of the great Beidos Empire.

And as their stories repeated, little by little, the secrets of that empire were revealed.

The first tale spoke of the empire’s background and its ruthless conquest.

The second tale unveiled the cutthroat atmosphere within Beidos and the dark magic lurking at its core.

The third tale revealed that the empire’s leadership was aware of the existence of dark magic.

The fourth tale took it a step further—those in power did not just know about dark magic; they actively used it.

Like peeling away the layers of an ancient veil, the dark secrets of Beidos were coming to light.

What truths lay buried within?

With his heart pounding in excitement, Burne threw himself into the game once more.


***

“Before you enter the next tale, there is something I must tell you.”

Just as Burne was about to activate the fifth statue, Queen Tistina stopped him.

“Hm? What’s wrong?”

“This story… Hmm… it will be a little different from the others.”

“Different?”

What did she mean by that? 

Was it not about Beidos this time?

“…No, explaining it like this won’t help.”

For the first time, Burne saw an expression of uncertainty on Tistina’s face.

“Before you enter, I must warn you—inside this story, you will not be able to communicate with me. In fact, you won’t be able to communicate with anyone… except for the protagonist of the tale.”

“What?”

What the hell was she talking about?

Only the story’s protagonist would be able to hear him?

Would he be… deaf to everyone else?

“You’ll understand once you go inside.”

And with that, the statue’s glow engulfed his vision.

***

Flash.

As Burne’s sight returned, he felt something strange.

Someone was holding him.

Armor?

The surface pressing against him was cool and solid—definitely metal.

Someone in armor was cradling him in their arms.

But something was off.

This didn’t feel like his usual in-game avatar.

No—this felt… real.

The sensation reminded him of something from long ago, a distant childhood memory he could barely recall.

“Wait…”

“No way!”

Burne turned his head and looked down at himself.

Scales covered his skin.

Tiny, undeveloped claws wiggled at his fingertips.

A pair of small wings stretched weakly.

And then…

“Chirp? Chirp?!”

Even his voice was high-pitched and chirpy.

Burne froze.

He had become a hatchling.

***

“Hm? You’re awake.”

The armored figure holding him had noticed his movements.

Their face was hidden beneath a helmet, making it impossible to determine their race.

The voice was deep and low—definitely a man.

That was all Burne could tell.

But when he looked up at the warrior’s back, a cold chill ran through his body.

A massive sword was strapped to the man’s back.

It was drenched in blood.

And behind him…

Lay the corpse of a dragon.

A Dragon Slayer.

Burne’s tiny body trembled violently.

The deep violet armor.

The enormous sword, large enough to cleave a dragon’s head clean off.

The overwhelming, suffocating killing intent.

There was no mistake.

This was the legendary Dragon Slayer—the one who had butchered countless dragons.

And now, he was holding Burne.

Burne’s mind raced in panic.

Then, a large, armored hand reached out and gently stroked his tiny, round head.


“Go back to sleep.”

Burne froze.

Now, he finally understood Queen Tistina’s warning.

This time, the protagonist of the tale… was him.

The infamous Dragon Slayer.



 
  Chapter 95: Dragonslayer Latis


Creaaak—

Thud.

The old door of the inn shut behind them.

Wrapped securely in the arms of the dragon slayer, Burne remained on high alert.

‘Why did this human bring me to a village of humans?’

If he retraced the moments from when he first opened his eyes, it was undeniable—this human had slain the dragon that appeared to be his mother.

A lone human defeating a dragon, a being who ruled over magic itself? 

It was a story too absurd to believe. 

But if this person was the Dragon Slayer, the one whispered about in hushed, fearful tones, it suddenly made sense.

Burne had heard terrifying stories about the Dragon Slayer since he was just a hatchling.

He had once been so frightened by those tales that he hadn’t dared go to the bathroom at night without his mother’s protection. 

Even as he grew older, those stories had curbed his reckless urges to venture beyond the safety of his den, pushing him to focus on his training in the ancient language of dragons.

And yet, that same Dragon Slayer now carried him gently, bringing him to an inn in a human village instead of ending his life.

‘Didn’t they hate dragons?’

The Slayer had slaughtered dozens of his kind, yet never took their hearts or any other parts that could be sold as valuable commodities. 

They didn’t even boast of their kills. 

They simply roamed the continent, hunting dragons.

Burne had always assumed it was out of sheer hatred. 

But what the Slayer had done to him was entirely different.

Rather than kill him while he was still weak and newly hatched, they had carried him carefully, as if he was something precious.

‘Why…?’

His mind reeled with confusion. 

Was it possible this human wasn’t actually the Dragon Slayer?

But then his gaze landed on the gleaming black armor, tinged with violet hues, and the massive greatsword strapped to their back.

No, there was no mistake. 

This was definitely the Dragon Slayer.

The Slayer entered a small, dimly lit washroom and turned on the water. 

Then, to Burne’s horror, they began washing him.

“Kyuaah…! Kyuu! Kyuukyuu—!”

“Don’t treat me like a pet!” he wanted to scream.

But he was just a newborn dragon. 

Forget turning into a humanoid form—his vocal cords hadn’t even developed properly. 

All that came out were pathetic squeaks.

The Slayer chuckled. 

“You’re a cute one.”

With meticulous care, they scrubbed between every scale, ensuring no speck of dirt remained.

“Kyururururu…!” 

Burne whined in protest.

“Alright, all done.”

Once he was dry and fluffy, the Slayer placed him gently onto the soft bed.

“Kyuaaaii!”

Burne immediately tried to stand tall on the blankets, attempting to exude the dignity befitting a dragon.

But the bed was too soft.

His feet kept sinking into the plush fabric, throwing off his balance. 

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t maintain a steady stance.

The Slayer burst into laughter.

“Hahaha!”

A low buzz filled the air as they touched a small mechanism at their waist.

Then, before Burne’s widened eyes, the armor that had encased their entire body shimmered and disappeared.

Silky golden curls tumbled into view.

The deep, resonant laughter from earlier softened into something higher, lighter—more melodic.

Burne froze.

His large, round eyes blinked in shock.

‘That’s the Dragon Slayer…?’

Beneath the formidable armor was not the fearsome, rugged warrior he had expected.

But a girl.

A golden-haired girl.

Not just any girl, either. 

Even by dragon standards, she was breathtaking.

She was like the very image of the adventuring companion he had dreamed of when imagining grand quests.

The Slayer smirked. 

“What, surprised? You’re a male, aren’t you? Even as a hatchling, you’re already staring.”

“Kyuaa?!”

What nonsense was this woman spewing?!

…Wait.

Burne suddenly realized his face was heating up.

“Geez, you’re such a kid.”

Before he could react, the Slayer scooped him up and leapt onto the bed, pulling him into a tight embrace.

“There. A reward for behaving.”

‘W-wait—! She didn’t even bathe herself yet!’

“Kyup! Kyu—!”

Burne found himself buried in the warmth of her chest, pressed against the slight dampness of her sweat.

He prided himself on being an exceptionally clean dragon. 

This was unbearable!

But no matter how much he squirmed, the Slayer’s arms only tightened around him.

Even in sleep, she seemed to mistake him for some kind of plush toy, keeping him locked firmly in place.

Resigned, Burne let out a long, exhausted sigh.

In the end, he had no choice but to surrender and drift off in the warmth of her embrace.

Was that the reason?

The scent of her unwashed body lingered.



It wasn’t unpleasant.

***

The Dragon Slayer focused.

Through the gaps in her armor, her sharp eyes gleamed.

Then, her massive sword swung—

BOOM!

A blast of sword energy erupted from her blade, slicing through dozens of trees in its path.

“Guhhhkk!”

“Kieeek!”

The horde of orcs charging toward her was obliterated in an instant.

Only mangled flesh and bloodstained ground remained in the wake of her destruction.

Amidst the carnage, Burne darted around, weaving through the remnants of battle.

He returned, holding a collection of trinkets scavenged from the fallen orc shaman’s belongings.

“You did great, my little dragon.”

The Dragon Slayer, Lattice, beamed as she took the items from him. 

Then, with a soft hand, she stroked his head.

“……”

Burne shuddered at her touch.

It felt… good.

No, wait! 

That’s not the point!

Shaking off her hand, Burne climbed up her armor and coiled himself atop her shoulder.

“Embarrassed, are we?”

‘No!’

‘That’s not it!’

‘I am a mighty dragon!’

‘I must assert my dominance over this lowly human!’

Burne puffed himself up, raising his head higher than hers as if to prove his superiority.

It had been a week since he found himself within this strange tale.

In that time, his body had grown to the size of a large cat.

As he followed Lattice around, he had gathered bits of information—


Her name was Lattice.


She was a top-tier adventurer.


And she was traveling across the continent in search of dragons.

At first, Burne had been terrified.

After all, she was the Dragon Slayer.

And he was trapped in the frail body of a young dragon, too small to resist or escape.

But to his surprise, she never tried to kill him.

Instead, she treated him more like a cherished pet, carrying him everywhere and even cuddling him to sleep.

She bathed him regularly—an irony, considering she rarely washed herself—much to Burne’s annoyance.

Still, as the protagonist of this story, he decided to stick with her for now.

“Yeah… It’s certain now. These orcs were fleeing from a dragon,” Lattice muttered, inspecting the shaman’s belongings.

She glanced at Burne and smirked.

“Don’t give me that look, little dragon. I wasn’t slaughtering innocent orcs. They had human meat in their supplies. They were man-eating scum. …Not that you’d care from a dragon’s perspective.”

Burne simply scowled.

Lattice, amused by his reaction, suddenly burst into laughter.

Burne still couldn’t believe this was the same Dragon Slayer—the one who haunted the nightmares of dragonkind.

She was strong, no doubt about that.

But she was also… a bit of an airhead.

And her sense of humor?

Absolutely awful.

This is not my Dragon Slayer!

But regardless of his frustrations, Lattice pressed on, retracing the orcs’ path.

Perched on her shoulder, Burne settled into a nap as the journey continued.

Along the way, Lattice encountered countless monsters.

She spared those who fled in fear, but for those who dared attack her—she showed no mercy.

Over the course of a month, she had slain over a thousand creatures.

Yet she never collected their loot.

Even though the spoils of her battles could fetch a fortune in the city, she remained uninterested.

Why does she ignore the rewards and only seek dragons?

Burne recalled the stories he had heard as a child—about the monstrous Dragon Slayer who butchered dragons without hesitation.

But the woman he traveled with didn’t feel like a ruthless killer.

She seemed more like an eccentric adventurer from the neighborhood.

More than that, despite hunting dragons, she had yet to harm him.

Instead—

“Tickle tickle tickle!”

She poked and prodded him, giggling.

“Pooooof!”

She even pressed her lips to his belly and blew air into it.

Burne squirmed, his mind reeling.

What kind of Dragon Slayer does this?!

And why had Queen Tistina thrown him into this absurd story?

What was he supposed to learn from this woman?

So far, he hadn’t set foot in any major cities, but at least it didn’t seem to be the Baydos Empire from the previous tales.

He had thought he would uncover the empire’s secrets, but instead, he was stuck on this strange adventure with a peculiar Dragon Slayer.

He had no idea what was going on.

For now, all he could do was cling to her shoulder and follow her journey.


And so, the adventure continued.

After weeks of travel, they finally arrived at a massive cave entrance.

Lattice gazed at it, her expression unreadable.

“…A dragon’s lair.”

At long last, they had arrived at the dwelling of the very creatures she sought.



 
  Chapter 96: Constellation [Dragon Slayer]


Intruder detected. 

Eliminate.

A low hum reverberated through the cavern.

Of course, infiltrating a dragon’s lair was never going to be easy. 

As expected of a dragon—lord of magic—its entrance was guarded by golems and other sentinels.

Boom!

“Let’s go.”

Lattice swept aside the obstacles with ease and stepped forward.

‘That golem… it looks like it was made of adamantium…’

To cut through a golem designed to resist magic in a single strike—how much power did that take? 

Burne stared at the destruction in stunned silence before hastily following behind Lattice.

As he trailed her, thoughts swirled in his mind.

What if Lattice intended to slay the dragon?

The story’s protagonist was none other than the dragonslayer, Lattice. 

Burne had come here to learn from her, not to stand in her way. 

And yet… 

Could he simply watch as she killed one of his own kind?

As a proud descendant of dragons, that too was unthinkable.

‘What am I supposed to do?’

Burne, a young dragon in the throes of youthful turmoil, found himself caught in a struggle between his race and the woman before him.

Meanwhile, Lattice continued forward, undeterred. 

Traps and security mechanisms activated to hinder her path, but they proved futile. 

She pressed onward, breaking through every obstacle, until finally, she reached the deepest chamber of the lair.

The heart of the lair.

The dragon’s den.

Waiting within was the master of this place—the dragon itself.

“Grrrrr…”

The creature before them was a green dragon, its once majestic form now marred by an eerie distortion. 

Its once-beautiful emerald scales were dulled, their luster corrupted, as though something had consumed it from within.

Burne searched its eyes for a glimmer of intelligence, but found nothing.

“Just as I thought.”

Lattice infused her massive sword with energy, raising it toward the dragon. The creature let out a guttural snarl, its face contorted like a mindless beast rather than a noble dragon.

‘What is this…?’

Burne had never ventured into the world alone before. 

He had always been under the protection of his parents. 

But he had met other dragons—wise beings, akin to sages.

The green dragons he had known were no exception.

‘This… this can’t be called a dragon…!’

A dragon without reason. A dragon that had lost all sense of self. 

No, this thing was closer to a monster.

Could such a being even still be considered one of his kin?

And worse still—

‘Could it be…? The dragon I once thought was my mother… was she also like this?’

He had been too young when he first entered this story, too weak to remember what she had looked like. 

But now…

“I’ll make this quick.”

Lattice adjusted her grip on the massive sword and leapt high into the air. 

She closed the distance, dodging the green dragon’s attacks, and swung her blade.

It was a devastating strike.

But it was not enough.

The dragon’s natural resistance to magic and its immense durability made it difficult to truly wound. 

Her attack left only a shallow cut.

With a deafening roar, the green dragon swiped its massive claw toward Lattice. 

She narrowly avoided the attack, closing in once more.

A fierce battle ensued.

Lattice was among the strongest of humans. 

But even if this dragon had lost its intellect and could no longer cast spells, it was still a dragon. 

A being blessed with innate power from birth.

And now, something unnatural was enhancing its strength beyond normal limits.

“Haaah!”

Lattice evaded another strike and drove her sword toward the weak spot near its throat.

But—

Boom!

She wasn’t fast enough to dodge the dragon’s tail. 

The force of the impact sent her crashing against the cavern wall.

“Kraaagh!”

The green dragon roared, charging at her once more.

Lattice struggled to move. 

Though her armor remained intact, the shock from the blow had left her momentarily incapacitated.

“Damn it…”

Burne had to choose.

Lattice—or his kin.

There was no time.

“Kraaaagh!”

The green dragon lunged, maw wide open, ready to swallow Lattice whole.

And in that instant—

“By the power of the Infernal Lord!”

Burne stepped between them. Flames erupted from his body, molten lava surging forth.

He had activated the authority of the character Perlerina.


The dragon, caught off guard, reeled back as the searing lava poured into its gaping mouth.

No matter how resilient a dragon’s body was, this was something even it could not withstand.

The green dragon, writhing in agony, finally succumbed and lost consciousness.

“…Yongyong.”

Lattice staggered as she watched the scene unfold before her, forcing herself to stand.

“That power…? No… I suppose it’s only natural for a dragon to possess such strength.”

For a fleeting moment, Burne had worried that she might question the source of this overwhelming force. 

But Lattice dismissed the thought and instead approached the fallen green dragon.

She placed her sword gently upon its neck.

“Thank you. Now, rest in peace, Luft.”

It was not an act of slaughter but a solemn ritual—an acknowledgment of the one who could never return. 

Her voice carried the weight of sorrow, as if she were bidding farewell to an old friend… or perhaps even a dragon she once knew.

***

That night.

Lattice emerged from the dragon’s lair and, as usual, set up camp. 

She pitched a tent, lit a fire, and removed her helmet, placing it beside her. 

Her face, damp with sweat, bore the unmistakable signs of exhaustion.

Burne sat quietly on her lap, his small form pressed against her warmth.

“Thank you, Yongyong.”

She broke the silence after staring into the crackling flames for a long while.

“If it weren’t for you, things could have gotten dangerous.”

Even if she had been swallowed by Luft, she might have made it out somehow. 

But… 

She would never have chosen to cut open his belly to escape.

Burne looked up at her from the safety of her embrace.

There was a sadness in her expression.

What was her connection to that dragon?

What had happened between them?

And why did she keep hunting dragons?”

His questions lingered, but Lattice soon provided the answer.

“I was abandoned by my parents. A lost, helpless child.”

She spoke of her past—of a family too poor to feed all their children. 

Of a father who led her deep into the forest, where monsters were rumored to roam, only to disappear, never to return.

She spoke of wandering alone, crying in that dark and unfamiliar place… until she met a red dragon.

And how, by some strange twist of fate, she was raised by dragons.

“A dragon… raised a human child?”

Even for someone as inexperienced as Burne, it was a difficult tale to believe.

“Flamme once told me that there’s some dragon’s blood mixed into my lineage. Maybe one of my ancestors was a dragon who left offspring with a human. At first, the dragons wanted to cast me out, but in time… they came to cherish me.”

Her voice trembled slightly, and her eyes glistened with unshed tears.

“Luft taught me swordsmanship and magic. Furs made me this artifact so I wouldn’t get hurt while playing with them. Erde trained me so I wouldn’t die in this harsh world. They were all… such wonderful dragons…”

Burne finally understood.

The armor she wore, the sword she wielded—it had all been crafted by dragons.

A relic of an age long past.

All before the curse of the Fallen Dragon, Baydos, had descended upon them.

And now… 

Lattice was known to the world by another name.

The Dragon Slayer.

***

Some time later.

“Aigoo, Chief! How have you been?”

A bright, cheerful voice called out as a woman took the seat before me.

“Of course, Lady Constellation.”

Her features were so kind, so gentle—it was hard to believe she had slain countless dragons.

Who would look at this woman and think, ‘Ah, yes, the legendary Dragon Slayer?’

The very hero who had sealed the Abyssal Dragon, Baydos?

“I wanted to speak with you about some additions to your character in this new story.”

“Oh, come now! You’re making a whole game about me and my beloved—what’s a little extra detail?”

Despite her divine beauty, she behaved no differently than a friendly neighbor.

And that was precisely why I couldn’t put this version of her into the game.

There would surely be players who liked this kind of character… but she was too far removed from the ideal.

I had no choice.

Between a boisterous, nosy auntie and an enigmatic warrior sealed within gleaming armor… which one would captivate players more?

It had to be the latter.


Of course, if one of them took the red pill and discovered the truth, it would be catastrophic…

But there was no way a player would ever meet the real her.

Right?

Surely… no one obsessed with the Dragon Slayer character would ever encounter her in real life.

Would they?



 
  Chapter 97: Evil Dragon


The deep night hung heavy over the world.

Inside a small tent, Burne lay nestled in Lattice’s arms, lost in thought.

A dragon of legend. 

A calamity so fearsome that even gods and dragons had to join forces in ancient times to seal it away. 

That very creature, that harbinger of destruction, had returned.

It was said that countless lives had been sacrificed thousands of years ago just to imprison it. And now, that same monstrosity had broken free.

“So the enemy in this story… is that dark dragon?”

Now that he had heard Lattice’s story, the puzzle pieces that had eluded him finally fell into place.

If Baydos, sealed away long ago, had spent all this time struggling to break free… 

If it had been extending its influence like a demon tempting mortals into contracts… 

Then the bizarre nature of Baydos’s empire suddenly made sense.

A kingdom obsessed with executing the innocent. 

A nation where even the disposal of the dead was handled through dark magic. 

It had all been an elaborate ritual—offerings for the resurrection of the dark dragon.

Baydos had hidden its true nature, masquerading as a divine being, constructing an empire to serve its will. Even while sealed, it had accomplished all of this.

“What a terrifying existence.”

But that wasn’t all.

Its corruption had spread beyond human society, seeping into dragons across the continent, breaking their minds and reducing them to mindless beasts. 

Even Lattice had been forced to slay those who once raised her.

Now, Burne understood why this tale was different from the ones before.

This time, there wasn’t just one hero—there were many.

The enemies he had faced before, the entities lurking in the abyss and the mad scientist’s experiments, were formidable. 

But this… 

This was on an entirely different scale.

A dragon born to ascend to godhood, seeking to conquer entire dimensions.

The enemy Burne had to stop was no ordinary foe.

But he would stop it.

History had already recorded the fall of the Baydos Empire.

It must have been the sacrifice of heroes like Lattice that had made it possible.

And now, Burne knew—their journey together was inevitable.

***

“2-E…”

Burne recalled the look on her face when she comforted Luft, the green dragon.

And the tremble in her voice when she spoke of Baydos’s influence, corrupting dragons and turning them against their kin.

He hadn’t known her for long. 

But that didn’t matter.

He wanted to fight for her.

She seemed cold, unyielding. But he had seen her smile—warm, fleeting, real.

He wanted to give her more of that.

Gently, Burne wrapped his tail around Lattice’s waist.

He had grown large—almost the size of a great hound—his tail easily curling around her.

“Mmm… Yonyong-ah…”

She murmured in her sleep. 

What was she dreaming of?

Was she introducing him to the dragons who had raised her?

Perhaps among them was the mother of his own body.

Burne’s face hardened.

Those dragons were lost.

Consumed by the dark dragon’s magic, their minds shattered, their souls enslaved.

There was no saving them.

“Lattice. I can’t make that dream come true for you.”

But…

“I will be your shield instead.”

Slowly, Burne pressed his face against her warmth.

Even if this adventure came to an end.

Even if he himself did not survive it.

He would protect her.

Her warmth, the faint scent of her skin, filled his senses.

Safe within her embrace, he closed his eyes.

***

Thud!

A massive dragon, shimmering in hues of blue, collapsed to the ground.

“Rest now, Frouss,” Lattice whispered.

As she had done with the golden dragon before, she carefully prepared the remains, giving the fallen beast a proper burial.

She knelt for a long time, silent, allowing herself to grieve. 

Then, finally, she rose.

Stepping out of the lair, she walked forward, her steps steady.

Behind her, a small boy quietly followed.

Half a year had passed since their journey began.

Burne had grown. 

No longer a mere hatchling, he was now as large as an adult dragon.

And so, using his unique system abilities, he cast a Polymorph spell, assuming the form of a human boy to walk at her side.

Normally, a hatchling less than a century old would be incapable of such magic. 

But the system had made the impossible, possible.

The two of them moved as they always did, setting up camp, preparing their tent.

After finishing their nightly routine, they lay down to rest.

Without hesitation, Burne curled into her embrace.

The first time he had done this in human form, she had laughed, calling him a needy little hatchling. 

But now, it was simply part of their routine.


The only sound in the quiet night was the crackling of the campfire.

“Yonyong.”

Lattice spoke softly, holding him close.

Burne lifted his head slightly, listening.

“…I will set things right.”

For half a year, Burne had walked by her side, easing the suffering of corrupted dragons, granting them release.

The game’s system had allowed them to skip travel time.

But he never did.

Not even for a second.

Because he had promised to walk this path with her.

Together.

There was no way they could afford to let this precious time slip away.

Half a year had passed, and with the euthanasia of the corrupted Blue Dragon, Flurus, their grim task had come to an end. 

The dragons who had succumbed to the erosion were now at peace.

Now, only one task remained—the retribution against the vile dragon who had orchestrated all this tragedy.

They had to defeat Baydos and free the souls he had ensnared.

“As I said before, this won’t be easy.”

They were up against a creature who had once ascended above even the Dragon Gods, one who had the power to bring the strongest empire on the continent under his control.

“You might die. And if you do, death won’t be the end—it won’t be a place of rest.”

Even in his current sealed state, Baydos was no mere opponent.

“So… you don’t have to help me with this, you know?”

Lattice, the dragonslayer, was formidable, but even she doubted whether this was truly possible.

This would be the hardest journey of all.

But—

“I’ve told you before, Lattice.”

Burne’s answer was already decided.

“I will always be with you, no matter what stands in your way.”

He rested his chin against her chest and looked up at her with unwavering determination.

A chuckle escaped Lattice’s lips.

“Heh… that’s right.”

A smile crept onto her face as she pulled Burne closer.

“When did the little child who couldn’t even stand on his own become like this?”

“W-Wait! L-Lattice! Hold on—!”

She wrapped her arms around him, pressing his face against her.

So tight it was almost hard to breathe.

But it felt… comforting.

***

Six Months Later

With a deep groan, the heavy steel doors creaked open as Lattice, clad in her full-body armor, activated the mechanism.

Beside her, Burne, who had been focusing intently, finally opened his eyes.

“I’ve disabled all alarm spells and placed a silence barrier. We should be clear to enter.”

“As expected of my little dragon,” Lattice smirked.

With cautious steps, the two slipped inside.

For the past half year, they had relentlessly pursued Baydos.

Through meticulous investigation, Burne had tracked down and eliminated Baydos’ servants, gathering intelligence with each encounter.

One clue led to another, and finally, their search had brought them here—to the underground facility.

A place they had only heard about before, in McGuy Zaborgh’s accounts—the subterranean disposal site for corpses.

A sinister aura hung thick in the air.

Lattice clenched her jaw and moved forward, tension weighing on every step.

Burne felt it too—this oppressive darkness.

Back when he was the High Inquisitor, he wouldn’t have noticed it.

But now, with the body of a dragon, he could see it.

Traces of black magic were everywhere.

This place was a grotesque monument to sorcery—a conduit for amassing power through the remains of the unjustly slain.

A direct link to Baydos.

The corridors stretched endlessly, spiraling downward.

Guards patrolled at every turn, but with Lattice’ raw strength and Burne’s magic, they managed to slip through undetected.

Deeper and deeper they went.

Until finally—

They reached the furnace.

A massive, central incinerator where the bodies of the dead were cast.

“This is it,” Lattice whispered.

“Without a doubt,” Burne confirmed.

From within the flames, countless souls writhed and screamed.

Their voices—full of agony—echoed beyond the confines of the furnace.

It was the most horrific sight they had ever witnessed.

So many lives… all sacrificed for one creature’s resurrection.

Burne felt bile rise in his throat.

“…Are you ready, Lattice?”

“Of course.”

“Then let’s begin.”

“Yeah. I’m counting on you, my little dragon.”

At the heart of the chamber, a network of intricate magic circles unfurled around Burne.

His mind reached into the furnace, seeking the longest tether—the one that linked everything together.

And then—

A rupture in reality.

Light surged.

The next moment—

They stood in a colossal abyss.

A cavern so vast its end was unknowable.

It was deep. 

Dark. 

Endless.

“Ugh…!”

The air itself pressed down on them.

Burne’s body trembled.

He felt an overwhelming urge to kneel.

To bow.

To worship.

[You have come this far…]

A voice—deep, reverberating—echoed through his soul.

A primal warning surged from the very air around them.

It told him not to look up.

Not to dare gaze upon the owner of that voice.

Burne clenched his teeth.

If he faltered now, all their struggle would have been for nothing.

His jaw tightened until it felt like his teeth might shatter.

And then, he looked up.

And he saw it.


A black dragon, bound in chains.

A beast of pure darkness.

[You mortals are persistent.]

It smiled—a chilling, grotesque grin, revealing countless fangs.

A smile that welcomed the fight to come.



 
  Chapter 98: DRAGON


The Black Dragon merely stared.

It did not use any form of energy manipulation or pressure of death. 

The overwhelming sensation that pressed down on Burne was a mere result of the dragon’s presence, a sheer intimidation that came simply from its existence.

‘Is this really a god…!?’

Burne could feel, deeply and painfully, the overwhelming power of what gods were capable of. 

He understood just how ridiculously powerful their enemies were. 

The realization weighed heavily on him.

Just then, a dark black chain appeared before Burne’s eyes.

‘Chains…’

Currently, Baydos, the dragon, had been sealed, its power greatly diminished. 

Even though it had managed to devour dragons and conquer a vast empire, it had done so over a long period of time. 

It might not be as difficult to deal with as he had initially feared.

‘Then…!’

Burne unleashed a series of spells and the holy power of the Saintess. 

From anti-psychic magic to healing and buffing spells, the magic surrounded him and Lattice, clearing his mind.

“Pull yourself together, Lattice.”

Without hesitation, Burne wrapped his arms around the trembling Lattice, who had fallen into a state of terror.

“Dragon…?”

“You promised we would defeat the root of all this and return everything to normal. And I will always be with you. How can you be here, frozen in fear?”

“…Thank you, Dragon. I’ve come to my senses.”

Lattice shook her head briefly before taking a firmer grip on her sword.

“You’ll stay with me, won’t you, Dragon?”

“Of course.”

The two stood resolutely, facing the enormous Black Dragon. 

The size of the creature was almost unimaginable.

-LV??? Evil Dragon Baydos

The name of the enemy appeared above them, followed by the health bar that filled the top of their vision.

“You ignorant fools.”

The boss battle had begun.

Dark malice gathered into a tangible sphere. 

The sphere became a manifestation of malicious energy, and a hail of cursed arrows began to rain down.

Boom!

“Dragon!”

“Absolute Shield! Mass Protection!”

Magic and sword energy intertwined in the air, creating a beautiful but dangerous dance.

After spending an entire year together, the synchronization between Burne and Lattice was flawless. 

With only their movements and the flow of energy, they read each other’s intentions and countered the Black Dragon’s attacks. 

It was as if they were reliving a mythic scene from a legendary age.

“Here I go!”

“Haaaah!”

Burne’s form shifted back into that of a dragon as Lattice climbed onto his back. 

The legendary dragon knight’s destructive blade cut through the Evil Dragon with a single slash.

Crack!

The smoke and dust rose in thick clouds.

Lattice and Burne stepped back cautiously, anticipating a potential follow-up attack. 

As the smoke cleared, the form of the Evil Dragon remained tied, though unharmed.

“That didn’t even tickle.”

“…So it seems.”

Together, they unleashed their most powerful attacks, but despite the immense destruction, the Evil Dragon seemed completely unharmed. 

No scars, no damage.

‘The health bar’s the same…!’

It was as though their strikes had no effect whatsoever on the dragon.

‘Wait… no damage?’

A chill ran down Burne’s spine.

During his studies in the rare realms, he had learned that gods possessed unique domains, where they gained absolute power. If this was Baydos’s domain…

Did that mean that no matter what they did, they couldn’t harm him here?

“You seem to have a sharp mind, little dragon.”

The Black Dragon sneered, sensing Burne’s realization.

“That’s right. This is my domain. A world I created, where no one can intrude!”

With its roar, the oppressive force that had pressed upon them increased, a thousand times more intense than before. 

This was no longer just pressure—this was a force of a corrupted dragon god, truly shaping and manipulating its own space.

“Damn…!”

Unable to resist the force, Burne and Lattice collapsed to their knees.

‘No! It can’t be that perfect!’

Quickly, Burne’s mind raced.

The tale of the Dragon Slayer had become that of a hero. 

If she had defeated the Evil Dragon, it was clear that she had found a way.

Baydos was not a true god right now; it was sealed.

There had to be a weakness—there was always a flaw!

And just then…

Boom!

The earth shook beneath them. 

The ground trembled as the entire cave seemed to rattle.

‘Earthquake…?’

Before Burne could fully process the thought, a roar filled the air.

“This is ridiculous…!”

The Evil Dragon’s enraged bellow echoed through the cavern.

“How dare you… how dare you… a mere mortal like you…! ‘Queen of the Night’! You dare…!”

Clang!


Suddenly, the chains of divine authority that had been oppressing Burne and Lattice shattered.

It was as if the Evil Dragon could no longer maintain its control over the domain.

-LV 316 Sealed Evil Dragon Baydos

‘Queen of the Night? I’m not sure what’s going on, but it’s clear something’s wrong with him.’

Whatever it was, Burne knew he couldn’t waste this opportunity.

If they let it slip now, who knew when Baydos would return to his full strength?

“Lattice!”

“Right!”

The two sprang into action again, soaring upwards.

Unable to move due to its seal, Baydos shot cursed arrows in desperation, trying to fend them off. 

But Burne’s speed and the agility of the dragon allowed them to dodge every strike.

The clash of dragon speed and the sword of the Dragon Slayer combined into a single, devastating strike. 

The flash of light slashed through the Evil Dragon’s belly.

“Kraaaah!”

A huge scar was left behind, and dark blood erupted from the wound.

Burne glanced up to see the health bar drop by about 7%.

‘We’re making progress!’

This was different from before. 

The Evil Dragon was no longer an untouchable god, not with the seal and the loss of its divine power.

It was just like the weekly bosses Burne faced in his regular training.

“Light!”

The holy light of the Saintess surrounded Burne, empowering him.

“Demon King’s power!”

The aura of the Demon King filled the space around them.

“Vercia.”

And with the final blessing from the young girl, both Burne and Lattice were completely freed from any restraint, fully focused and ready for battle.

The moment had arrived. 

They were no longer just a dragon and a mortal—together, they were unstoppable.

The attacks of the two began to pour toward the immobile target, the evil dragon.

Clang!

[Wait, stop!]

Boom!

[I am a god! The almighty dragon god who will rule the new world!]

Crack!

[W-What do you want? Speak, and I will give you anything! Just stop!]

Where had that arrogant attitude gone?

The massive body of the evil dragon, once filled with pride, was now begging for its life.

‘I can’t afford to waste time.’

Now, weakened and vulnerable, this was the only opportunity. 

If they missed it, the dragon would revive through the sacrifice of many and consume the continent. 

That had to be stopped.

Lattice and Burne’s eyes met. 

They nodded at each other and charged toward the evil dragon.

‘Only 1% of stamina left!’

One more strike, and they could sever the long and bitter connection with Baydos.

Then…

[Wait… you… are you her child?]

Burne’s mind was severed.

No, it wasn’t severed.

While his body remained motionless, Burne could still see everything unfolding as if watching a video. 

But his body was no longer under his control. 

It was as if he had lost dominion over his own flesh.

Boom!

“Y-You idiot!”

Burne’s body moved, blocking Lattice’ attack.

‘Grrr…’

Boom!

Then, it swung its massive hand toward Lattice.

‘Lattice!’

Burne screamed in horror, but his voice was nothing more than an echo inside his mind.

[Hahaha! You fools! Of course, if the parents were consumed, their child would have fragments of the same consumption!]

The creature that had moved like Burne’s body was no longer the dragon he once knew. 

It had lost its reason and was now a rampaging beast.

“…”

Caught by the unexpected attack, Lattice was thrown into the wall, her body struggling to rise.

“Grrr…”

With ferocious eyes and an aggressive stance, the once-tame dragon, Yongyong, who had always slept peacefully in her arms, was nowhere to be seen. 

In its place stood a wild, uncontrollable monster.

She knew well what that meant.

There was no way he would ever return to his former self.

“…You promised to stay with me.”

But that made it all the more unbearable. 

The cruel reality of having to lose her last remaining family.

“You promised we’d go through this together!”

Roar!

Boom!

She raised her great sword to block the attack from Yongyong, who was charging toward her.

She had lost the aunt who played with her, the mother who raised her, the teacher who taught her.

She had lost all the dragons who were more human than any human, who had raised her after she was abandoned by the humans.

But there was one dragon who had extended a hand of salvation.

“Please, come back to your senses!”

When she thought she had lost everything, she found the last egg in her aunt’s cradle.

That dragon was her last family, her companion. The one who had kept her sane through this brutal journey, the one who had made it possible for her to continue. He was the most precious family she had.

“Yongyong!”

For him, she had received more than she had given. When everything and the journey were over, she planned to live for him.

Among dragons, cousin marriages were accepted, after all.

So, just this last time. Just this one time, she thought, and spoiled him a little.

Was that the problem?

“…It’s because of me.”

That last step. If only she had taken that step, everything would have ended, but now, at the last moment, it had come to this.

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!”

It was her fault. 

If she hadn’t brought him here, this tragedy wouldn’t have happened.

“I must atone…”

Yongyong’s large front paw fell toward her.

Lattice still had enough strength to raise her sword and block the attack.

No matter how strong Yongyong was, she could still cut off his life and deal with the evil dragon that was still lurking behind him.

But she let go of her sword.

Even if this choice meant the continent’s destruction because the evil dragon was not stopped…

She couldn’t take his life.

Even if it was impossible for him to return to his senses…

She didn’t have the right to do such a thing.


And then…

Boom!

“Damn you, idiot! What are you doing?!”

Through the dust, the white dragon slayer’s armor flew up.

The true meaning of unity had been achieved in the dragon knight.



 
  Chapter 99: Yongyong


“Damn it!”

Burne’s cry reverberated in his mind’s world. 

Yet, his voice couldn’t reach the outside.

Infiltration…?

He was so close. 

How could infiltration be happening now? 

He hadn’t realized until now that a fragment of the Evil Dragon still lingered within his magnificent body.

Looking back, it seemed inevitable—his flesh had been corrupted by the invasion. 

Perhaps it was his fault for never even considering the possibility.

“Yongyong… you promised you’d be with me…”

That was why Burne’s heart broke as he saw the broken state of Lattice through his flesh’s eyes. 

He had promised to be with her, no matter where she went. 

He had sworn to help her, yet here he was, foolishly succumbing to the corruption and attacking her instead.

Inside, Burne tried everything. 

He tapped into the powers of the heroes, even tried using the dragon’s strength that Yongyong had. 

But no matter what power he wielded, he couldn’t escape this world, nor regain control over his body. 

All he could do was remain trapped inside, drowning in despair.

“Please, come back to your senses!”

‘I’m sorry, Lattice…’

“Yongyong!”

He couldn’t leave. 

It seemed he wouldn’t be able to keep his promise after all. 

He wanted to stay with her until the very end, but…

It was okay. 

If this was the end, he could accept it. 

Ending her story here was tragic, but it was all he could do.

Lattice’s life and her cause were more important than any future tales.

‘Please kill me and defeat the Evil Dragon, Lattice.’

But what happened next was completely unexpected.

“…It’s because of me, isn’t it?”

Lattice’s face seemed resigned.

“I must atone…”

Without resisting Yongyong’s attack, she lowered her sword, almost as if accepting the inevitable death.

“Lattice!”

Something heavy sank in Burne’s chest.

No, stop!

“Don’t just stand there, you idiot. If you stay like this, you’ll die!”

What happened next was something he couldn’t fully comprehend, even if he tried. 

It was a miracle beyond description, something that could not be expressed by mere words.

With his eyes closed, waiting for the death that would descend upon him, a massive dragon’s foot came down from above.

Crash!

It was stopped by a blinding white barrier.

“…?”

Lattice, whose death hadn’t come even after waiting, opened her eyes in shock.

“Oi, you fool! What are you doing?!”

A small, puppy-sized dragon, Yongyong, was now flying in front of her.

“g…?”

“Yeah, it’s me! Are you out of your mind?”

“But…”

Turning her gaze forward again, Lattice saw a massive dragon—Yongyong—curiously tilting its head beyond the white protective barrier.

“Yongyong… is there two of them?”

It felt like a dream.

“That’s just the shell that’s been consumed. I’ve come out in the form of a spirit.”

In truth, Burne himself had no idea what was going on. 

One thing was certain, though—he had freed himself from his body and become a free dragon.

“I don’t fully understand what’s happening, but…”

Lattice, still in shock, gripped her sword again.

“So… Yongyong came back to me?”

“Yeah. I promised, didn’t I? That I’d be with you until the end.”

A surge of fighting spirit erupted from Lattice.

“Thank you, Yongyong.”

No longer did she carry the aura of someone who had given up on life.

“But if we kill that one, won’t Yongyong lose his body?”

“Maybe. But it’s already been consumed by the Evil Dragon. He can’t return anyway.”

“That’s not something I want.”

Lattice glanced between the spirit form of Yongyong and his physical body.

“Or maybe… this Yongyong is cuter.”

“Is that really what’s important right now?”

Boom! 

Boom!

Burne’s body, like a beast, pounded against the protective barrier.

“If you kill that one, Yongyong will lose his body!”

“…We don’t need that.”

“What?”

It was disappointing, but it wasn’t necessary. 

Even when she was with the previous Demon King, it was the same. 

Being together in spirit form wasn’t a problem. 

In fact, it might be better to keep the promise that way.

“No matter what form I’m in, I’ll always be with you.”


“Yongyong!”

Their gazes locked, and they were enveloped by a light so bright it almost blinded them.

“Ugh! What is this?”

As the light faded, Yongyong felt Burne’s presence within her. 

The dragon, in spirit form, had become one with her.

“Yongyong is inside me!”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Yongyong’s warmth… it feels so good.”

“Now you’re making it sound weird.”

“What are you thinking? Yongyong, you pervert.”

“Hey!”

The dragon and the human who loved each other became one.

The legendary Dragon Knight, who had existed only once in the mythical era, now manifested.

The violet armor that Lattice had worn was now pure white, and massive wings spread from behind her armor.

“Yongyong! Wings!”

“Focus.”

Together, their minds moved the wings as one. Lattice soared high into the sky.

“Craaaaash!”

The reborn Dragon Knight, now bathed in white light, pierced the corrupted dragon with a mighty strike.

The dragon’s body, consumed in the purifying light, turned to ash and scattered.

Now, only the Evil Dragon remained.

“What the hell! A Dragon Knight?!”

Baydos, witnessing this miraculous scene, was dumbfounded.

She looked just like those wretched ones from the mythical era!


The process, the power he possessed…

At his current state, there was no way he could be a match for his opponent.

[Please, if you save me, I’ll give you anything you want…!]

Begging for his life was the only way he could survive.

“Yongyong.”

“Yeah.”

Of course, they weren’t going to save him.

***

Burner stood at the center of the Pantheon, surrounded by twelve statues.

“It seems you enjoyed that story quite a bit.”

As always, Queen Tistina greeted him.

Only then did Burner realize that Lattice’s story had come to an end.

It was a shame.

He had promised to stay until the very end.

…Wait, if it’s over now, did that mean they stayed together until the very end?

He was so curious about what would happen next.

He had defeated the Dark Dragon.

The Baydos Empire, whose dark influence was likely gone, would probably collapse as well.

What would happen after that?

What had happened that made Lattice ascend to the Celestial Throne?

Would Yongyong, who had lost his body, be alright?

Burner turned his gaze to Tistina.

A faint smile rested on her lips.

It was an expression, a showing of emotion, that was so unlike her usual impassive demeanor.

Had my story entertained her?

Why is she acting like that?

‘Hmm?’

Then, a thought suddenly flashed through his mind.

[How dare…! How dare an insignificant mortal…! “The Queen of the Night”! You… dare…!!!]

The scream he had let out during the boss fight with the Dark Dragon, Baydos, when his overwhelming domain had started to crumble.

He had mentioned the name, “Queen of the Night.”

Queen.

Queen.

Queen Tistina.

Was it just a coincidence?

Tistina was also one of the twelve gods of the statues.

If she was an associated hero connected to Baydos, then maybe she had been the one to shatter Baydos’s domain.

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

“It’s nothing.”

Burner shrugged and turned away.

He had been playing the game for too long; he was tired.

Due to the time acceleration, only a day had passed in the real world, but inside, he had experienced what felt like a year.

He was a little worn out.

Maybe he should go back and take a quick nap.

***

A dragon’s lair on the continent.

“Burner… are you asleep?”

The fully grown dragon gently opened his child’s door.

Squeak, squeak.

But seeing that his child was sound asleep, the dragon carefully closed the door and left.

…This isn’t good. Today feels a little dangerous.

Returning to the living room, he nervously began biting his fingernails.

Should I wake him?

But no matter how I think about it, I can’t use my child as a shield like this…

The more time passed, the more his anxiety grew.

Yeah.

It can’t be helped.

I’ll wake him.

Sorry, son.

But shouldn’t I survive first?

The moment he made up his mind and stood up—

Whooosh.

Divine energy gathered around him.

The celestial constellations were descending to the earth.

The divine presence changed into human form and solidified.

“Tada! Here comes the one you love!”

A middle-aged woman emerged from within the glow.

“Ah, you’re here, darling.”

With a somewhat reluctant expression, he greeted his wife.

“How have you been, my beloved?”

She rushed over, embracing him as if she was going to devour him.

“Of course not. How could I have endured without you?”

“Sorry, darling. Things in the heavens got so busy. I wanted to stay with you too. I should’ve kept the promise that we would be together until the end…”

“It’s okay. Of course, spending time with you is happy… but it was fine.”

“That’s why, today, let’s catch up, shall we?”

“Catch up?”

“Yes! We need to satisfy the desires that built up while we couldn’t be together!”

“Desires?”

“Burner’s asleep, right?”

“Well… he is asleep, but… still, just today…”

“Ah, never mind! Come here, my Yongyong!”

“Wait, honey! Hold on! Honey! Nooo!”

The scream of the male dragon echoed throughout the lair, but to Burner, who was deep in sleep, it was completely unheard.

“Mmm… mmm.”

Burner hugged his pillow softly.

In his dream, he was setting off on a new adventure with the dragon knight.



 
  Chapter 100: The Resurrection of the Evil God?


“Lian! Look at this!”

Hearing Reha’s voice calling me, I glanced at the magic pad she was holding. 

On the screen, a community forum discussing Akashic Archive was displayed.


	I hereby recognize Dragon Slayer Lattice as my lawful spouse.
└ Who do you think you are?


	A transforming magical girl? That’s the best!


	Why is everyone only talking about the Dragon Slayer? The real deal is the little dragon!
└ Sir…
└ L?



The forum was flooded with reactions to the latest update of the Dragon Slayer story. 

This episode was particularly significant in the Twelve Gods Saga as it featured the final boss, the Archdragon Baydos—the common enemy of the twelve gods and the ultimate antagonist.

To make this episode special, players weren’t just playing as ordinary humans. 

Instead, they became dragons themselves, utilizing the power of the Dragon Slayer as an ally. 

With this setup, it was likely the most powerful force any episode had ever assembled.

No wonder players were deeply immersed in it.

After all, who wouldn’t love a transforming magical girl donning an incredible dragon-armored suit?

Popularity was inevitable.

Of course, in reality, she was a married woman with kids, but the players wouldn’t be swallowing that red pill anytime soon.

“What do you think?” Reha asked after I finished reading the forum posts.

“What do I think…?”

Well… 

This episode was well-made.

And… 

If we turned the little dragon into a plushie for merchandise, it’d probably sell like crazy.

Of course, that wasn’t something I could say out loud.

“Not sure,” I answered vaguely.

Reha’s cheeks puffed up in frustration. 

“Come on! Don’t you think people are missing something really important here?”

“Missing something?”

“Yes! There was a huge clue in the final boss fight, but nobody’s talking about it!”

Only then did I understand what she meant.

The Twelve Gods episodes revolved around the conflict with Archdragon Baydos, with Queen Tistina leading the search for the truth. 

Throughout the different storylines, we had intentionally planted foreshadowing about the final antagonist and hints related to Tistina.

As players unraveled the secrets of the Baydos Empire and the identity of the sealed evil god, they also came across the existence of a secret organization under Baydos.

In the most recent Dragon Slayer episode, during the final boss fight, Baydos’s domain was shattered, and in his last moments, he screamed out a name— [Master of the Night].

This was meant as a critical teaser connecting future storylines with the Dragon Slayer arc, but… it seemed players were too focused on the Dragon Knights to care.

“Really?” 

I asked.

“Yes! Why is everyone only interested in the Dragon Slayer?!”

Well… isn’t that obvious? 

She’s the protagonist of the episode. 

If people were more interested in the briefly mentioned [Master of the Night] than in Lattice, that would be even stranger.

“Oh, found it.”

As I scrolled through the forum, I finally spotted a post discussing the foreshadowing.

Title: About the ‘[Master of the Night]’ Mentioned in the Final Boss Battle

Content: Everyone saw Baydos’s domain collapse during the final battle, right?

In that scene, he screamed out the name ‘[Master of the Night]’ in agony.

It seems like she was the one who helped Lattice.

We don’t know who she is yet, but she might be the protagonist of a future episode.

Considering the title ‘Queen,’ I think there’s a good chance it could be Tistina.

Whoa.

That’s sharp.

We did plant this clue hoping players would pick up on it, but seeing someone actually analyze and deduce it felt oddly satisfying.

“Oh? You’re right!”

Reha’s expression brightened as she read the post I found.

“…So someone did notice!”

Did she really have to be that happy about it?

So far, Tistina hadn’t even done anything yet.

Sure, thanks to her striking appearance, she had a dedicated fanbase, but her only role up until now had been guiding players into different storylines.

And yet, Reha seemed so excited about her.

Could it be… she’s a Tistina fan?

That’s unexpected.

Now that I thought about it, whenever we worked on presentations about Akashic Archive, she always brought up Tistina.

Tistina had that regal, commanding aura that appealed to players with a… certain taste.

Fan art of her often depicted her in leather or latex outfits, holding a whip.

…Wait. 

‘Is that Reha’s taste?’

Maybe I should incorporate more of that into Tistina’s episode… just for her.

***

Deep within the underground facilities of the secret organization, Burrows…

A small room lay at the lowest level.

A woman with a mesmerizing figure reclined against the plush back of her chair, lost in thought.

The current [Master of the Night], Beidia, held a portable terminal in her hands, her mind consumed with contemplation.

At first, she had only taken an interest because this ‘game’ was making waves across the continent.

Curious to see what it was about, she logged in—only to be met with the sight of her sister greeting her from the screen.

Who was behind this?

Who was the creator of this game?

Beidia mobilized the full intelligence network of Burrows, searching for information about the developers.

But despite all their efforts, they uncovered nothing.

The only thing she could learn was that the game’s company operated offline through Archive Land and a merchandise business.

And that the people behind it were apostles of the Celestial Seat of Wisdom.

***

Her grip tightened around the device.

“Interesting… very interesting…”

What… is this?

How could they recreate my sister so perfectly within this game?

It wasn’t just an image or a vague resemblance—it was as if she had truly returned. 

But that shouldn’t be possible. 

Even her most devoted followers had never seen her true form when she was alive. 

As the former [Master of the Night], she had concealed herself from the world.

I had always believed there was no secret I couldn’t uncover in this world. 

And yet, here I was, standing before a mystery I couldn’t comprehend.

A sense of urgency gripped me. I had to know more. 

Without hesitation, I re-entered the game.

Perhaps it was desperation to uncover the truth. 

Or perhaps… it was simply the longing to see my sister again.


‘No’, I told myself firmly. 

‘I don’t want to see her again.’

But as I stepped into the virtual world, my heart betrayed me, pounding with excitement.

The game resumed from where I had left off—the first hero’s tale.

***

The scene unfolded before me.

“The enemy is powerful. You cannot stand against them alone. That is the law of this world.”

The chieftain, Yastora, growled at those words.

“The law of this world? Hah. A chieftain’s duty is to protect their people—no matter what it takes. Even if I have to shatter the so-called laws of the world!”

Side by side with him, I fought against the imperial forces.

In the end, Yastora fell.

But his people survived.

As the first story concluded, I found myself back in the Pantheon. 

And that’s when I realized it.

Those soldiers…

It was them.

The forces of the Baydos Empire.

That cursed name. 

A name I had tried so hard to forget.

There was no time to linger. 

The next story had already begun.

***

“Inquisitor-General! I… I swear, I am innocent!”

A trial. 

A heretic. 

A man begging for his life.

I knew these faces.

I knew these voices.

Heretics. 

Suspected blasphemers. 

The Inquisition.

This was unmistakably a scene from my past.

I had returned to the heart of that accursed empire.

The gruesome process of executing the innocent, offering them as sacrifices to fuel dark magic…

For someone like me—who had been raised in the shadow of Baydos—this was nothing new.

I had once tried to save a man, a truth-seeker named Magai.

Shhk!

I failed.

And the stories continued.

A kind-hearted woman who took in abandoned children from the slums.


An alchemist who possessed rare, miraculous abilities, yet chose to use them selflessly to heal the sick.

One by one, their stories unraveled before me—tales of those who had clung to love and faith in the final days of the Baydos Empire.

The memories weighed heavily on my mind.

***

Who had created this game?

What was their intention in bringing back the forgotten horrors of a long-dead empire and the dark god it once served?

What was the purpose of all this?

A horrifying thought crossed my mind.

What if that god had not been destroyed after all?

What if a fragment of it had survived?

What if, just as before, it had been lurking in the shadows, gathering power, waiting for the right moment?

That would explain why the agents of Barrows had found nothing—why the truth remained buried.

If remnants of Baydos’ followers were secretly active once more, if they were moving unseen, working in the darkness, then uncovering them would be nearly impossible.

And if they were using this game as a tool—

If they were reviving these memories for a reason—

Thud!


I shot up from my seat, a cold sweat running down my spine.

‘Could it be…?’

Were they trying to resurrect that god?

I had to stop them.

I had to stop the resurrection of the dark god.



 
  Chapter 101: Beidia


“My deepest apologies, Your Majesty.”

Dozens of senior agents prostrated themselves before Beidia.

Seated on an ornately decorated throne, Beidia crossed her legs. 

A faint crease formed on her otherwise flawless forehead.

“Not even a single clue…?”

“Regretfully… that is correct, Your Majesty.”

The game company Dream Story, associated with the Akashic Archive, was attempting to resurrect the Evil God. 

To prevent the worst possible catastrophe, all senior agents of Burroughs had been summoned, abandoning their other missions.

With their intelligence capabilities surpassing even the most elite guilds across the continent, they had hoped to uncover even the smallest lead regarding Dream Story.

Yet, they found nothing.

Not a single shred of new information.

No details on Dream Story’s members. 

No knowledge of its scale. 

Not even its location.

Early on, there had been a vague lead—an unknown individual had withdrawn money from an Akashic Archive-linked account at the Bank of Miserly Restraint. 

However, this was old news.

When they attempted to question the bank employees present at the time, all had been too terrified to speak.

Whoever had instilled such fear must have been an Apostle of the Evil God.

After dismissing her subordinates, Beidia retreated to her chambers, pressing her fingers to her temples.

There was only one usable lead—the ones responsible for Dream Story’s offline events and merchandise production were Apostles of the Constellation of Wisdom.

They had no direct access to those Apostles, but there was no choice.

The resurrection of the Evil God had to be stopped.

“I will move myself.”

The Master of the Night, a former Apostle of Beidos, descended to the mortal realm.

***

“Tsk… is that the last of today’s stock?”

Pater, the fourth Apostle of Lustful Wisdom, sighed as he managed Dream Story’s official merchandise store.

He had once attended the Academy to further glorify his god. 

However, more pressing matters had led him to temporarily leave his studies and take charge of the store.

One might have expected him to resent the sudden shift, but he did not.

“I wonder how our Constellation managed to secure exclusive rights to the Akashic Archive’s businesses through Dream Story, despite all its secrecy.”

When he had asked his Constellation about Dream Story, he had received only a cryptic response—”It is not yet time for you to know.”

Not even the first Apostle of Wisdom, nor other Celestial Constellations, seemed to know its secrets.

His respect for his god only deepened.

Beyond that, he genuinely enjoyed his current work.

“Oh! This time, it’s the Dragon Slayer Lattice and Yongyong merchandise!”

Managing such rare, limited-edition goods—items even nobles of the Empire desperately sought—was a privilege.

Of course, if he ever dared to misuse his control over the stock, his Constellation would punish him severely.

But simply doing his job properly placed him in a position where even the most powerful figures across the continent bowed before him.

Not long ago, he had received an anonymous letter filled with desperate pleading.

It begged for the purchase of a Bercia limited-edition figurine.

The sender had taken great care to conceal their identity, but with his divine gift from the Wisdom God, Pater knew—it was from the Crown Prince of the Empire.

And he was far from the only one.

Prominent figures across the continent frequently contacted him, seeking help in obtaining merchandise of their beloved characters.

Though he always sought his Constellation’s approval before distributing goods, Pater took immense pride in his position.

Most of all, he was the first to lay eyes on every new product.

“So this is Lattice’s belt?”

Among the newly arrived shipments, he picked up a belt—a deep, elegant shade of indigo.

An artifact inspired by the Dragon Slayer Lattice, who had received it from the dragon that raised her.

Of course, unlike the original artifact, this version had no actual power to manifest armor or grant strength.

But it was a treasured item for fans of the story.

“Transform!”

Pater struck a pose as he secured the belt around his waist.

He was intelligent enough to know the belt wouldn’t actually let him transform.

But he could pretend.

With all the other employees gone for the day, he had the store to himself.

He indulged in his fantasy for a while—until, just as he was about to remove the belt—

“For an Apostle of Wisdom, you seem rather… dim-witted. Have I come to the wrong place?”

A voice.

From nowhere.

Where no one should have been.

“Who’s there?!”

Pater’s expression tensed. 

He raised both hands, summoning magic circles as he scanned the area.

This store contained the most coveted limited-edition goods in the world. 

Naturally, there were those who sought to steal them.

To prevent such incidents, his Constellation had personally erected a powerful barrier around the store.

A barrier woven from the cooperation of multiple Constellations—secured in exchange for rare merchandise.

Even Pater himself struggled to comprehend the complexity of its design.

Since its activation, no intruder had ever breached it.

Yet now, someone was here.

“Are you an Apostle?”

“…What nonsense are you spewing?”

Thud!

“Kuh…!”

An invisible force struck him.

Before he could react, unseen chains wrapped around his entire body, rendering him immobile.

The voice was neither distinctly male nor female.

His vision blurred as he caught his final glimpse—


A figure, clad in black from head to toe, standing before him.

“You dare mistake me for one of those weaklings who rely on borrowed power? How revolting.”

Removing her mask, Beidia placed a hand on Pater’s forehead.

Closing her eyes, she focused.

After a long silence, she clicked her tongue and opened her eyes.

“No traces of the Evil God whatsoever…”

She sighed.

“…Just a slightly idiotic fool, it seems.”

The possibility that the Evil God had placed a restriction inside this man’s mind, just in case—was completely unfounded.

His mind was too clean.

It seemed he had no knowledge of Dream Story’s true nature. He had merely been selling merchandise, nothing more.

“…Then, should I interrogate a higher-ranking Apostle?”

Dealing with Apostles carelessly could lead to entanglements with the Constellations. 

That would be a nuisance.

A foreboding feeling crept into Beidia’s mind—this would not be easy.

And then—

[Lustful Wisdom wishes to speak with you.]

“Hm?”

A small orb materialized out of thin air.

Before Beidia could react, the orb expanded rapidly and swallowed her whole.

The next moment, she found herself standing in the grand hall of an opulently adorned temple.

“Master of the Night, Beidia.”

The voice echoed from the highest seat in the temple—a divine throne, towering above all.

“Why do you oppress my Apostle?”

“…Lustful… Wisdom.”

Beidia immediately grasped the situation.

The God of Wisdom had summoned her.

To think she had been caught merely for attacking a fourth-ranked Apostle.

As expected of a Constellation of Wisdom.

Beidia swallowed dryly.

She had always loathed beings who called themselves gods.

And the God of Wisdom, who likely had ties to the Evil Gods, was someone she had every reason to be wary of.

‘An escape route… no problem.’

She discreetly checked the artifact hidden within her robes before shifting her gaze back to the Goddess of Wisdom.

For now, the priority was extracting information from her.

With that in mind, Beidia opened her mouth.

“Oh, Goddess of Wisdom—”

“There is no need to speak. I already know.”

…?

Beidia’s face twisted in confusion.

“Yes, quite an adorable misunderstanding you had. But do not worry—I have a splendid method just for you.”

A soft, billowing mist began to rise around her feet.

A gentle, pinkish haze.

‘T-This is…!’

She didn’t know exactly what it was, but every fiber of her being screamed that she could not let this continue.

Beidia instinctively reached for the artifact in her robes, preparing to activate it.

But before she could—

‘M-My consciousness…’

Her vision blurred.

Her body staggered.

And then—

She collapsed.

“Do not be afraid. Within that mist, you shall discover the truth.”

***

“Why are you suddenly asking to borrow access to Tistina’s episode?”


A request had come from Wisdom—permission to access the final chapter of the Twelve Gods’ episodes, the story of Tistina.

She claimed it was necessary for planning an offline event.

Since Tistina’s story served as the grand finale, it had been prepared meticulously in advance.

There should be no issue.

Without hesitation, I granted her the access she requested.



 
  Chapter 102: Organization


The alarm blared loudly, tearing at her ears.

Beidia sprang up from her bedding at the terrifying sound.

Her blurred vision scanned the room, and her heart froze in horror.

It was the room.

The cursed room, the one she thought she would never return to after the Empire’s downfall.

Could this be the heart of a nightmare?

Beidia absently pinched her cheek, hoping for some clarity.

But all she felt was a slight tingling sensation—nothing changed.

It was as if she had returned to the past.

At that moment,

Bang!

Her small, filthy door slammed open with a rough noise.

“Number 485. What are you stalling for?”

A man with a domineering gaze looked down at her.

A bastard she could never forget, even after centuries.

“Tr…Tractus?”

The high-ranking officer of the organization, the one who had ruined her childhood, had returned.

“Tractus? What’s this? Did this bitch eat something wrong? This won’t do.”

Frowning deeply, he called two shadows waiting outside.

They seized Beidia’s arms and twisted them behind her, restraining her.

“I don’t know why you’ve been acting like this lately. Take her to the repentance room.”

The two shadows, with expressionless faces, dragged Beidia out of the room.

They passed through the dark hallway.

The repentance room.

She never thought she would hear that terrible name again.

Beidia rolled her eyes, trying to understand her situation.

At first, she thought it was part of the game, Akashic Archive, and tried to call up the status
screen or log out, but no command responded.

Could someone be playing a prank on her?

She tried to summon her true power, but it was impossible.

Her abilities were no more than those of an average organization’s shadow.

The shock was so overwhelming that staying calm was a struggle.

But one thing Beidia could be certain of was that, whether this was an illusion, a dream, or some kind of twisted reality, she had returned to the long-forgotten past.

She was back in that cursed organization of Baidos, before its fall.

After a long journey, Beidia arrived at a dark hole so deep that she couldn’t see what lay beyond.

“Enter, Number 485.”

At Tractus’ command, the two shadows pushed her inside.

Beidia fell helplessly into the abyss.

A deep and despairing hole.

She didn’t know how long she fell.

When Beidia regained consciousness, she found herself at the bottom of the hole.

Looking up, she saw enormous eyes staring down at her.

The eyes, glowing like fire, loomed over her with a repulsive gaze.

[Number 485. Surprisingly.]

A thick voice resonated from those grotesque eyes.

Beidia’s body began to tremble.

[I thought you would be useful… Has something gone wrong?]

The eyes she had feared when she was a child, without even knowing what they were.

Now, she knew who owned those eyes, but her body trembled of its own accord, not following her will.

[Repent.]

The eyes glittered.

Then, red flames surged and engulfed her.

***

I paused, contemplating the finale of Tistina’s story, one of the key highlights in the game.

‘Maybe I made it too intense.’

It was still in the testing phase, not ready for release, but I had placed Tistina’s entire tragic past within the game.

Her harsh and bleak childhood was depicted without any censorship.

It was far too cruel and terrifying to be a mere game feature.

Compared to the stories of the other constellations, it was not even in the same league.

If this was released as it was, players might be horrified and flee.

“This won’t do.”

If such intense content becomes a barrier to entry, more players might not engage.

The entire build-up could collapse.

“Maybe I should split it into different modes.”

There could be:


	The “Hardcore Mode” for those who want to experience the game exactly as it was intended.


	The “Coward Mode,” where intense scenes are softened.


	The “Super Coward Mode,” which erases unpleasant scenes and simplifies everything.

If I split it like this, players could enjoy the game at their own pace.





‘But… what if [Master of the Night] doesn’t like the way the story is altered?’

Considering her personality, she probably wouldn’t mind, but I should still ask.

By the way, I wonder if Ji-Hye will be okay with the original mode being used?

…

Ji-Hye had gone through all kinds of suffering, so this wouldn’t be a problem, would it?

She wouldn’t let anyone else play through it, after all.

“AAAAGH!”

Beidia, her body writhing in agony as flames consumed her, screamed.

She awoke suddenly in her bed, sitting up sharply.

“It’s over.”

The pain was something she never wanted to experience again.

That moment, the Room of Repentance…

‘Baydos, that bastard…!’

Ding! 

Ding! 

Ding!

The notification sound rang out once again.

“Alright. I’ll play along for now.”

It seemed like she would have to return to her actions from that time, until she could fully grasp the situation.

Beidia jumped up from her bed and quickly finished getting ready before opening the door.

A corridor filled with dozens of doors.

As she struck a military-like posture in front of her own door, other shadows began emerging from their rooms, also assuming their positions.

Moments later, the towering shadow, Tractus, with his arrogant gaze, appeared.

He looked over the other shadows, who had maintained their stances, as though evaluating them.

Then, with a sly grin, he lightly tapped Beidia on the shoulder.

“Not bad today. The effect of repentance seems to be working.”

…This bastard?

Fuming with anger from the pain she had just felt, Beidia barely held herself back from smashing Tractus’ skull on the spot.

“That will be all for the roll call. Everyone, return to your posts.”

At Tractus’ command, the shadows moved with military precision.

Beidia, carefully observing the room, began to move, looking for her task.

After Baydos’ fall, living as the supreme leader of the secret organization, Barrows, returning to
this bottom-level position felt strangely out of place.

Baydos had arranged the ‘organization’ to serve as his tools for his resurrection.

The ‘organization’ itself was a criminal syndicate that kidnapped orphaned children and raised them to be assassins.

Back then, as a shadow of the ‘organization,’ Beidia had been raised unaware of the truth, molded from a young age into a deadly weapon.

She had carried out various missions—murders, terrorist attacks, and more—without fully understanding them, simply following the ‘organization’s’ orders.

But now, after Baydos’ demise, she understood it all.

She had been carrying out actions for the resurrection of that evil god, and when the resurrection was complete, all the shadows of the ‘organization’ were meant to be sacrificed and perish.

As she carried out the tasks under Tractus’ command, Beidia gathered information on the situation.

She needed to understand her circumstances better and find a way to escape this world and return to her original one.

“[Wisdom] told me that the constellation had misled me. It said I wouldn’t find the truth here.”

Before entering this world, the Goddess of Wisdom had said just that.

She must have been the one who sent Beidia to this world.

But what did that goddess want from her?

Was it a misunderstanding?

The truth?

Could it be that her deduction—that the evil god’s resurrection was being orchestrated through this game—was a misunderstanding?

Then what truth was she supposed to find here?

Was she meant to relive the past she had already experienced to uncover some new truth?

“…?”

As Beidia was moving through the underground facility for a mission, she suddenly froze in place, struck by a strange sensation.

Her head slowly turned.

Shadows moved within the facility.

One of them caught her eye.

A small girl, about ten years old.
She was a trainee, someone common in these facilities.

But Beidia couldn’t take her eyes off her.

The familiar figure.

It was none other than the past version of herself.

Then, what does that make me now?

She was certain that she had returned to her past self.

485 was a number she herself had used before.

But… what if not?

What if this wasn’t her, but the previous 485?

Beidia moved toward the washbasin and splashed water on her face.

Her reflection in the water.

Beidia couldn’t help but gasp in shock.

The owner of the body she had entered.

It was none other than her savior, her enemy,

The [Master of the Night], Tistina—her sister.



 
  Chapter 103: 4 times



	“The deployed armor malfunctioned, and I drew a picture of Lattice inside.”


	 “What the hell?”


	“This armor isn’t designed to be taken off and washed, right? That means the Dragon Slayer’s sweat and scent are still inside, isn’t it?”


	“Gasp.”


	“I have to lick it immediately.”


	“Emergency dragon knight mating procedure—activate!”


	“A dark dragon, bound for a thousand years, begs me for mercy? This masochistic queen is trembling… trembling… trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling trembling—”


	“Sir.”


	“Can you even live a normal life?”


	“Wait, what? The arrogant, high-and-mighty dragon usually sneers at me, but now she’s standing naked before my massive presence, pleading? Where do I go to witness this? Urgent!”


	“What is this even…?”



***

I had created many stories in advance, but as a break, I decided to browse online communities and see how players were reacting to the game I had designed.

As always, anonymous forums were filled with crude, ridiculous posts.

…No, actually.

This seemed worse than before.

I didn’t recall it being this extreme.

Could it be that [Akashic Archive], the game I had created, had caused this change?

A faint sense of guilt pricked me, but I brushed it off.

Some level of crudeness is natural, isn’t it?

I remembered reading about a famous scholar on Earth who argued that sexual desire played a major role in human progress.

So maybe… just maybe, this was a positive change?

I kept scrolling through my magic terminal, skimming other posts.


	A comprehensive summary of all heroes’ narratives so far


	DreamStory’s intended connections in the Pantheon statue


	Clues regarding the title ‘Queen of the Night’



Like finding pearls in the mud, I occasionally came across well-written analysis posts.

These players had unraveled the intricate narrative I had woven, centering around the antagonist Baydos.

Some had even begun piecing together hints about Tistina, the character set to appear in the final chapter.

Their analytical skills exceeded my expectations.

But I wasn’t displeased.

On the contrary, the more deeply they immersed themselves in the game, the more satisfying the conclusion of this grand tale would be.

Still, there was one issue that continued to bother me.

***

The Master of the Night had died and become a constellation, and the corrupt “organization” that had exploited her since childhood had been dismantled.

Everyone who had known her true self was dead.

Except for one.

One person who was still alive.

Someone who must not learn the truth.

If she saw the story unfold… that would be a problem.

But knowing her, she probably wouldn’t play [Akashic Archive] anyway.

Right?

…Maybe I should check, just in case.

***

“Congratulations, Number 11. You have been chosen as my successor.”

Beidia ascended the ranks quickly.

It was a path she had already walked before, and the talent slumbering within her—her sister’s gift—was impossible to hide.

By obediently following orders and gathering information, she had risen to the rank of Single Number 11, just shy of the highest echelon of the Organization.

“It is an honor.”

She responded with perfect composure, standing at attention.

Seated comfortably in his chair, Tractus, one of the Organization’s top four executives, smirked at her.

“When I sent you to the Chamber of Atonement that day, I never expected you to climb this high.”

He crossed his legs and took a drag from his pipe.

“He… He must have taken a liking to you.”

Beidia knew exactly who he was.

Baydos, the ancient dragon sealed away after waging war in the mythic age.

A malevolent deity who sought to use the Organization to break his seal.

“You’ve been completing high-priority missions flawlessly. You should be proud. If you reach the top, you will receive His divine grace… and finally see the world as I do.”

Beidia gave a polite nod and exited the room.

The world I want to see is nothing like yours, you wretched bastard.

The rank of Single Number, the highest authority within the Organization, was within her grasp.

Yet, even after coming this far, she still didn’t understand why the Constellation of Wisdom had sent her here.

What truth was she still missing?

If she reached the top…

If she became a Single Number…

Would she finally be able to see what her sister once saw?

***

“Huh? Sis!”

Lost in thought, Beidia stopped when a small girl ran up to her.

“Sis!”

The child ran toward her and hugged her leg.

A younger Beidia.

A reflection of her past self.

“Beidia. You shouldn’t call me ‘sis’ out loud.”

“I checked! There’s no one around! I have at least that much awareness, you know!”

The little girl pouted, her cheeks still round with baby fat.

Looking at her was like peering into a mirror, revealing how naive she must have seemed to her older sister.

“Anyway, sis! Everyone’s talking about how you’re about to become a Single Number! Does that mean you’ll be an important person now?”

The girl flapped her arms excitedly.

Beidia chuckled at her enthusiasm.

“That’s just what people say. You know the truth. To take a number, the previous owner has to die. To become a Single Number…”

“The only way to become a successor is if the current holder of that number dies.”

Those with single-digit numbers in the organization rarely went on missions. 

In fact, seeing one of them die was an exceptionally rare event. 

Even Beidia herself had hardly ever witnessed such a change in power.

“But that means… you’re next in line, aren’t you, Sister?”

“Well, that’s true.”

Beidia gently patted the head of her younger, chattering past self.

That was exactly my intention.

***

One Week Later

The outskirts of the city were drenched in relentless rain.

A carriage, speeding across a bridge over the river, suddenly skidded.

Boom! Boom!


The carriage, unable to control its momentum, flipped over multiple times, tumbling violently down the slope.

And then—

KWA-BOOM!

The instant it hit the water’s surface, it erupted into a massive explosion.

The surge of mana cores inside the carriage ignited, triggering a ferocious chain reaction.

It was a catastrophic detonation—one that left no possibility of survivors.

“…Not bad.”

From a distant rooftop, a hooded figure watched the chaos unfold.

Beidia pulled her hood lower over her face.

‘That bastard Tractus must have died in complete despair, thrashing about in terror until the very last moment.’

He would never have suspected that someone had tampered with the carriage’s braking system or the mana cores it was transporting.

With this, the ‘organization’ would suspect the resistance.

A flawless success.

Beidia smirked and turned away.

***

The Ceremony

“The fourth seat, left vacant due to the vile terrorist act of the resistance, cannot remain empty. The successor designated for the position, former Eleventh Seat—Tistina—shall now be appointed as Fourth Seat.”

Back at the headquarters of the organization, Beidia—no, Tistina—soon found herself summoned by the other single-numbered elites.

A position akin to being the direct apostle of Baydos himself.

With her ascension, she was finally able to reclaim her original name.

The Fourth Seat of the ‘organization’—Tistina.

That was now her place.

“I told you, didn’t I? I knew she’d climb up the ranks in no time!”

“Hah! Who couldn’t have predicted that? The only real question was how long that idiot Tractus would take to die.”

“Congratulations on becoming an Apostle, Tistina.”

The single-number executives, equal in rank regardless of their assigned number, congratulated her—though all except one.

Beidia, no—Tistina, received their praises with mild indifference.

The real challenge lay ahead.

“The Lord wishes to see you.”

“There’s no need to worry. He likes you.”

‘To face that god…’

As a single-number, she was now obligated to meet Baydos in person. 

It was both a privilege and a trial.

Despite the well-wishes from the other executives, Tistina felt the tension coil around her as she descended into the deepest chamber of the headquarters.

Lower.

And lower still.

The suffocating pressure grew stronger, pressing against her like a massive force, as if the very air wanted to crush her.

‘…Was this the weight my sister had endured?’

At the end of the path, she passed through a thin veil.

And there—

She met a true god.

The ancient god who had slain countless deities and ruled through fear.

***

The Mad Deity

“Ehehe…”

The so-called [Master of the Night] was curled up, hugging a long pillow.

The pillowcase bore a detailed illustration of a character from the [Akashic Archive]—the Overseer.

Naked.

The god’s slender fingers traced over the absurdly detailed nipples drawn on the fabric.

“Mm? What’s wrong, Overseer~? Hm? Are you feeling frustrated? My, my, that won’t do.”


Then, pressing her bare feet against the lower part of the pillow, she teased,

“Tell me what you want. If you don’t say it, I won’t do anything.”

She had no idea.

Across the room, a man who had come seeking answers through the power of dreams stood frozen in shock.

Silently, he stepped backward and disappeared.



 
  Chapter 104: Sister’s Truth


“Haah! …Haah… haah………… haah…”

Beidia, who had returned from the deep, dark hole, breathed heavily.

No matter how sealed away, it was still a demon god. 

Facing such a powerful being in a fully established domain was not something even she could endure easily.

“…The Master has allowed it.”

An old man approached her as she returned.

“As of this moment, Tistina is the fourth apostle appointed by the Master.”

‘The King of Night… Sanctus.’

Before her sister became the Master of Night, it was the “King of Night” who occupied the first position within the ‘organization.’

“Right? The Master will be pleased, I’m sure.”

“Congratulations, Tistina. You, too, are now an apostle of the Heavenly God.”

Other single-number apostles gathered around her. 

They smiled with joy, as if they liked the fact that she, too, had earned the recognition of the demon god.

…How can they be so pleased with such a monster?

Just seeing it filled her with fear and nausea, an utterly disgusting presence.

To see people celebrating being recognized and accepted by such a being… Something was wrong with all of them.

She, too, had been raised as an assassin by the ‘organization,’ and she had formed a mindset and values shaped to fit their taste. 

But she didn’t feel any affection for that grotesque demon god. 

To elevate it as a Heavenly God was too much.

This… was like some sort of brainwashing done through black magic, twisting the mind.

“Please take care of it.”

Despite it all, Beidia smiled.

It wasn’t time yet.

***

“Kyaaaa! It hurts so much! Please, get me out of here!”

“I am not a heretic! I am a faithful servant of the Heavenly God!”

“Our baby! Please, save our baby!”

Torn screams filled the air.

Dozens of souls mixed together, crying out in agony.

It was impossible for ordinary human souls to endure within the soul furnace, where the pure souls were ground down and reformed into nutrients for the god’s resurrection.

Innocent souls burned and wore away constantly, losing their sanity and fading away.

Even Beidia, who had witnessed all kinds of horrific scenes over the years, had not grown accustomed to such a sight.

They were all strangers to her.

People she had no need to care about.

All of them.

But even she, a queen of the underworld who had ruled for centuries, could not bear such screams. 

The sight of people suffering even after death to become fodder for a demon god was simply too horrific.

Beidia bit her lip and performed the duty she, as an apostle, had to fulfill.

She had to, for now.

Once all the tasks were done, she stepped outside. 

Her mind was utterly drained.

This was the work of a single-number apostle.

It was the same work her sister had done.

‘Did my sister endure this kind of thing?’

A part of her could now understand the world her sister had seen.

A world she never wanted to witness.

If she continued like this, she would not be able to endure—neither her soul nor her sense of self could survive.

Was that why her sister made the decision she did in the end?

No.

Even so, she couldn’t understand.

Why did her sister do what she did at the very end?

She had returned to the headquarters of the ‘organization’ and descended deep into the corridors below.

“…Sister!”

Suddenly, a small Beidia appeared from nowhere and jumped into her embrace.

“Did you complete the mission well?”

“…Yes.”

“Sister, you’re an apostle of the Master! That means you did an important and impressive mission, right? Can you tell me just a little bit?”

“Mission?”

Only then did Beidia understand.

Her sister had always appeared tired whenever she returned from a mission.

She tried to act bright in front of her, not showing any signs of fatigue, but there were always traces of weariness left behind.

Back then, she had thought it was simply because the mission was difficult and tiring…

Had her sister been enduring such things and then playing with her afterward?

Now, standing in her sister’s shoes, Beidia started to see her actions differently.

What emotions had her sister felt back then?

How had she seen Beidia?

How much had her sister loved her?

“…I’ll tell you later.”

“Huh? No way! I’ve been waiting so long for you to come back!”

“I’m not quite finished with the mission yet. Please wait a little longer.”


“…Okay.”

Even though it was so tiring and bothersome to deal with herself, how had her sister been so kind to her back then?

Time passed quickly.

After rising to the position of apostle and becoming the highest servant of the demon god, Beidia had gained access to many of the secrets of the demon god.

The soul furnace for creating the sacrificial offering for the resurrection of the Evil God was just a small part of those hidden secrets.

The truths concealed beneath the surface were overwhelming.

The influence of the Evil God spread not only throughout the Baydos Empire but also across various regions of the continent.

He was more powerful and terrifying than she had anticipated.

Outside the Empire, there were those who followed him, and the atrocities they committed were almost unbearable to witness.

Each of these facts slowly gnawed away at Beidia’s mental strength.

But the more she uncovered, the closer she came to the deeper truth.

And finally, she understood.

The Evil God had sealed himself away, creating a [domain] around his true self, using countless souls as sacrifices.

Within this domain, the Evil God could wield an overwhelming divine power, far beyond what any mortal could ever hope to challenge.

It was the source of his immense power and presence, even in his sealed state.

‘Did my sister destroy this domain?’

As she uncovered more and more truths, Beidia began to piece together the puzzle of what her sister had done.

‘Even if she destroyed the domain, it wouldn’t be enough to defeat the Evil God. What did my sister do?’

Yet, there were still pieces of the puzzle that didn’t fit.

Time passed again, and then came shocking news.

“The ‘King of Night’ has been martyred.”

The news of the death of Sanctus, the Evil God’s first apostle, spread.

It was almost unbelievable, knowing how powerful the abilities he had received were.

“A dragon-slayer?”

An unidentified assailant who had been attacking various branches of the ‘organization’ recently.

They said that this assailant had killed the mighty ‘King of Night.’

To think that the Evil God’s strongest apostle could be slain.

It seemed she had found the last piece of the puzzle concerning her sister.

With the death of the ‘King of Night,’ a successor was now required.


	My child, come to me.

Beidia heard the voice of the Evil God calling her as she descended deeper and deeper into the abyss.

And there, at the cursed bottom, she met the gaze of two eyes that seemed to judge her from above.

Yellow eyes, slashed vertically like those of a reptile.


	You are the truest of them all, my child. You are my new first servant.

A baptism of dark energy surged around her.

The Evil God’s power ransacked her mind.

It was a mental manipulation beyond even brainwashing, something no mortal could withstand, but Beidia’s mind remained intact.

It was as if something was protecting her psyche, keeping her mind whole.

The Evil God, unaware of this, smiled as if satisfied.


	A devout servant should have no personal emotions. Erase your only and most cherished existence.

The first command of the Evil God, believing that Beidia’s mind had been fully manipulated.

It was an order to erase the existence of the young Beidia, the part of her that could still feel personal emotions.

‘!!!’

Beidia was shocked, but she forced herself to remain silent, hiding any emotional turmoil.

“I will obey my Lord’s command.”


	Only obedience will grant you salvation.

“Ugh!”

As she emerged from the pit, Beidia struggled to suppress the nausea.

“Kill me? Because I am your closest being?”

It wasn’t strange for the Evil God to give such an order.

She had seen his malevolence countless times before.

But Beidia was shocked for another reason.

The things she was experiencing now were things her sister had gone through before.

The Evil God must have commanded her sister to kill her too.

But her sister was still alive.

Why?

The first reason was that her sister had failed to kill her.

The second reason was that on the day the Evil God’s domain was destroyed, her sister had died after breaking that domain, succumbing to the Evil God’s curse.

She already knew these facts.

But now, those old truths and the new facts she had learned had come together.

And from that, a single truth formed in her mind.

Clang!

At that moment, the force that had been protecting her mind, preventing her from reaching a certain conclusion, shattered.

“…….”

Tears flowed from both of Beidia’s eyes.

Now, she understood.

She understood what the true truth was.





 
  Chapter 105: The Resurrection of the Evil God


“Ah, have you come to find me, Director?”

With a cold expression, the Celestial, [Master of the Night], Tistina, greeted me.

Her face, expressionless yet beautiful beyond words, was something I could never forget.

Her face reminded me of a scene I had witnessed not long ago.

“Ah, how have you been, Celestial?”

No, I can’t let it go.

It keeps lingering in my mind.

I had seen her private life while she was still the Queen of the Night, engaging in training sessions.

It was a mistake.

I never intended to uncover such a secret.

I was in such a rush to reach her that, unknowingly, I sent a greeting to the coordinates where she was staying.

I should have contacted her from a distance, just like I always did.

This is entirely my fault.

But, wait… wasn’t it through the Celestial’s power that the greeting reached her?

She should have stopped it beforehand, shouldn’t she have?

No, that’s an excuse.

I glanced at her face, trying to gauge her reaction.

She didn’t notice, did she?

Having witnessed her actions, I quickly dispersed the power of dreams and returned to the real world.

At that moment, I hoped she hadn’t seen me since she had been so absorbed in her work.

If she had realized that I had seen what I did, surely she wouldn’t be greeting me with such a calm expression.

“I’ve been well… but, Director, is something wrong?”

“Huh?”

“The Director’s face doesn’t look well.”

Oh no.

Did it show on my face?

I hurriedly adjusted my facial expression with the power of dreams.

“Haha, it’s nothing. I’ve just been a bit busy with work recently… haha…”

“…Director, you could afford to take it a bit easier.”

Tistina slowly walked towards me.

“It’s already been eight episodes since the Pantheon Statue series began.

The speed is remarkable.”

“Is that so?”

As she got closer, a pleasant scent emanated from her, teasing my senses.

“Yes. Many of the gods are already thankful to you. They know how hard you’re working for us.”

She brought her face closer to mine, then touched her forehead to mine.

“Fortunately, it doesn’t seem like you’re unwell. If your health is troubling you, do tell me. Our Celestials will step in and help you.”

“Th-thank you.”

The warmth I felt where our foreheads touched lingered, and I couldn’t shake the sensation.

I felt my face heat up.

Tistina gave me a faint smile as she noticed.

This isn’t easy.

Had I not seen her secret side, I might have let it all go.

But… did she really need to press her forehead to mine?

It’s not even my real body, and isn’t Tistina, as a Celestial, able to read my health and condition without needing to feel the warmth of my forehead?

Many questions arose, but I decided to brush them aside for now.

“I came to see you, Celestial, because… there’s something important I need to discuss…”

At that moment—

Boom!

A strange wave of energy brushed past me.

“What… is this?”

“…This is impossible.”

Tistina’s previously calm smile froze, and I could see the sudden change in her demeanor.

It seemed she, too, had felt this wave.

“Celestial… what was that just now?”

I wasn’t sure, but it didn’t seem to originate from the heavens.

A wave originating from the earth?

What kind of wave could reach all the way up here to the heavens?


“Baydos… how could that cursed being return?”

Her once-stiff expression remained unchanging.

Deep in the bottomless abyss,

Hahahaha! Shadow!

What is this power?!

My body… my body is burning up!

A dark aura of evil gathered and swirled.

Baydos, the ancient dragon who had been slain by the Dragon Knight, lifted its head.

After its second death, it had awaited its end in eternal imprisonment, but the mysterious shadow that had infused him with a new, mysterious power was enough to restore his sanity.

It looks like resurrection won’t take much longer.

The shadow watched Baydos’ progress with arms crossed.

“Of course! I am Baydos, the true ruler of Leyphania before I devoured this dimension!”

Baydos, filled with excitement at the prospect of returning, poured out his words.

However, we need to proceed more quickly. 

The situation above is not easy.

The situation above?

The Celestials who reside above in the heavens.

The resurrection of the ancient dragon proceeded smoothly.

Thanks to the souls he had stored up for his resurrection, it wouldn’t take long for him to return to full strength.

The problem was the Celestials of the heavens.

Even though their power was limited on the earth, if they worked together, they were not an easy opponent.

Many of them had suffered at the hands of the ancient dragon in their past lives and had risen to

Celestial rank for their deeds in stopping him.

It was clear they would rise to stop him the moment they sensed his resurrection.

“Hah, such weaklings.”

“They are no match for me. Once I regain my divinity and restore my domain, Leyphania’s heavens will fall to the earth.”

Well, there was no choice but to trust in that.

Without the ancient dragon, there would be no other way for the Celestials to interfere.

Even in this era of mythical beings, its grandeur had been displayed, and that should be enough.

The only way the gods could intervene was by summoning their apostles and bestowing their powers.

They could not descend to the earth in their true forms.

No matter how much power they bestowed, fragile mortals would not be a match for the Dragon of the Abyss.

The shadow of the abyss decided to place its trust in the Dragon of the Abyss for now.

“No…”

“That can’t be true.”

“Why?”

It didn’t make sense for it to return.

The moment the [Master of the Night] sensed the familiar yet unpleasant specter of a past long buried, it descended to the earth through an avatar.

The deeper it went, the more intense it became.

She wanted to deny it, but she could not.

The dense aura of evil emanating from this underground place could belong to no one else but that bastard.

A deep, profound pit of despair in the abyss—its very depths recalled the past she wanted to forget.

There, at the very bottom, she saw him.

The once god of evil, Baydos, had fully regained his divine powers, now whole again.

[Long time no see.]

A smile, strangely wide and filled with malice, stretched across his face.

Baydos, confirming Tistina’s presence, grinned.

There was no doubt—this was the resurrection of the evil god.

“Why…”

“Why couldn’t she tell her beloved younger sibling the truth after the evil god was slain by the Dragon Knight? Was it because the curse of the evil god could potentially resurrect him if she revealed the truth? Even though no one would understand, she continued to play the role of the [Master of the Night]. To protect her dearest one, she placed a seal on herself, forcing her to hate herself for centuries.”

“She fought alone, in solitude, for that long time.”

“She lived like that, cutting off any possibility of the evil god’s return. After all that effort… why…”

[You treacherous, despicable betrayer. Go wait there, on the top. I, Baydos, will grant you the eternal punishment you deserve, one from which you can never die.]

No…

Despair filled Tistina’s heart.

She knew how powerful he was, having once betrayed and torn him down.

To defeat the unguarded evil god, she had sought help from many, put in a great deal of preparation, and relied on fortunate circumstances.

It had been perfect, to the point that she couldn’t do it again if asked.

But now, this wasn’t a sealed evil god—it was the fully resurrected evil god.

This didn’t make sense.

She couldn’t win.

Her vision flickered with images of the burning earth, the collapsing heavens, and the descent of Baydos into the hellish abyss.

Weakness flooded through Tistina’s entire being.

Her strength drained away.

Then,

Boom!

A mystical aura rapidly filled the surroundings.

“…?”

[Divine power? What is this…?]

The mystical energy imbued with divine power quickly drove away the malice of the Dragon of the Abyss, consuming the surrounding area.

The Dragon’s malice struggled fiercely but was soon overwhelmed as the mystical energy surged forward.

‘This energy…’

Somewhere, this power felt familiar.

Somewhere, this divine power felt familiar.

Tistina realized the source of the energy.

“Are you alright, Starborne?”

“Please step back for now.”

Tistina doubted her eyes and ears.

Why were they here?

“Are you that Baydos?”

[…Human?]

“That’s a nice look. It’ll be perfect if we add a bit of variety to the pattern.”

He stood between the Dragon and her, his broad back blocking her view.

“Ah, no, director! It’s too dangerous!”

The person she had longed to see, yet hoped to avoid—him.

She couldn’t watch.

Even if he wasn’t the true form but only a projection, if he faced the evil god, his soul wouldn’t survive.

She had to run—now.

“Don’t worry. I’m not the one fighting anyway.”

He raised his hand, and swirling powers of dreams and divine energy gathered around him.

“Ah, I wasn’t planning on showing this so soon…”

The divine power concentrated around him and solidified.

Then, Boom.

The world of dreams unfolded, enveloping everything.

[Emergency Event! The evil god Baydos, a specter from the past, has invaded the Pantheon!]

“If I reveal it now, it’ll lose its appeal. The picture looks better when it pops up after the whole episode.”

[Special Mode: World Boss Raid has begun.]

His confident smile shone brighter than the dark aura of the evil god, so radiant that it could blind the very shadows.





 
  Chapter 106: It’s a mess, right?


Sister.

Sister.

Sister.

As the restraint Tistina had placed to protect her mind shattered, Beidia finally witnessed the truth.

The reason the Goddess of Wisdom had cast her into this world.

The truth she had to know—yet had desperately ignored, bound by the constraints of the seal.

Ah.

The depth and breadth of my sister’s love for me…

And yet, I hated her.

I resented her.

All without truly understanding anything.

I’m so sorry.

I’ll make this right.

I’ll do whatever it takes to return my sister’s love.

No matter what it takes.

I love you, sister.

Deep within a separately isolated dream server, Beidia’s consciousness, long dormant, surged toward the surface.

***

“Is this game running out of content or what?”

“All dead games are like this.”

A place of in-game communication, prepared for the players of [Akashic Archive].

The Agora Plaza.

A gathering ground where idle players indulged in meaningless chatter.

“The story of the eighth statue was kind of fun, don’t you think?”

“Meh. The boobs were too big—I couldn’t focus on the story.”

“When’s the next one coming out? Next week?”

“Considering how previous updates happened every week, that sounds about right.”

“Why is it taking so long? There’s nothing to do!”

“Dude, this is fast. If you’re playing games all day, of course you’ll run out of content.”

“How do you think the statue stories will end?”

“Tistina keeps telling us to learn something, so I bet it’ll end with her somehow.”

“So, we fight Tistina at the end?”

“Nah. We’ll probably side with Tistina and fight Baydos.”

“Baydos is dead, though.”

“He can always come back.”

“That doesn’t even make sense.”

It was another peaceful day in the plaza.

Everything was flowing as usual, until a system-wide notification shattered the tranquility.

***

[Emergency Event! The Fallen God of Evil, Baydos, has invaded the Pantheon!]

“Huh? Emergency event? What’s this?”

“Ooh, looks like an event. Think they’ll give us some Sage Stones?”

[Special Mode: World Boss Raid Initiated.]

“RAID! RAID!”

“NEW CONTENT!”

“WOOOOOO!”

A Raid Participation button appeared before every player logged into the game.

Bored out of their minds, players jumped at the chance, tapping the button without hesitation.

As the light of dimensional teleportation engulfed them, they transcended space and gathered as one.

***

“What? A new boss for the event? That badass evil dragon?”

“Oh, I loved the Dragon Knight story. We get to fight it again?”

“YES! CONTENT! HELL YEAH!”

Even those who had logged out from boredom snatched up their terminals the moment they heard the news.

Countless lights from across the continent gathered into a single shared dream.

[W-What is this madness?!]

Hundreds of thousands assembled with a singular purpose.

Their combined presence rivaled, no, surpassed that of a god.

“Wait, we’re all fighting together?”

“Aww, man, that’s kinda disappointing. The boss is gonna die too fast.”

“Boss, please don’t die too soon. We need entertainment.”

***

These weren’t just ordinary mortals.

Every single one of them wielded the power and authority of heroes.

Even fear—the primal terror of death and suffering—held no dominion over them.

They were dopamine-addicted thrill-seekers with nothing to lose.

[H-How can this be happening?!]

The overwhelming sight sent even the Demon Dragon into panic.

“Time to test my new character’s build.”

“SHOW ME THE REWARDS!”

“COME GET SOME!”

“How many Sage Stones do you think we’ll get?”

“I’LL CARRY THIS RAID!”

***

It was beyond mere panic.

For the Demon Dragon, it was an introduction to a new and unfamiliar emotion—pure terror.

The swarm of players descended upon him like a storm of locusts.

A force that could only be described as insanity.

If an unbeatable enemy appears, then I shall use [Akashic Archive] to handle that foe.

Long ago, I had sealed away that wretched abyssal creature as a weekly boss.

Ever since, I had pondered this contingency.

If I could project a real enemy into the game, make it appear as just another raid boss to the players…

Then those players—without an ounce of fear—would rush into battle, exhilarated.

Along with the thrill of the game, I had a reward to claim.

That’s why, the moment I learned that the evil god Baydos had resurrected, I activated the emergency protocol.

A contingency command designed to project the evil god into the game—turning it into nothing more than a boss monster for the players to defeat.

Fortunately, the final chapter of Pantheon Saga was underway, and I had already planned a battle where Baydos, resurrected alongside Tistina, would be vanquished. 


That meant I could immediately repurpose those assets.

[The Dream Storyteller warns that this is too dangerous.]

Of course, the Constellation objected.

Even if I entered using an avatar instead of my true form, facing a powerful god could still deal severe damage to my mind.

But I had to go.

I was the one who had seen all the memories of the Constellations related to Baydos.

I knew what Master of the Night had been thinking when she toppled the Dragon of Destruction and ascended to Constellationhood. 

I had witnessed her struggles, her life until now.

How could I turn my back on her, knowing all of that?

[The Dream Storyteller presses their lips together in resignation and nods.]

[The Dream Storyteller extends a tiny pinky finger, asking for a promise not to do anything reckless.]

“Of course. My life is precious, too, after all.”

Once I had the Constellation’s reluctant approval, things proceeded swiftly.

Using the power of dreams, I arrived at the site of the evil god’s resurrection.

There, I found Master of the Night standing frozen before the resurrected Baydos.

“Are you alright, Constellation?”

As I suspected, PTSD from her past nightmares had surfaced. She stood there, trembling, unable to move.

“Step back for a moment.”

That only made me more determined to save her.

“So, you’re the so-called Baydos?”

[……Human?]

“You look hideous. I hope you’ve got some interesting attack patterns.”

It wasn’t just for her sake, but for all the Constellations, for all the victims from that time—I had to settle this score.

“No! Stop, Administrator! It’s too dangerous!”

Tistina tried to stop me.

She knew just how evil and powerful Baydos was.

The fact that she was trying to break free from her fear just to stop me showed how much she cared.

We hadn’t even known each other for long, yet she worried about me this much.

How touching.

“Don’t worry. I’m not the one who will be fighting.”

This battle wasn’t dangerous for me.

If anything, the one in real danger was Baydos.

“Ah, I didn’t plan to show this just yet.”

With the Constellation’s help, I fully unleashed the power of dreams.

The surrounding space was engulfed in dream energy, distorting the dimensions.

I had pulled this battlefield entirely into the Akashic Archive.

A god is strongest within their own domain?

This time, unlike in the past, we couldn’t erase Baydos’s domain?

Then we simply had to counter it with an equally powerful domain of our own.

I overlaid my domain—the Akashic Archive—on top of it.

One by one, tens of thousands of players emerged from beams of light.

Baydos looked visibly shaken, clearly caught off guard by the situation.

I relished the sight.

……Oops.

I forgot to give it a health bar.

A simple command input allowed players to see Baydos’s HP bar.

On their screens, it likely appeared as:

[LV. 614 Resurrected Dragon of Destruction, Baydos]

The moment the health bar appeared, the players charged forward.

There was no fear in their eyes. 

No hesitation.

Only the excitement of a new challenge and the hunger for rewards.

“Shall we sit back and enjoy the show?”

“…Huh? Uh… okay.”

I summoned a viewing sofa from another game asset and plopped down.

Then, I handed Tistina a drink and some popcorn.

She took them with a somewhat perplexed expression.

Sluuurp.

Reclining against the sofa, I sipped my cola through a straw as I watched the boss raid unfold.


Now that I thought about it, the players fighting Baydos this early might mess with the storyline.

This would make the finale a bit underwhelming.

Why did the boss have to show up ahead of schedule?

Baydos, you clueless idiot.

Couldn’t you have waited just a little longer?



 
  Chapter 107: I saved you!


“What is this? A carpet pattern? How cliché.”

“Her belly’s all soft! It must be a weak spot!”

“She’s tilting her head! Breath attack! Dodge! To the corner!!!”

The battlefield was filled with players, each trying to synchronize their actions for the first time. 

As a result, their coordination wasn’t as fluid as it could have been. 

Unintentionally, some interfered with others’ combat, leading to disputes among them.

Yet, despite the chaos, the vast army of heroes filling the battlefield stood strong against the mighty Baydos, the Great Dragon, an opponent that no one could easily defeat. 

Warriors with the strength of heroes—hundreds of thousands of them.

Even those experienced in combat, who had no fear, kept pressing on. 

Despite Baydos releasing devastating breath attacks and powers of destruction, the players clung to him relentlessly.

[Get away, you insignificant beings! Do you know who I am?!]

After resurrecting, the colossal body of the Dragon, once thought to be unstoppable even by gods, began to show signs of weakening.

“Health has dropped below 25%!”

“Everyone, watch out for the berserk pattern! There might be a phase two!”

[You pitiful mortals!]

A feat that even the gods couldn’t accomplish was beginning to unfold in the hands of ordinary people.

“…”

‘Is it the power of deactivated abilities?’

A small shadowy figure observed from afar, away from the battlefield. 

She had once thought that if she fully resurrected the evil god capable of destroying this dimension, she would step forward, no matter what her role became. 

She had disappeared without a trace the last time she entered this dimension—she was the direct cause of it.

Now, watching Baydos’s fall from the sidelines, she understood the unique horror of what was happening. 

The sight of the Great Dragon being thoroughly dismantled was one that had never been witnessed in any dimension. 

Even her extraordinary regenerative abilities made her understand why she had disappeared without leaving any trace.

‘What kind of principle is this?’

She wondered.

She could see it happening right in front of her, but she still couldn’t comprehend it fully.

The power that enveloped the gods, the ability to summon and hunt warriors numbering in the hundreds of thousands—it was almost unbelievable. 

Each of them, living mortals, were granted special powers, encouraged to fight, and made to focus on attacking a single target.

It was hard to believe that this power originated from this dimension.

‘But…’

It wasn’t as though there was no way to counter it.

As the players’ attention was fixed on the Great Dragon, the shadow leaped high into the air. 

Dark, foul-smelling liquid exploded from its peak, splattering in all directions.

“Black liquid?”

“What is this?”

“Ugh. This phase two is so disgusting.”

The sludge pouring from the shadow didn’t stop.

It continued to spread, filling the surrounding space.

Eventually, after reaching a critical point…

Boom!

The dream-like powers surrounding the area shattered.

[Hahaha! I knew it!]

Through the cracks, the power of the evil god surged back.

“The demon king’s barrier isn’t activating!”

“The power is draining from my body…”

The dream-like powers within the players began to fade. 

The battlefield was beginning to collapse.

[Wait! Wait, you! Did you betray me?!]

At the same time, the Great Dragon’s eyes grew dull. 

A black energy began to erode its insides.

[Evil god. Do what you must.]

The shadow merely looked down coldly from above.

She knew who the irregular was. 

Once this battlefield was cleared, she would capture him and get the answers she sought.

The once noble dragon, now a puppet of madness, unleashed its power once more.

Amid the chaos, memories from the past surged within her consciousness, seen from her sister’s point of view.

“Why, why are you doing this, sister?”

“I’m sorry, Beidia. It’s his command.”

“His? Did the Heavenly God order it?”

“Yes. He ordered that you be killed.”

“…Why?”

She could never forget the shock she felt when her sister had tried to kill her. 

She had been the one person she could rely on in the organization, the one she trusted more than anyone, the precious family she believed in.

To think that she had tried to kill her was unimaginable.

Crack!

Boom!

“…Heh. I suppose I wouldn’t survive a fall from this height.”

At the time, the shock had been too great to process. 

She thought she had just been lucky to survive.

But looking back, it wasn’t that.

It was my sister who saved me.

Pretending to kill me under the command of the Evil God, she deceived even me.

“I’m sorry, Beidia… I’m really sorry… Please forgive me.”

After saving me and sneaking away, my sister returned to secretly sob.

Since then, there had been nothing in her actions that wasn’t filled with suffering.

As the first apostle of the Evil God, [Queen of the Night], she carried out numerous missions and helped with the Evil God’s resurrection.

She then schemed in secret, making sure the Evil God didn’t notice.

She expanded the Evil God’s influence and made detailed preparations for a mechanism that would allow the Evil God to exert power even while sealed, burning countless souls to keep it running.

Meanwhile, the Evil God’s power gradually corrupted my sister’s sanity.


In her mind, the voice of Baydos endlessly repeated like a room of repentance, but my sister endured it with superhuman mental strength.

She endured it to destroy the Evil God, to protect me.

How much time had passed?

Finally, the moment arrived.

The Dragon Slayer and her dragon broke through the ‘Organization’s’ defenses and reached the Evil God’s domain.

My sister, managing the ‘Organization’ just enough, helped them easily breach the defenses.

The Dragon Slayer’s group, cornered by the power of the domain, was on the brink of destruction.

But my sister instinctively sensed that the one and only chance had come.

Taking a deep breath and mentally preparing herself, she played the part of a loyal servant to the Evil God and plunged the dagger she had honed for so long.

She destroyed all the domain’s auxiliary devices.

[How dare…! How dare a mere mortal like you…! ‘Master of the Night’! You dare…!!!]

Baydos lost his temporarily constructed domain and fell to a feeble dragon.

The Dragon Slayer and her companions seized the opportunity without hesitation.

Though a crisis came when the Great Dragon began to erode one of the Dragon Slayer’s companions, the bond between them drove away the erosion. 

By uniting as a Dragon Knight, they were able to defeat the Great Dragon.

This was the end.

My sister’s expression brightened.

The Great Dragon had perished, so everything that had gone wrong would be set right.

Only a happy future awaited us.

“Once this is over, I need to go to Beidia and tell her the truth.”

She imagined apologizing, building a little hut together, and living happily.

Just as my sister stood up, her heart swelling with hopes for the future, it happened.

[Tistina! How dare you!]

The Great Dragon, thought to be destroyed by the Dragon Knight, had returned.

Or rather, the fragmented soul remnants of the Great Dragon.

“B-Baydos…”

[So, that foolish girl… was the reason you betrayed me? Then, you shall also meet your end.]

The Great Dragon, having completely lost its divinity, didn’t have much power left.

However, killing a single human was no challenge for it.

The Evil God’s power began to seep into me, descending from the past.

“No, don’t.”

My sister ran to stop my death.

But there was only so much she could do.

How could she possibly stop the Evil God’s power, which had even eroded the dragons and made them unable to return?

So my sister made a choice.

She decided to use the Soul Furnace.

“I’m so sorry, everyone.”

The souls sacrificed by the Evil God gathered together, wailing.

“I must… protect Beidia.”

The countless souls’ cries, resentments, and hatred swirled within her.

Her mind began to wear down, but amidst their anguish, she met her death, only to be reborn as a constellation.

[Rest for a while, Beidia. When you wake, everything will return to how it was.]

She placed a golden seal on my mind, protecting me and simultaneously causing me to hate her.

Thanks to that seal, the residual thoughts of the Demon God could not threaten me.

My sister also erased part of her own memories.

She severed parts of the pain she had endured and left only a few hints, things she had to protect to maintain the situation.

She lived for centuries in agony.

Sister.

Sister.

Why, sister… why…?

***

[Do you understand now?]

The voice of the Constellation of Wisdom echoed in my mind.

“Yes, I understand. The truth you wanted to reveal to me.”

My consciousness quickly resurfaced.

As the golden seal my sister had placed on me shattered, the souls remaining in the furnace, still lingering, gathered towards me.

They desired one thing.

The true ‘destruction of the Evil God.’

Their will, united for this one purpose, infused me with divinity.

[Go and do what you must.]

The Goddess of Wisdom opened a path before me.

Baydos.


That hateful existence appeared before me.

The true enemy was now before my eyes.

Now, I can do it.

“Sister, I’ll save you.”

The Goddess of Wisdom, who had been watching everything unfold, smiled.

“This is my guidance, little one.”



 
  Chapter 108: Shadow is a famous fool


Clang!

“What’s going on?! Give me back my power!”

“The attack isn’t working!”

Suddenly, foul water surged onto the battlefield.

As that bizarre creature interfered, the domain of Dream’s Power, which had been surrounding us, began to crack and shatter.

With the Dream’s Power failing to function properly, the players began to lose the strength they had been granted.

Could it be that this was the same foul creature from the story of the Demon Lord, the one who had ambushed me before?

What a terrible timing.

I had expected the foul creature’s allies to strike at some point, which is why I had been gathering investors related to sin.

But for them to intervene just as the ancient Evil God was about to be resurrected…

This was the worst possible timing.

…Wait. 

Could it be?

Perhaps that creature was the one who resurrected the Evil God.

Could we receive help from our investors?

I had managed to send out the news through our contact network, but this was no celestial realm.

Even though we were partially within the Dream’s Power, we were still in a mixed state, with both the dream realm and the real world coexisting.

The true forms of the Constellations couldn’t directly come here.

If this place were a perfect world within the [Akashic Archive], the Constellations could easily descend in their true forms, but with Dream’s Power crumbling, that was now impossible.

As the foul water spread, the Evil God regained its power and began rampaging once again.

What was strange, however, was that, unlike before, it didn’t make any sounds. 

It just rampaged wildly, as if it had lost all sense of reason.

It resembled the corrupted dragons I had seen in the memories of the Constellation [Dragon Slayer].

Could that foul creature be corrupting and controlling Beidos in reverse?

“You’re making it so I can’t use the characters I picked?! This is too much!”

“King of the Underworld! King of the Underworld!”

Even seasoned players, no matter how experienced, couldn’t fight against the Evil God without the strength of their hero characters.

They began to be swept away, unable to put up any real resistance.

The situation was quickly spiraling into disaster.

“Director. This…”

“It seems like we’ve got a problem. I’ll handle it immediately.”

I quickly spread the Dream’s Power, trying to restore the area.

What was happening now was essentially a hacking attack on the [Akashic Archive].

I activated all the protocols I had prepared in order to block the corrupting influence of the foul water.

“Too… fast…”

Though the protocols I had set up worked properly, the rate of corruption was faster than I could counter.

With my current restoration and defensive capabilities, I couldn’t stop the deep corruption of the foul water.

“Director…”

Had the seriousness of my expression shown?

Tistina approached me with a worried look on her face.

“Thank you, Director.”

She then stepped behind me and hugged me tightly.

Her soft warmth pressed against my back.

“…Constellation?”

“Without you, Director, I wouldn’t be here. If you hadn’t been there, I wouldn’t have been able to withstand the voices echoing in my head. Before I met you in the [Akashic Archive], I couldn’t even sleep.”

She rested her head on my shoulder.

“And yet, you’ve come all the way here to save me. You’re just like the prince on the white horse from the old fairy tales.”

Constellation?

This wasn’t really the time for casual conversation.

“You are my savior, Director. You are my hero. I will never forget you.”

“Why are you saying this all of a sudden?”

When I turned to look at her, I realized her avatar was glowing brightly.

“…Ascension?”

A deity who was not supposed to interfere with the world.

Normally, deities would send down their avatars—incarnations—to the world to act on their behalf.

That alone consumed a significant amount of divine power, making it difficult, but there was something even greater than that: the Ascension.

The Ascension was when the deity’s true form descended into the avatar’s body.

It was the greatest miracle a god could perform.

To do this, the god had to bear an enormous amount of divine power.

Most deities couldn’t handle it, and would use Ascension as a last resort in extreme situations, only to perish afterward.

So if she was using Ascension now…

“Wait, Constellation!”

It was almost as if she was drawing her true form to this place, prepared for her own annihilation.

“I love you, my Director.”

Bam!

Her avatar was engulfed in a dazzling light, almost blinding in its intensity.

But then…

A hum…

Her avatar faded.

“…?”

The Ascension had been cancelled.

“I’m sorry, but the nickname ‘Prince’ is reserved for me.”

“…Ji-Hye?”

Behind Tistina stood Ji-Hye.

And at that moment…

Boom!

A deafening explosion rang out.

Something shot from the air, slamming into the dragon.

The dragon collapsed with its eyes rolled back and mouth agape.


“Sorry, Prince. I’m a little late, aren’t I?”

Ji-Hye smiled brightly at me.

Countless souls surrounded Beidos.

“Isn’t your sister annoying?”


	“A little.”


	It’s not just pretty.


	What they did to us after we were freed was too much.



“Then why… why me?”

What my sister had done to them could never be viewed in a positive light.

She had taken those who had barely escaped the torment of being captured by the Malcolm and made them into tools to elevate herself into a saint.

In fact, she had been a leader and member of the “organization” that ground these souls into the furnace of souls.

It would have been strange if they didn’t hate her and want to kill her.

***

I thought so, but…


	At first, I felt that way.


	But after spending time with your sister, I changed my mind.



“….Pardon?”


	Do you think we saw nothing while we were with your sister?


	We know that you were captured by the “organization” when you were little and didn’t know anything.


	And your sister… she secretly put out the furnace from time to time to reduce our suffering.



“……”


	Above all, your sister is the one who killed that godly bastard and saved us.



***

‘That’s right.’

‘No matter what happened afterward, she freed us from that hell!’

‘That’s enough reason to help.’

“……Thank you, everyone.”

Bedia felt the warmth as countless souls flowed into her. It was the path that countless souls had chosen with their own will, a will so strong that no evil path created by the Demon God through oppression and suffering could compare. 

The united will and hope shone brilliantly.

“I will save you.”

The divine power surged explosively. 

The flow of power gathered, and Bedia threw off her previous constraints.

[The little Master of the night unites all the desires of others.]

“Whoa! What is that?”

“Night… little Master…?”

The players surrounding Malcolm suddenly looked up at the ray of light that appeared above them.

“Beautiful…”

They were captivated by the miraculous sight.

“Wait? Why am I crying…?”

“Sister?”

“Bedi…ia. My beloved sister…”

A divine being was born, drawing a beautiful line like a meteor streaking through the sky. 

Those who watched the moment of creation were filled with a mesmerizing vision.


	So you are Bedia.


	I am Tistina.



Bedia and Tistina.

The story of their meeting and everything that followed.

[More desires are gathering for the little lord of the night.]

Their desires transformed into wishes and power for the newly born god.

And in a flash, a beam of light shot through the air.

KAAAAAANG!

It pierced through Malcolm.

***

‘Was that the Evil God, who almost swallowed the dimensions?’

‘He was so incompetent.’

The shadow of the abyss had escaped the dream world. 

In the space where dreams and reality merged, the shadow of the abyss and the dream’s master were locked in a tug-of-war, each struggling for control.

No, it seemed like the erosion was happening faster.

But the balance of power suddenly shifted as the young god emerged and caused the Evil God to collapse, losing his control.

The source of erosion, the Evil God, vanished, and the dream power lost its dominance.

‘Should I find another way?’

The shadow quickly distanced itself from the dream world. 

This operation had failed.

The irregularity’s divine body had not been secured. 

But it was okay. 

‘Now that I knew who the irregularity was, I could ask for help.’

‘And I had clearly seen what the power of the dream could do.’

‘If I return, I won’t lose next time.’

Zzzziiiing…

A rift between dimensions.

The shadow tried to enter, to return to the deepest abyss of the dimension.

But…?

What was that?

‘I had crossed the rift, but the scenery hadn’t changed.’

‘I had entered the other side of the dimension, yet it was the same.’

It was a completely incomprehensible anomaly.

The shadow realized that something was wrong.

“Since when did you think you had escaped the dream?”

Clang!

The false dream that had been deceiving all of the shadow’s senses shattered.

The shadow realized that it was still in the dream world, thinking it had escaped. 

A chill ran down its spine.


The emotion it had long forgotten, a sense of fear, filled its mind.

“I went to all this trouble to show off, and now you’re causing chaos like this… What does that make me?”

The shadow’s body stiffened.

Was it due to the unfamiliar fear or because of the power of the dream? 

The shadow couldn’t tell.



 
  Chapter 109: Dreams are for those who cannot live without dreams.


Was it all just a dream until now? 

Had he merely crossed the boundaries of a dream world, only to find that every memory he held was nothing but a fleeting illusion?

A shadow swiftly scanned its surroundings.

The only presence visible was the Irregular—just one. 

Neither the newly awakened Constellation, who had gathered the wishes of many to ascend to godhood, nor her elder sister, another Constellation, were anywhere nearby.

It seemed like a crisis, yet it was closer to an opportunity.

Dark, thick liquid erupted from the shadow. 

If there was only one Irregular, it would be an easy match.

Foolish.

The shadow twisted its lips into a smirk. 

Since things had come to this, it would take the Irregular back. 

If it could extract enough information, it might even uncover her whereabouts.

The dense power of erosion distorted the surrounding dream as it advanced.

“W-what is this?!”

A human boy, who had entered the scene with confidence, staggered back in shock.

The shadow’s grin deepened. 

The feats this boy had accomplished with the power of dreams were astonishing, even from the shadow’s perspective. 

Using the power of dreams to unite the strength of mortals, overthrow an evil god, and consolidate their wishes into one…

Never before, across any dimension the shadow had encountered, had it seen such an application.

But that was all.

Coming alone had been a mistake.

The boy hastily commanded the power of dreams to activate various security measures. 

He launched firewalls and barriers to counter the encroachment.

‘Futile.’

Yet, the erosion did not falter. 

It darkened even the firewalls, pressing forward relentlessly. 

The power of dreams had already begun to warp under its influence, twisting beyond recognition. 

No matter what the boy did, the outcome had already been decided.

“Aaaah! No!”

The human boy flailed his arms, stumbling in vain. 

The shadow expanded, enveloping him completely.

And with that, the dream was consumed.

***

“Prince~, this one’s smiling.”

“Looks like he’s having a pleasant dream.”

The Abyssal Prison.

Within a massive glass chamber, reminiscent of an enormous water tank, a figure submerged in dark liquid curled its lips into a subtle grin.

The first time I had encountered the Abyss, I had been caught off guard by its unique ability to nullify my powers. 

Unable to react properly, I had been pushed into a corner.

I had barely managed to subdue it with overwhelming force, breaking through with the aid of a demonic god. 

However, its abnormal regenerative ability had proven a challenge.

Thus, we had made it a recurring raid boss, forcing the players of [Akashic Archive] to continuously hunt it down.

By ensuring it was defeated before it could recover enough strength to escape the dream-formed world, we kept it contained.

Since then, my backers and I had anticipated that the Abyss’s ally would one day return to strike again.

An otherworldly being, possessing abilities as unique as the first Abyssal Entity, could launch another attack at any time.

So, we built a prison.

A construct of wisdom and magitech, reinforced by the combined powers of our backers, molded into a structure infused with the power of dreams drawn from our Constellation.

A prison so absolute that even an Abyssal Entity, no matter how powerful, could never escape.

And as expected, the second Abyssal Shadow we had captured was now helplessly trapped within.

Drowned in the overwhelming dream energy filling the prison, lost in an illusion it could not break.

***

“It’s confirmed. This one is from an entirely different dimension.”

Wisdom, who was analyzing the Abyssal Shadow within the prison, spoke up.

The first Abyssal Entity had been impossible to restrain properly, so we had simply thrown it into the raid boss system, preventing any deep research or analysis.

This time, however, the new shadow was perfectly contained, allowing us to extract information.

Especially with Wisdom and the magitech expert at our disposal—both specialists in this field.

“I believe the power that destroyed your dream domain, Prince, originated from this entity. Let’s call it Shadow Number Two for now.”

Wisdom continued, “It seems to possess a unique power. Similar to the erosion used by the evil god… but more advanced.”

A force that devoured divinity and divine authority, expanding at an alarming rate.

“If Shadow Number One had the ability to nullify divine authority, then Shadow Number Two possesses the ability to corrode divinity itself…”

Now I understand. 

I understand why the raid boss battle I meticulously prepared collapsed so easily.

If Ji-hye hadn’t brought Beidia to help…

“Thank you, our dear Princess Ji-hye. If you hadn’t awakened Beidia’s power, we would have been in real danger.”

“Ehh~ it’s nothing, Prince.”

Ji-hye turned her head away, a faint blush creeping onto her cheeks. 

She tried to hide it, but the slight twitch of her lips betrayed her amusement.

“I only used the story you had already prepared.”

At first, I had no idea what she intended to do with the first edition of Tistina’s Tale. 

But to think she would show it to Beidia—who was deeply connected to Tistina—and cause her to awaken…

It was a move befitting the goddess of wisdom.

“To be honest, even I didn’t expect Beidia to transcend.”

Every player present had witnessed Beidia’s flame firsthand. 

They had felt its story, its emotions.

Their collective will and determination had converged upon her, forming her divine presence.

A power so immense that it brought down a rampaging evil god, consumed by corruption, in a single blow.

“But if you really want to thank me… heh-heh.”

Ji-hye fidgeted with her fingers.

“Could you grant me one of those Wish Tokens?”


A Wish Token?

The moment she mentioned it, an unpleasant memory surfaced.

“I—I’m really sorry about what happened last time! I promise I won’t cause trouble again!”

“…Of course, I’ll give you one. Thanks to you, we even managed to capture the Shadow of the Abyss.”

The term Wish Token still made me uneasy, but…

The gratitude I owed her outweighed my concerns.

Without her, not only the Akashic Archive but the entire continent might have been in jeopardy.

I left Ji-hye behind as she continued analyzing the Shadow of the Abyss and stepped out of the prison.

For now, there was something else to worry about—the game’s story.

I had carefully built up the final boss battle with the Evil Dragon Baydos, only for the narrative to unravel completely.

Beidia’s sudden emergence had thrown Tistina’s arc wide open.

The official storyline had been unceremoniously spoiled.

This is a mess.

As I stepped outside, dozens of figures came into view.

Each of them radiated overwhelming power.

“Our hero, the overseer, has arrived!”

“The one who felled the Evil Dragon—an enemy not even the gods of the Mythic Age could defeat!”

“The legend who nurtured heroes… even the gods must bow to such a feat!”

Tens of thousands of voices rose in unison.

“…Ahaha.”

They were the Constellations, beings who should only exist in the divine realm.

Even they had been threatened by the return of the Evil Dragon Baydos.

His resurrection had been a crisis of cosmic proportions.

I could understand why they were welcoming me like this.

“Let us all raise a toast to our hero!”

“To the great guardian of the Archive, the Overseer!”

The last time I had captured a Shadow, they had tried to drag me into a grand feast as well.

I had barely escaped thanks to Beidia and the investors diverting their attention…

I glanced around.

Where the hell did everyone go?

“Uh, w-wait a second!”

“Come, join us!”

“Your body is too frail for a hero. Let’s get you into shape!”

In the end, I was powerless to resist as they dragged me along.

“I-Is this how it ends…?”

The battlefield cleanup had been left to the investors.

The Constellation banquet had also concluded.

Thus, the long day that had begun with my encounter with Tistina had finally come to an end.

At last, I was able to leave the divine realm and return to my quarters.

With a weary sigh, I collapsed onto my bed.

But there was still one more person I needed to thank.

The one who had made all of this possible.

The Dreamteller’s Authority.

“…It’s finally over, Constellation.”

My Constellation.

I waited for a response.

But no reply came.

It was as if something had happened.

“Constellation?”

A bad feeling crept into my mind.

Ever since capturing that shadow and locking it away, I hadn’t spoken with them.

No—I hadn’t had the time.

What if something had happened to them?

What if, during the battle, the corruption had spread through Dream’s Authority and reached them?

I shot up from my bed.

I had forgotten the most important person.

Without hesitation, I activated Dream’s Authority and ascended to their domain.

Creak.

As I pushed open the door to the Constellation’s chamber, the deepest part of their realm…


[The Dreamteller curls up into a ball, mumbling, “I am a shiitake mushroom.”]

I blinked.

A small, round figure rolled across the floor.

[The Dreamteller mutters, “I am just a useless shiitake mushroom.”]

…What the hell am I looking at?



 
  Chapter 110: Nong Nong Mushroom


In a quiet corner of the heavenly garden, two goddesses sat on a secluded bench, as the other gods were off enjoying a grand feast.

“That was too much, sis.” 

One goddess lightly tapped the other on the arm.

“I’m sorry,” the other replied, a sheepish smile on her face.

“It really was the only way,” she added with a sigh.

“Then you could have just told me the truth from the beginning.”

“If you had known the truth, the curse of the Evil God would have consumed you and used your soul as fuel for resurrection.”

“…Even so, you didn’t have to make me hate you.”

“If you had kept any affection for me, the divine barrier would have been broken instantly. Actually, the moment I set the barrier, it was already shattered. …I didn’t even know our little sister loved me that much.”

Tistina gave a mischievous grin, and a flush spread across Beidia’s face.

“No, no! It must have been because you set the barrier wrong!” Beidia stammered.

“But I set it correctly, didn’t I?”

“No, you didn’t! You made a mistake!” Beidia protested.

“I didn’t, though.”

“You did!”

The two goddesses continued their childish bickering, their prideful exchange an endearing back-and-forth.

Then suddenly, Tistina burst into laughter, her shoulders shaking with it. 

Her lighthearted chuckles marked the end of their odd little argument.

“…Why are you laughing?” 

Beidia asked, frowning.

“Aah, sorry,” Tistina wiped away a stray tear with her finger. 

“It just brought back some memories.”

“Memories?”

“Yeah… Do you remember the day I returned from that mission, exhausted after advancing to the 10th rank?”

“…I remember.”

“That day felt just like this, and suddenly all those memories came rushing back.”

The day when she had been assigned the worst mission, a task that had eaten away at her very soul. 

It was her younger sister, Beidia, who had pulled her from that agony. 

And now, this argument, this familiar quarrel, had brought those old days rushing back. 

It was enough to make anyone nostalgic.

Though those years, aside from the time spent with her sister, had been nothing short of hellish, with days darker than nightmares.

“…Sis?”

On the other hand, Beidia’s face had hardened. She hadn’t understood back then, but now, knowing her sister’s past, she could comprehend the magnitude of the trials Tistina had endured.

“You’re making that face again,” Tistina said gently. 

“The Evil God has fallen, and we are free now.”

“…Yeah, sis.”

Baydos was dead. 

With the collective will of everyone, they had torn apart the corrupted Dragonheart, shattering the curse. 

The nightmare that once haunted them would never return.

“Isn’t it even more impressive that you ascended to godhood with such overwhelming support from so many souls?”

“Well, those souls loved you.”

“…Loved me? The one who prevented them from returning to peace?”

“Yeah. They knew everything about you.”

“Is that so… I should thank them, then.”

The two goddesses continued their conversation, speaking of everything that had passed—of their time apart and their reunion. 

They also discussed the [Akashic Archive] that had brought them back together.

“So, you asked the Overseer to turn your story into a game?”

“That’s right.”

“…But you erased my memory of it, worried that the Evil God might return?”

“Haha, yeah, I honestly didn’t even realize I had cast a barrier on myself to prevent others from knowing. I forgot that part.”

“Unbelievable. The game… it wasn’t made by some group, but by the Apostle of Dreams… Wait, there was an Apostle of Dreams? That’s new to me.”

“You thought the Evil God made the game to come back, right?”

“Yeah, now that I think about it, that was a ridiculously wrong guess.”

“Heh. You’re supposed to have the best information in the continent, but that was a pretty big miss, wasn’t it?”

“Well, it was a result so polished, I didn’t think it was something a single person could create. It’s normal to think that way, isn’t it?”

“Heh.”

“Stop laughing already!” 

Beidia protested.

Their conversation, full of bickering, felt far more like the exchange between two ordinary women than the divine conversation of goddesses.

“Aren’t you impressed by our Overseer?”

“…What?”

“Well, if we’re talking about the Overseer, we have to start with this…” 

Tistina said, holding up something with a grin, as though preparing to make a proclamation about their divine order.

“…So, that’s why our Overseer is so amazing.”

“Ah… I see now.”

After several hours of listening to Tistina’s stories, Beidia’s eyes had long since lost their focus.

“When I get the chance, I’ll introduce you to some of the learned ones who truly understand the Overseer. There’s an old association called the Transcendent Order…”

“Wow… I’m really looking forward to that.”

Beidia’s voice, as she spoke of her sister, was almost empty of any emotion. 

Was this really her sister? 

What was it about this Overseer that had captivated her sister so much? 

What kind of person was this Overseer to charm someone like that? 

Not a celestial, not a divine apostle… just a mere mortal?

“I wish we had a bit more time,” Tistina sighed.

The two goddesses walked together outside the garden. 

Tistina had come to escort Beidia to the gates of the heavens.

“Sorry, Beidia. It’s been so long since we last met, but I have duties as a celestial to attend to.”

“It’s okay. I understand. I’m in a position where I lead an organization as well. There are things I need to take care of quickly before my divinity is fully solidified, and I can no longer descend to the earthly realm.”

“When everything is over, come find me again. I’ll teach you everything you need to know as a new constellation. No, wait. Let’s live together now. Come to my domain. I’ll make a home for you.”


“Yes, sister. I will definitely come.”

The long time of parting had come to an end.

Now, not only could they meet again, but they could also live together.

The comforting truth of that fact made the brief farewell feel almost insignificant.

Vrrrrr…

Beidia’s consciousness quickly began to fade.

She was descending from the heavens to the earth.

Since her divinity as a constellation was not yet completely solidified, she could return to the earth in a form closer to an avatar.

Of course, since she wouldn’t be able to stay in this state for long, she needed to quickly handle the remaining matters.

Thus, she returned to Burroughs, the Master of the Night’s room.

Beidia opened her eyes from the soft chair placed in the center of the room.

“I have an important announcement to make, so gather everyone.”

After a little while, all the agents of Burroughs had gathered in the grand hall of the central branch.

Beidia sat on the highest chair in the hall, crossing her legs and looking down at the agents.

This was her organization—built by seizing all the remaining infrastructures after the collapse of the ‘organization’.

Despite having endured such nightmarish times, if she were to ask herself why she had rebuilt such an organization, it would likely be because of her memories with her sister.

It was those memories with her sister that had helped her endure those horrifying times. 

She had created Burroughs to find those memories again and gathered the agents to recall those bittersweet moments—memories of love and hatred with her sister.

They were family, replacements for her sister, younger siblings, and children she raised herself.

Now that she had regained her sister, they were no longer needed.

Should she make them her disciples? 

Or should they become members of her church?

Beidia pondered, glancing at the agents who were focused on her.

“…Hm?”

She noticed something unusual in the way the agents were looking at her.

Normally, their gazes were filled with respect and awe, but today, it felt… more intimate.

What was this?

Is there something on my face?

As Beidia thought this over, her face, which had been full of dignity, suddenly turned bright red.

These brats!

They were playing games instead of doing their work!

She felt as if all the secret matters between herself and her sister had been laid bare in front of her children, just like a parent exposed in front of their children.

It dawned on Beidia that the agents had learned everything about the secrets between her and her sister.

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about, Constellation. It was thanks to your divine power that we were able to create the [Akashic Archive], and it was because of your power that we were able to borrow the strength of the players to block the Abyss.”

[The Dreamteller says, “But I’m a powerless Constellation who can’t even properly convey my powers,” while tightly hugging its short legs and wiggling its fingers.]

“It wasn’t about the divine power. Your divine power was perfect. It was just that the power of some weird guy—who we don’t even know where he came from—was the kind that disregarded the divine power of the gods.”

Why is our Constellation acting like this today?

She was known to occasionally sulk or droop like a child when she wasn’t feeling well. 

But today… it seemed more intense.

Such severe self-deprecation…

Could it be that the revelation of the Abyss overcoming the Dream’s power in this incident had been such a shock?

The fact that wisdom had easily blocked the Abyss while Beidia couldn’t even think of such a solution made her lower her head in despair.

[The Dreamteller says, “The Dream’s power gets crushed…”]

Wisdom? 

Was Beidia feeling down because of Wisdom’s achievements in this event?

…Certainly, Wisdom’s role in this incident had been nothing short of impressive.

Although Beidia had stepped in magnificently, it was ultimately Wisdom who solved everything, leaving Beidia with a bit of an embarrassing image.

But that didn’t mean their Constellation was incompetent.

“It was all possible because of your divine power, Constellation. Without your strength, Wisdom wouldn’t have been able to do anything. Hey, rather, you were the biggest contributor and the one who played the most important role in solving this incident!”

In fact, if the Dream’s power hadn’t been there, Wisdom’s plan wouldn’t have worked at all.

Of course, let’s not entertain any thoughts that she would’ve come up with a different method…

Suddenly, the Constellation raised her head sharply.

“Really?” she asked.

“Really, do you think so?” she added.

“…Huh?”

In an instant, she dashed over to Beidia, her small face looking up at her with big eyes.

“Then tell me,” she said.


“Is it Wisdom or me?” she asked.

“S-Sister?”

Looking up at her, Beidia saw something terrifying in her sister’s innocent, childlike eyes.

“Make your choice,” she demanded.

It felt like if she gave the wrong answer, something irreversible would happen.



 
  Chapter 111: Lift up the constellations.


Rian, unable to resist the pressure of his celestial throne, finally laid down on his bed to sleep.

After a long and tiring day, he quickly drifted into slumber.

A small hand rose above his head.

It moved about on top of him, checking to see if he had fallen asleep.

Non, non.

A tiny form wriggled, crawling up onto Rian.

Little tendrils sprang out, covering both her and Rian.

She buried her head against his chest, and exercised her power.

To ensure he would sleep more comfortably, to grant him a restful time with no dreams.

It was not only for the comfort of her beloved apostle, but also for herself.

“Heheh.”

She savored the sensations flowing from him.

The Dream Throne rubbed its face against Rian’s chest.

Though it was not his true form, but rather a manifestation, that alone was enough.

After savoring that warmth for a while, she lifted her head.

There, she saw his peaceful, sleeping face.

His face, so full of love and tenderness.

Though a wicked woman tried to steal him away, he had chosen her.

What if her power was weak and she could do nothing?

He had chosen her, after all.

“Hehehe.”

A laugh escaped uncontrollably.

She couldn’t stop it.

From their very first meeting, it had been different.

Her encounter with him had been far more romantic than any god and apostle’s meeting could ever compare to.

It was truly a bond, a fate of its own.

An encounter between a forgotten god, unknown to anyone, and an ordinary human.

Then, her head throbbed sharply.

A sudden headache caused her to grimace.

‘Tentacles…?’

‘Hmm… baby octopus?’

‘Mumble, mumble…’

‘Get away, you insignificant thing!’

‘There must be dipping sauce…’

‘Wh-where are you touching!?’

‘What kind of dream is this!?’

Memories flooded her mind—memories that shouldn’t have existed.

What was this?

A question mark formed in her mind.

Unfamiliar memories that she couldn’t recognize.

A shockingly unfamiliar first encounter.

But she was seeing them for the first time.

Like important memories that had been forgotten.

The headache finally subsided.

Only then did she comfortably lie back onto Rian’s body.

***

A memory that must never be forgotten.

His first meeting with her, before everything vanished.

‘First meeting?’

He was confused.

The meeting he had thought was their first wasn’t the first one at all?

What was going on…?

It was warm.

Something small and soft seemed to grow larger, enveloping him.

It was filled with the pleasant smell unique to babies—warm and comforting.

He opened his eyes.

He was staring at the familiar ceiling of his academy dorm.

His room?

He slowly sat up.

He remembered sleeping in the Constellation’s room yesterday.

Had the Constellation sent him back down to the ground?

He stood up and stepped out of bed.

“…Hmm?”

Something felt different.

His body felt lighter.

It was as if all the accumulated fatigue had melted away.

It was hard to believe that he had gone through so many things yesterday—his body was overflowing with energy.

It seemed like his Constellation had done something for him.

Thank you, Constellation.

He went to the bathroom, brushed his teeth, and took a shower to fully wake up.

Then, he spread the power of the Dream and entered the Akashic Archive.

The issues with the unexpected appearance of the dragon Baydos and the abyss had been somewhat resolved, but as a result, the game faced new problems.

The story of Tistina, which was supposed to reach its climax in the episode, had leaked.

That needed to be dealt with.

The only fortunate part was that, so far, only eight out of the twelve gods of the Pantheon had been revealed.

Since the remaining four gods had not even been selected yet, he could leave them as a MacGuffin for later episodes.

If he were to proceed this way…

It seemed best to finish the story like this.

***

The First Apostle of the Sacrificial Church, Melissa, walked through the temple with a pious expression and posture.

The priests, holy knights, and worshippers all lowered their heads in reverence as they watched her.

The first apostle of the faithful Sacrifice.

Her figure was sacred, divine.

Melissa responded to everyone’s greeting with a gentle nod and entered the prayer room at the farthest corner of the temple.

Click.

She locked the door behind her.

Now, she could finally breathe a little easier.

What did everyone think of me?

When the truths about Saint’s sacrifice were revealed through the [Akashic Archive], the way people viewed her became overwhelmingly burdensome.

‘It wasn’t this bad before.’

I’m happy that the Saint, whom I hold dear and admire, is doing well, but it feels a bit much.

Am I jealous that my little Saint is getting so much attention? 

Is that what this is?

Melissa fumbled through her bag and took out her terminal.

Today was the day the final chapter of the Pantheon Story would be released.

She couldn’t afford to miss it.

She immediately booted up the [Akashic Archive] on her terminal.

Playing the game in the heart of the Saint’s temple might seem like a sacrilegious act to some, but Saint actually liked when her disciples used the [Akashic Archive].

For Melissa, playing the [Akashic Archive] was the right way to practice her faith.

After all, her fully upgraded and max-leveled [Knight Ren] had been by her side.

“Hehehe…”

As she entered the game, she saw her Saint’s character, [Knight Ren], sitting in the room she had decorated using the housing feature.

“Come here!”

Without hesitation, she ran to her character and jumped into its arms.


It was still so well made, every time she saw it.

The wallpaper and furniture she’d chosen, all in the Saint’s personal color of white, were perfection.

It was so perfect that she could confidently say she’d decorated better than her newly made friend, Safira, a disciple of [Thievery] from a neighboring city.

She quickly took a screenshot of the room she’d created for Ren.

Using the in-game capture feature, she took the photo and entered the community where she usually posted.

Title: Isn’t she pretty! No bad words allowed!

(Photo)

Ding!

After editing the photo, she posted it immediately.

And of course, she didn’t forget to boost the post’s popularity by using several of her alternate accounts to upvote it.

Some might think this was wrong, but to her, it wasn’t.

It was simply a righteous act of evangelism.

Ding!

Once the post’s upvotes surpassed a certain threshold, the number of views started to increase, and comments began flooding in.


	“Ren is so beautiful 😢😢😢”


	“Your room looks amazing, what wallpaper did you use?”





 
  Chapter 112: Formula is a must!


The Crown Prince, Laizeol, lay on his bed with a terminal in his hand.

Today was the day the final chapter of the “Pantheon” story, from the statue saga, was going to be updated. 

After the unexpected boss raid battle the other day, he couldn’t wait to see how the story would unfold.

Although the battle had started without any warning, Laizeol immediately abandoned everything he was doing and logged into the game. 

It was a once-in-a-lifetime event, far more important than his heir training.

Of course, after the event, he had worried he might be summoned by the Emperor and scolded, but the Emperor had also set aside his state affairs and jumped into the game, so no reprimands came his way.

As the game loaded on his terminal, Laizeol’s consciousness quickly faded. 

A strange sensation that felt as though he were crossing the barrier of dimensions washed over his body.

And then, moments later—

Pah!

The scene of the twelve statues surrounding him in the Pantheon unfolded.

“Ah…”

Sitting elegantly in a grand chair and flipping through a book, Tistina lowered her monocle and stood up from her seat.

She approached the Crown Prince.

“The hero who defeated the evil dragon has arrived.”

“Hero? …Ah.”

Laizeol realized she was referring to the boss raid that had happened recently.

But wasn’t it a battle I fought together with other players? 

Why is she just glossing over that?

This was a game where players didn’t usually meet each other. 

How would this part of the raid even be explained?

There were many questions that had arisen after the raid.

“The reason we showed you our story and allowed you to learn from it is that only you could defeat that evil dragon. We poured the essence of the Twelve Gods into you, hoping you would bring down the dragon. Though, we didn’t expect the dragon to make the first move.”

Tistina began explaining the reason she had placed him into the story of the statues.

Long ago, the dragon knight and the other constellations had barely managed to defeat the great dragon, Baydos.

But…

Though the sealing had been in place for a long time, the collapse of the seal was imminent. But just before it did, heroes had sacrificed themselves to defeat Baydos.

However, eradicating the remnants of Baydos that sank deep into the abyss was no simple feat.

“So… you tried to train me to eliminate the remnants of that dragon?”

“Something like that. The constellations’ power alone couldn’t do it. Only you—who belong to no world and have the potential to be a Hero—could confront Baydos.”

The fact that the guardian had entrusted him to her for training now made sense.

All this time, the training had been aimed at one goal: defeating Baydos.

Laizeol finally began to understand everything that had happened. He had thought the scattered stories of the statues were all unrelated, but they had all been pointing to one being—Baydos.

“All the things I’ve learned up until now…”

From Chief Yastora to Queen Tistina…

Had all these stories been about preparing to fight against Baydos?

“But for some reason, Baydos struck first.”

Laizeol was surprised. Baydos had plenty of time before he would awaken. How had he suddenly woken up?

“Perhaps the Abyss interfered,” Tistina mused.

Baydos had been freed from his seal, wrapped in the mysterious magic of the Abyss. He regained his true power and invaded the Archive.

That sudden emergency boss battle had been the result of this.

“It was so sudden that people wondered if the boss battle against Baydos was actually happening in real life. I guess that’s why the story unfolded this way…”

No matter how well-crafted the game was, reality still had its limits. 

Even someone as devoted to the game as Laizeol had to admit that.

Though, of course, Bercia was real…

“Fortunately, the emergency protocol for the Archive was still in place. It’s a hidden power that allows the use of the Guardians’ strength.”

“Guardians…?” 

Laizeol questioned. 

Wasn’t he the only Guardian?

“There are others, from different dimensions. The Guardian said they were from parallel dimensions. I don’t really understand it, but he’ll explain later.”

Parallel dimensions?

Though the meaning was unclear, it seemed like the other players had an idea of what was going on.

“Anyway, you defeated Baydos brilliantly, even without the curriculum I had prepared for you. You truly are our hero.”

Is that the end?

Laizeol felt a sense of emptiness. 

He had built up expectations, anticipating that there would be many more secrets beyond the stories of the constellations, and perhaps an even greater twist. 

But…

Was that really all?

Of course, the evil dragon he had faced was formidable. 

Just standing before it, his legs had shaken, and his arms had trembled. 

Thinking back, Baydos was certainly not a weak foe. 

Had he faced him alone, without the help of other players, he wouldn’t have stood a chance.

The thrill of dodging Baydos’s breath and plunging a sword into his neck alongside so many others still resonated in his mind. 

He would never forget the sensation of that battle.

But still…

‘Is this really the end?’

It felt like too abrupt a conclusion.

“A pity, but it seems our time together ends here. I’ve enjoyed our time, Guardian Zeol.”

Laizeol felt disappointment as he realized that the other constellations, whom he had never truly met, were all wrapped up in Tistina’s tale. 

The grand finale, which he had hoped for, had amounted to this.

This is it?

“Hm… But it seems the Guardian who was supposed to take you hasn’t arrived. How strange. He’s not the type to break his promises.”

Tistina tilted her head, her expression turning serious.

“…Could it be?”

Her face stiffened.

“Impossible. But this…”

The atmosphere grew tense.

“…My dear.”

“What’s wrong?”


Was it the end?

“It seems something has happened to the Guardian.”

Tistina crossed her hands, which radiated a divine energy. 

The sparkling energy gathered together, distorting the space around them.

“I thought the Abyssal scheme had ended in Baydos, but it seems that was not the case.”

“Tell me what’s happening.”

“It seems it was a diversion. While our attention was focused on Baydos, the Abyss struck with another attack. Damn it. So that’s why Baydos resurrected earlier than expected… they were planning to use it like this.”

So that’s the reason.

It seemed this episode wasn’t over yet.

The Crown Prince stepped into the space crack that Tistina had opened. 

The portal to the dimensional rift connected, and beyond it, the scene of the ruined Archive appeared.

“This place…”

It was the Archive, a place filled with bookshelves where they had often come before. 

But now, it was barely recognizable, reduced to ruins. 

The once orderly shelves had been set aflame, now in tatters. 

Pieces of paper fluttered in the air, and scattered around were the bodies of the Guardians…

The ominous energy around them gathered into one place.

Blackened, Abyssal smoke condensed, and from it, a dark figure began to emerge.

It resembled a human form, yet it was made entirely of monochromatic shadow.

Because of this, the Crown Prince couldn’t even tell whether the figure was male, female, human, or of some other race.

Crack!

The shadow twisted its head, as if loosening its neck. 

It almost seemed like it was preparing to move.

“My dear! It comes!”

With Tistina’s shout, the shadow lunged forward.

“Ugh!”

In the blink of an eye, the shadow vanished and reappeared right in front of the Crown Prince. 

He quickly raised his sword, blocking the shadow’s attack.

Bang!

However, he couldn’t block the full force, and he was pushed back, crashing into a bookshelf.

“…Is this the true enemy of the Abyss?”

The Crown Prince pushed himself up from the wreckage of the fallen bookshelf, rustling the broken pieces of wood. 

His character abilities activated across his entire body.

LV.??? Abyssal Infiltrator

And so, the boss battle began.

“A perfect climax and conclusion. Nothing could be better.”

“Thank you for the compliment.”

Luckily, the conclusion had been rushed, but Tistina was satisfied with it.

“To think that with the power of the gods we’ve encountered, we would defeat the enemy. It’s such a beautiful story. Is that why I kept mentioning ‘training’ in the game?”

“Haha, I’m glad you like it.”

The encounter, where they gathered the power of connections formed throughout the story to awaken and defeat the enemy, was a common trope in Earth-based games. 

It might seem cliché, but it was also the best kind of experience, evoking a rush of nostalgia and excitement as players reflected on everything they’d been through, like a flash of images passing by.

Indeed, the Pantheon Saga was just like that.

Originally planned with twelve gods, the story had been reduced to eight gods, with Tistina taking center stage. 

Yet, if the connections formed through the game empowered the players and opened new realms, the sense of accomplishment and exhilaration they would feel would be beyond words.

In this world, where such precedents didn’t exist, players wouldn’t find it stale. 

It would be even more impactful.

“But there’s one thing that’s wrong.”

“…What? What part?”

“The scene where the substitute Guardian defeats the Abyss is perfect. But why did the Guardian lose?”

“Ah, that part was to elevate the boss and give the players a greater sense of achievement.”

“No, no, that’s wrong.”

“Is it?”

“Yes. The Guardian—this magnificent Guardian who manages the Akashic Archive—losing to a mere Abyssal entity is unacceptable. It doesn’t make sense.”

“Well, that’s…”

“You may not understand, but let me explain. If we look at how the Guardian behaved in the earlier episode with Orpheus, the level of power one object can possess is…”

Tistina suddenly created a chalkboard with divine power and began to explain the strength of the Guardian, organizing the previous stories. 

If we consider the established power of the Guardian, there’s no way the Guardian could lose to just one Abyssal entity.

Naturally, I hadn’t set any of this up myself. 


The Guardian’s secrets were still hidden.

But as Tistina’s lecture continued, I too became a bit confused.

Ah, I see.

Maybe the Guardian shouldn’t lose.

It almost seemed like the truth of what she was saying.
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From the depths of the abyss, a dark force surged, coalescing into a pitch-black orb. 

Streaks of light burst forth from it.

Boom! Boom!

A radiant white barrier, crafted by Tistina through divine power, stood tall. 

The beams struck the barrier, exploding upon impact.

Crack!

Tistina poured her strength into the barrier, but the relentless assault overwhelmed her. 

Thin cracks spread across its surface.

More beams followed.

Boom!

With a thunderous roar, the barrier shattered.

“Ugh!”

Tistina was thrown back by the force of the explosion.

“Are you all right?” 

The crown prince rushed to her side, worry evident in his voice.

“…I’m sorry. It seems I won’t be of much help with my current strength.”

Though she was the protagonist of her own story, summoned temporarily outside the narrative by the overseer’s authority, she could not wield the full extent of her original power.

A brilliant white light enveloped Tistina. Her physical form dissolved, leaving only her glowing spirit behind.

[I will support you with my spirit’s strength.]

“That will suffice.”

The crown prince launched himself forward, charging at the enemy. 

Dark beams rained down upon him. 

But as he activated the abilities of his Dragoon character, a gleaming suit of armor encased his body, deflecting the attacks.

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang!

The prince unleashed a flurry of attacks, drawing upon the power of the heroes he had cultivated. 

Yet the abyss twisted and contorted in response. 

Its body shifted into a colossal shield, then morphed into a towering golem that scraped the ceiling. 

At times, it took the savage form of a primal beast, rampaging with wild ferocity.

This foe was unlike any other. 

Its unpredictable transformations made it impossible to anticipate.

Clash!

The prince’s sword met the shadow’s clawed strike. 

The creature’s face twisted into a grin — a derisive sneer.

“You dare mock me?”

The prince’s eyes narrowed. 

Something was amiss. 

A sinister energy flowed toward the shadow, seeping into it.

“Damn it… I see.”

He realized what the shadow was feeding on — the corpses of the overseers scattered across the battlefield. 

It greedily absorbed their power.

Though the prince had no deep connection to the overseers, they had journeyed together. 

Watching their desecrated remains consumed for strength ignited his fury.

“Haaaa!”

With a battle cry, he charged once more. 

The prince weaved through the beams, executing a dive attack with the full might of his Dragoon abilities.

Bersia’s power enhanced him, and the saintess’s blessing restored his wounds. 

Every experience he had gained until now converged, empowering his assault.

The shadow’s health bar at the top of his vision steadily dwindled. 

Bit by bit, the once-imposing gauge approached its end.

“This is it.”

The prince channeled the Dragoon’s accumulated energy, unleashing a devastating final blow. The shadow’s body crumbled as the explosive force consumed it.

The health bar disappeared.

“Is it over?”

Just as the prince cautiously approached, the ground trembled.

Rumble. 

Rumble.

“What… is this?”

A dreadful energy condensed where the shadow had fallen. 

The air grew thick with malice.

[No… It can’t be!]

Tistina’s spirit trembled in disbelief. Fear flashed across her translucent face.

[It’s impossible! I confirmed its destruction!]

A chilling mist swirled, expanding rapidly. 

The prince’s eyes widened as the ominous form took shape.

“No…”

A monstrous dragon emerged, its body vast enough to fill the entire archive.

“Baydos… the Dark Dragon.”

The very beast he had vanquished in a previous raid. 

Yet now it returned, reborn in a more terrifying form.

The prince swallowed hard.

This time, he was alone.

He had faced this monstrous being before with the support of countless others. 

But now, there was no one to stand with him. 

Even with the powers of the heroes he had summoned, the corrupted shadow, now fused with the dark god’s essence, stood on an entirely different level.

The prince clenched his trembling hands.

“So be it.”

He would face the dark dragon once more, even if the odds were insurmountable.


The Crown Prince stood frozen in fear, consumed by despair.

“A formidable foe indeed.”

“…What?”

The Overseer had appeared.

“Why are you so startled? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“That’s because…”

The Crown Prince faltered, unable to finish his sentence.

The Overseer had once died and returned. 

For someone like him, defying death itself was not surprising. 

Perhaps it was fortunate after all. 

The Overseer was back. 

With his mysterious powers, surely he could vanquish the shadow of the evil dragon.

Relief washed over the Crown Prince.

“I haven’t fully regained my strength since my resurrection. I can’t defeat that monster myself. This is your battle to fight.”

“…What?”

What was he saying?

The Overseer, his most dependable ally, was powerless? The Crown Prince’s heart sank.

“There’s no need to worry. You’ve watched Tistina and the heroes’ stories unfold. You’ve learned from them. You can do this.”

“Even if you say so…”

The Overseer gave him a firm push forward.

Stumbling, the Crown Prince found himself standing before the colossal dragon. 

Yet he couldn’t move a finger. 

The dragon’s massive, malevolent eyes bore down on him. 

Just the gaze of the evil god shattered his resolve.

“Remember. Recall all that you have learned.”

“Learned… but I…”

The Overseer would not yield.

“The evil god has been defeated before, countless times. And from those who stood against it, you’ve gained wisdom. Think, what did you learn?”

“…Think.”

There was no choice. The Crown Prince had to slay the dragon, no matter the cost.

‘What did I learn?’

He called to mind the stories of the Pantheon, the heroes who came before him.

There was Yastora, the great chieftain, who sacrificed herself to hold back the evil god’s armies to protect her people. 

From her, the Prince learned the essence of self-sacrifice.

Then there was McGuy, the Lightning King. 

Though a mere commoner, he couldn’t stand by and witness injustice. 

He gave his life to save the innocent. 

From him, the Prince gained unwavering courage.

And Lattice, the Dragon Knight, who chose the harsh path to bring peace to the dragons that raised her. 

She fought alongside her dragon companion and brought down the evil god.

From her, he understood the power of steadfast conviction and love that transcended species.

He learned compassion, selflessness, and the strength to let go of personal desires for the greater good. 

He learned resilience.

And lastly…

“Sister, I will save you.”

Though they did not share blood, his sister’s love and devotion had taught him what it meant to love unconditionally.

ROOOAAARR!

A mystical power surged within him, awakened by the echoes of his memories. 

It enveloped the Crown Prince like a radiant aura.

“This power…”

Around him, the figures of his cherished companions from the Pantheon emerged like ethereal visions. Yastora. McGuy. Lattice.

The heroes he had admired most stood by his side.

“All of you…”

A wave of emotion welled up from deep within him. 

Though their voices did not reach him, their unwavering resolve did.

“That’s right. I am not alone.”

The Crown Prince soared high into the sky.

“Because I learned from all of them.”

The gods of the Pantheon stood with him.

“I learned from Yastora!”

Boom!

A thunderous roar echoed as the chieftain’s authority struck the wicked dragon.

“I learned from McGuy!”

Zzzzzt!

The lightning king’s power weakened the monstrous beast.

“I learned from Lattice!”

Crash!

The dragon knight’s piercing spear drove straight through the dragon’s flesh.

“And I—”

Fleeting memories of the gods who had stood beside him flickered through the Crown Prince’s mind.

“I learned from them all! The strength to bring you down!”

Under the prince’s unwavering resolve, divine energy gathered as one.

A unified will.

A path of light emerged.

KABOOM!

A brilliant white beam engulfed the dragon. 

When the light subsided, nothing remained.

***

“I didn’t expect it to work this well.”

I scrolled through the community forums, scanning the players’ reactions to the final chapter of the game’s story.

From the perspective of someone who had consumed countless forms of media on Earth, the plot was littered with clichés — predictable and even a little childish. 

But for the people of this world, it seemed to be a fresh and immersive experience, drawing players deeply into the game.

And it wasn’t just about the final boss battle. 

The collective effort of all those characters made it memorable.


Releasing all those characters as playable units might yield excellent results.

“The problem is the Overseer character, though.”

I had followed Tistina’s suggestion and increased the Overseer’s screen time.

But wasn’t it a bit too much?

What if the players thought I was just indulging in my own self-insert fantasy?
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“The Overseer embraced me… He believed in me!”

Tears welled up in my eyes as I clutched my screen.

“That ending… when all the heroes I met along the way appeared one by one, reciting their lines… I couldn’t hold back my emotions!”

“The lingering emotions won’t fade… I can’t sleep.”

“Hold on… I need to change my underwear.”

I had learned so much.

I learned from Yastora.

I learned from McGuy.

I learned from Lattice.

“Wait, they’re all completely different! And yet, what an incredible sense of unity!”

Although the story took a sudden turn due to Baydos’s unexpected resurrection, it was resolved smoothly in the end.

There’s a reason why clichés exist.

Even though the final boss battle was built on a predictable narrative, the players were fully immersed, completely swept up in the experience.

A foe too powerful to resist.

A hopeless situation, facing the enemy alone.

And in the depths of despair, a glimmer of hope emerges.

The spirits of the heroes who had fought alongside the protagonist infused them with strength.

One by one, the lessons learned from each journey resurfaced.

Memories flashed by, their combined power converging into one.

Then, as the heart-stirring music swelled, each ally delivered a single line of encouragement.

God.

It was perfect.

It was the kind of emotional high that was almost impossible to top.

If I hadn’t been the one who created this story, I would’ve loved to experience it myself.

But in this world, where no such game existed, I could only create the content I longed for.

And so, the long and winding saga of Pantheon had reached its conclusion.

What had started as a hastily constructed episode at the request of Tistina and the gods had grown into an epic.

Ancient evil gods were resurrected by the Abyss, countless trials unfolded, and yet… it all wrapped up neatly in the end.

The results spoke for themselves—revenue from the latest characters had been solid.

Now, it was time to prepare the next episode.

***

The next episode…

What should I make?

While our investors continued their research into the Abyss, the Search for the Corrupted Constellations was on pause.

There was a reason I made the Abyss-Infused Baydos the final boss this time.

The wisdom faction and the techno-mages were analyzing the data on the Abyssal entity.

To facilitate their research, I had directly inserted that data into the Akashic Archive, turning it into a punching bag for players.

As players relentlessly pummeled the Abyssal being, data was gathered in real time, making it easier to analyze.

And so, while the investors busied themselves with the flood of incoming information…

I was at a loss for what story to add next.

“Hmm… what kind of content would players enjoy?”

The previous episode had been rather serious.

Would something lighthearted and fun be a better fit this time?

It wasn’t quite summer yet, so a swimsuit event felt premature…

To gauge player interest, I browsed through community discussions.


	“What’s even the point of the Overseer? He just keeps dying all the time.”


	“Don’t talk nonsense if you don’t understand! The Overseer is hiding his power for our sake!”


	“You clearly don’t get the game. Didn’t you notice the Overseer intentionally stayed out of the final battle?”


	“If you paid attention, you’d see that the new Overseer unit was different from the others!”



Different?


	“When the Overseer appeared and told the player, ‘You can do this,’ his outfit wasn’t the same as the other units.”


	“Yeah, it was obviously unique. They wouldn’t include that kind of detail for no reason.”


	“Maybe that was his true form? He finally revealed himself to us!”


	“So this means… the Overseer truly believes in us now? Damn, the story’s insane!”



Wait.

A special unit?

Unique visuals?

I was completely baffled.

I never added anything like that.

All I had done was film myself as usual.

…Oh.

It hit me like a truck.

Now I understood why the players were coming to this conclusion.

The bodies of the Overseers lying around in the background?

Those were from my early recordings.

The Overseer who appeared at the end to help the player?

That was a newly filmed scene, edited in after receiving advice from Tistina.

Since the power of dreams affected the recording process, my subconscious must have influenced the Overseer’s outfit, causing the visual difference.

In other words…

It was a complete accident.


	“So this means the final Overseer is different from the others?”


	“Yeah! It must be a hidden lore hint!”


	“Are we finally getting the Overseer’s backstory? Hype!!”


	“I NEED his character right now!”




The problem?

The players had mistaken my unintended editing inconsistency for deep lore.

I hadn’t planned for this at all.

And yet, the entire community had shifted its focus.

Their emotional discussions about the story’s lingering impact had now turned into wild speculation about the truth of the Overseer.

***

This kind of meta-layered storytelling, where the players discover meaning in things I never intended…

It was terrifying.

And absolutely exhilarating.

“…Hey, what do we do about this?”

Honestly, it was a mistake.

Should I just fix it and say, Oops, my bad! Tehe~?

That would be the safest way to avoid any fallout.

But what if the players get disappointed?

They’re probably running wild with theories, convinced this was an intentional hidden clue left by the developers.

As a game creator, how could I ignore their expectations?

More than anything, if I carelessly crush their hopes once, they won’t bother getting excited about future clues, no matter how carefully I prepare them.

“That’s probably just another dud,” they’ll think.

“That won’t do…”

It wasn’t intentional, but it seemed I had no choice but to expand the story of my alter ego—the Overseer.

Maybe I should give this special version of the Overseer’s name… The Grand Overseer.

Even if it was born from the players’ misunderstanding, it actually aligns with a background story
I had been planning for later.

There’s no real harm in going along with it.

The real problem was figuring out how to turn this into playable content.

How should I unfold the Grand Overseer’s story? \

Unlike other Celestial beings, his world isn’t something that can be observed and copied into existence. 

That level of intricate world-building just isn’t possible.

At best, I could reuse assets from existing maps… but players would immediately notice.

I needed a way to recycle assets without making it feel like a lazy rehash.

And then, it hit me.

“I got it. A perfect solution.”

I recalled a popular gameplay format from many subculture games in my past life. 

One that reused assets but still felt fresh and exciting every time.

‘Roguelike.’

—

“Haaang…!”

Tistina shuddered as past sensations flooded her mind.

The warmth of his touch. 

The Overseer who had supported her, lending her strength as she fought Baydos.

That dreadful nightmare, Baydos, had returned in full force. 

But for some reason, she felt no fear.

After all, the Overseer—the one she loved—was with her.

Even though her comrades had given her strength in the game, their presence didn’t really linger in her memories.

‘Wouldn’t I have defeated Baydos with just the power of my love for the Overseer anyway?’

At the same time, she felt a pang of regret.

“Why did they release everyone else as playable characters but not the Overseer?”

From the Great Chieftain Yastora to the Eight Gods of the Pantheon, all had been introduced as playable characters.

The latest and final chapter had just launched, bringing [The Queen] Tistina into the game.

Every major character was now available.

Except for one.

The Overseer.

She couldn’t raise him, couldn’t embody him, couldn’t display him as her cherished companion, couldn’t touch or dote on him like she wanted.


“I just want to have him right here… to do this and that…”

The thought of being with the Overseer as a playable character sent a flood of pleasant fantasies through her mind.

If they ever released him, she’d instantly go all-in for a full upgrade.

The thought alone was so frustrating.

And she wasn’t the only one who felt this way.

Tistina opened a familiar group chat.

Chatroom Name: The Grand Overseer Fan Association

A sanctuary filled with people who truly understood the Overseer’s charm. 

A comforting space.

If only Beidia could hurry up and realize the Overseer’s greatness and join them here.

As she scrolled through the messages, her eyes suddenly widened.


“Grand Overseer… release…?”

Right there, in the chat, was an official announcement.

An image of the newly revealed Overseer character.

A preview of his world, the place of his memories.

An upcoming content update—The Tower of the Overseer.
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Goddess Ren booted up [Akashic Archive] for the first time in a long while.

Lately, she had been too busy dealing with the Abyss alongside her comrades to properly enjoy the game. 

Even when everyone was dissecting, analyzing, and relishing the final chapter of the Pantheon Saga, she had been absent. 

She was far too late.

Even if she played it now, the story was powerful enough to leave a lasting impression, but missing out on the shared excitement still left a lingering regret. 

So, she made a firm decision—whenever a new story update arrived, she would experience it immediately.

And today was that day.

The new update followed the conclusion of the Pantheon story that had begun with Queen Tistina. 

Without hesitation, Ren entered the game, and the familiar lobby screen unfolded before her. 

A knight named Ren, a placeholder character since she had no particular favorite, greeted her in a striking pose.

She wasted no time opening the summoning screen.

There, the image of a young boy appeared.

The new character, [Overseer].

Until now, the Overseer had always been a supporting figure, guiding the protagonist through the story of Akashic Archive. 

But now, he had finally been released as a playable character.

According to player theories, this wasn’t the true Overseer who had appeared in the final moments of the Pantheon Saga, but rather a subordinate entity. 

Even so, to Ren, he was her ultimate favorite.

She had to summon him. 

He was, after all, an extension of herself.

Click!

A system notification appeared before her eyes.

[Warning! Obtaining this character before experiencing the story may disrupt your immersion. Do you still wish to proceed with the summon?]

A cautionary message about immersion—this was the first time Ren had encountered such a warning.

She hesitated.

The Overseer, a character she adored above all others, had finally become playable. 

She had been saving all her resources for this moment. 

She was ready to max out his level, equip him with the best gear, and raise his affinity to the highest level.

The urge to ignore the warning and summon him immediately was overwhelming.

“Immersion, huh…”

She didn’t want to ruin the experience of a once-in-a-lifetime story.

And this wasn’t just any story—it was the Overseer’s story.

She could always summon him afterward. 

Hadn’t she deliberately avoided spoilers for this very moment? 

No, she would not rush it.

Clutching her racing heart, Ren exited the summoning screen and entered the story mode instead.

***

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

A familiar space within the Archive.

The Overseer greeted her.

“It’s been a long time since that day, Wendy.”

Ren quickly examined his attire. 

It was familiar—this wasn’t the true Overseer she had learned about from player discussions, but likely a lower manifestation he controlled.

“You’re not appearing in your real form today?”

“…How did you know?”

The Overseer smirked, shrugging his shoulders.

“I knew I shouldn’t have shown you back then.”

“Aren’t I your successor? Am I still unworthy of standing beside your true self?”

Of course, Ren hadn’t figured out the Overseer’s secret on her own. 

She had pieced it together from discussions in the gaming community while she had been unable to play.

“It’s not about worthiness…”

The Overseer rubbed his forehead, lost in thought for a moment.

“Well, I was going to tell you today anyway, so I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

He stood from his seat.

“There’s somewhere we need to go. Follow me.”

They walked past endless rows of towering bookshelves.

After what felt like an eternity, Ren found herself in a space entirely unlike the rest of the Archive.

“This place is…”

“The hidden depths of the [Akashic Archive], the resting place of stories that have been corroded and destroyed.”

Once, these had been books. Now, they were mere fragments, shredded beyond recognition, drifting aimlessly in the void.

“The stories that have been consumed by the Abyss, or for some other reason, lost the ability to sustain themselves.”

Ren grasped the significance of what the Overseer was telling her.

“Why… Why are we here?”

“Because this is our secret.”

The Overseer took a step forward and continued.

“The Overseer, as the overseer of the [Akashic Archive], can never truly belong to any single story. That is why—”

“You, and me.”

“………Is that why the background of the player and the prospective warden hasn’t been revealed until now?”

Ren marveled at the setting.

In reality, the reason the story behind the prospective warden had never been disclosed was because the creator, Rian, had simply forgotten to set it up. 

Only when it became necessary for the latest story did he hastily fit it in. 

But for Ren, experiencing the game firsthand, it felt as though everything had been meticulously planned from the very beginning.

“So, was the warden once the protagonist of a story, only to lose that story to the Abyss’s erosion and become a warden instead?”

Little by little, the secrets of the warden were coming to light.

“Through the last battle with the Abyss, I was able to confirm that you are complete. Your ability to harness the power of stories and resist the Abyss is flawless. You should be ready to move on to the final stage.”

The early stories were all about proving oneself to the warden. 

The trials tested the resolve to restore stories consumed by the Abyss and the belief in protecting the original narratives.

With training complete, was it finally time to move forward?

…Wait a second.

If the warden had been attacked and their memory reset by the Abyss, did that mean there was an original version of them elsewhere?


Wouldn’t that also mean they remembered all of Ren’s past choices—including the ones that had made them furious?

If so, then why…

As Ren tilted her head, lost in thought, the warden stepped forward, heading toward the center of the dimensional space.

Ren followed.

“This time, the task will be quite unusual. It won’t be like any of the stories you’ve encountered before.”

Snap!

With a flick of the warden’s fingers, the scattered fragments of stories gathered toward him, aligning in an orderly fashion.

“Think of it as experiencing a completely jumbled, chaotic story. Imagine all the stories you’ve seen so far—cut into pieces and stitched back together randomly.”

The story fragments merged in the warden’s grasp, forming a single book.

“You will enter this story now. Don’t worry—it might feel unfamiliar at first, but the more accustomed you become to the dimensional space, the more it will grant you special abilities. To become a warden, you will have to relive this hidden story countless times. Only at the end will you find your answer.”

The warden handed the book to Ren.

“…So, the answer I seek is inside this book?”

“Of course. Everything you are curious about exists within the dimensional space. The only question is—how many layers deep will you have to go?”

Ren accepted the book.

The moment she did, her vision twisted, and she felt her consciousness being pulled inside.

And then—

She stood in a completely different place.

***


	“Is there anyone who’s cleared the entire dimensional space yet?”


	“Isn’t the warden’s power completely overpowered?”




With the release of new story content, a new game mode, and the highly anticipated [Warden] character, the player base was divided into two main groups.

The first group focused on enjoying the storyline while challenging the newly added Dimensional Space Tower, a roguelike mode.

The second group was obsessed with acquiring and leveling up the warden character.

Many players were captivated by the warden’s design, but a significant portion was drawn in by the sheer strength of their abilities. 

Unlike other characters, the warden existed outside of any story, and as a character introduced from the very beginning, they possessed immense power.

‘Of course, this wasn’t because I had any personal bias when designing their abilities.’

‘I simply wanted to meet the players’ expectations.’

The warden was reasonably designed to:


	Increase critical hit chance, critical damage, attack power, defense, health, movement speed, attack speed, effect resistance, and effect accuracy.


	Reset skill cooldowns.


	Revive fallen allies.


	Remove debuffs.


	Grant shields.


	Reduce enemy defense.


	Deal damage comparable to a standard DPS character.




After all, one must be at least this strong to be considered the Warden of the Akashic Archive.

Absolutely no personal bias was involved.

To balance things out, the warden’s base health and defense were set ridiculously low, making them as fragile as a glass cannon. 

It was a perfect design—faithful to both lore and gameplay.

Players were thrilled by the warden’s abilities.

The reaction to the roguelike Dimensional Space Tower was also positive. 

Since the warden had no established narrative, the mode was crafted by stitching together fragmented dreams of past celestial beings.

In this roguelike adventure, players traversed randomly generated stories, accumulating Dimensional Points to enhance their skill trees.


And with each run, pieces of the warden’s story gradually unraveled.

The system was designed so that as players enjoyed the roguelike mode, they would naturally collect clues about the warden’s past.

Since it was an ongoing content mode, players could take their time and enjoy it at a relaxed pace.

…Or so I thought.

Back then.
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It was certain.


If the next map after the grassland was the great forest, then the boss of that stage would undoubtedly be one of the Abyss Assassins.

At the Rune’s Spring, a mid-stage recovery point, there was a way to receive the Glowing Flame Rune buff.

“You’ll eventually be able to unlock all the self-enhancement points as you play. Feel free to choose as you wish. But if you’re aiming for efficiency, I’d recommend increasing Abyss Corrosion resistance early on.”

It was hard to believe that only a single day had passed since the release of the roguelike content. 

Already, countless tips and strategy guides flooded the community.

It was as if an army of restless, oil-rich gamers had been unleashed upon the game world, rampaging with no sign of stopping.

And at the forefront of this chaotic charge stood the constellation of [Sacrifice], Ren.

Each time the hidden dimension reset, a familiar start screen appeared before Ren’s eyes.

Her gaze fixed on the real-time ranking list displayed on the side.

Ranking:


1st: GymMasterOverlord  


2nd: Wendy  


3rd: BobimMoltenDemon  


4th: PerfectHousewife  


5th: OfCourseIt’sRen  

The rankings reflected the accumulated points earned from clearing the hidden dimension’s world.

Ren, known as Wendy in-game, was currently in second place.

She had logged in early, pushed through at full speed, and yet—she was still not first.

Her pride stung.

And to make matters worse, the arrogant number-one player had ‘Gym Master’ in their username.

She didn’t know who they were, but there was no way she could let them win.

Originally, she had intended to take things at a reasonable pace, unravel the secrets of the Gym Master, and enjoy the story at her own leisure.

But that plan was no longer an option.

Losing like this would mean losing her pride in her devotion to the Gym Master.

That was something she could never accept.

With determination burning in her chest, Ren re-entered the hidden dimension.

Before her, countless worlds unfolded.

A barren wasteland stretched endlessly.


A vast subterranean world revealed its depths.


The shadowy alleys of a city swallowed in darkness emerged.


And at times, she found herself within a dense, ancient forest, its towering trees and thick underbrush obscuring her path.

As if fragmented stories had converged into one, the world before her constantly shifted without consistency.

But Ren’s mission remained unchanged.

To defeat the enemies blocking her path and move forward.

For her, this was not a difficult task.

Her character of choice: [Knight Ren].

Modeled after her past self, her version of [Knight Ren] was leagues beyond any other.

Perfect swordsmanship.

Seamless mastery over mana.

There was no one who could utilize this character more flawlessly than her.

She advanced relentlessly.

As special events appeared, she gained buffs and debuffs.

Strong enemies dropped powerful artifacts upon defeat.


She used the accumulated points to strengthen herself further.


And at the end of each chapter, she would face and cut down the final boss, achieving yet another clear.

It was a simple cycle.

Each playthrough altered the enemies she faced and the environments she traversed, but Ren pushed forward with unyielding resolve.

No enemy could stand in her way.

As she continued, she eventually amassed enough points to fully unlock every passive skill in the enhancement tree.

At that moment, a new mode appeared.

[Ascension Mode]

It was the same hidden dimension, but for some unknown reason, its difficulty had been drastically amplified.

“Ascension…”

Fifteen stages in total.

With each ascending step, enemies received overwhelming buffs while players suffered punishing debuffs.

Ren didn’t hesitate.

She entered immediately.

After all, the first person to clear [Roguelike Ascension Stage 15] and claim the top spot would be her.

Stage 1.


Stage 2.


Stage 3.


As the ascension levels increased, the difficulty spiked exponentially.

The crushing weight of the challenge bore down on her shoulders, an almost suffocating force pressing against her.

Enemies grew stronger with each stage.

Yet Ren did not falter. 

She pushed through with sheer willpower.

Until, at last, she hit her limit.

She had to admit it—her strength alone was no longer enough to move forward.

“…Seriously, do these people do nothing but eat, sleep, and grind Akashic Archive all day?”

It was only the first day.

The first day since the roguelike content had been released.

The mechanics were still fresh and unfamiliar, and yet the players’ progression speed was beyond anything she had imagined.

It was as if they had been waiting their whole lives for this kind of endgame content.

If the developers hadn’t implemented Ascension Mode, wouldn’t the community be flooded with complaints about having nothing to do after clearing everything?

Perhaps the real problem was the addition of the real-time ranking system.

By looking at the leaderboard, players could see the character combinations, artifacts, and buffs used by top-ranked players.

The idea was to create an environment where players could observe and learn from each other, fostering competition and interaction.

It was likely this ranking system that drove players to push themselves so hard. But upon deeper reflection, was that really a bad thing?

If anything, it meant the newly released content was engaging enough to keep players hooked.

Moreover, the difficulty of Ascension Mode had been designed to be brutally challenging—achieving the ideal state of game design where “easy to play, but difficult to master.”

And as an added layer of intrigue, every time players cleared Ascension Mode, they would unlock hidden lore about the mysterious Master.

That alone would ensure that players wouldn’t blaze through it too quickly.

Of course, none of this compared to the real shock that soon followed.

***


“Thank you!”

Ren hastily expressed his gratitude to the Goddess of Wisdom before dashing through space, heading straight to his quarters.

He now possessed the answer she had given him—the key to reaching Rank 1 as fast as possible.

The Goddess of Wisdom lay back on her bed with a faint smile.

The solution she had provided to the Constellation of Sacrifice was simple:

She had merely revealed one of the many possible artifact and buff combinations that could be used in the Tower of the Hidden Realm.

The strategy was as follows:


	Equip a debuff artifact that reduces the character’s maximum HP while increasing damage dealt.


	Reduce the max HP to 1 while using another artifact that prevents instant death.


	The instant-death prevention artifact would normally only work once, negating a single fatal hit, but with max HP permanently set to 1, it could be abused infinitely.




A simple yet highly effective synergy.

At the higher stages of Ascension Mode—where damage intake became overwhelmingly high—this strategy would allow the Constellation of Sacrifice to clear Stage 15 and claim Rank 1 in record time.

It was the perfect “gift” to an ally—one that could be used to crush Queen of the Night and the other ranking competitors.

Of course, the Goddess of Wisdom herself desperately wanted Rank 1 as well.

This Hidden Realm Tower was a prince-themed event, after all. 

If she could claim first place in the very first season, how exhilarating would that be?

But reality struck hard.

No matter what genius strategies she devised, no matter what combinations she came up with, she could never surpass Rank 4—not with her pathetic control skills.

If she couldn’t claim victory herself, then she’d make sure Master of the Night wouldn’t either.

Thus, she shut her eyes and activated screen-sharing mode, observing the Constellation of Sacrifice’s playthrough in real-time.

She didn’t have the patience to wait.

And through the screen, she saw something unexpected.

Something that even the game’s creator, Rian, hadn’t foreseen.

***

“…What is this…?”

As Ren landed the final blow against the boss, an ominous smoke suddenly erupted, engulfing his surroundings.

Then, through the haze, a vision began to take form.

The image of the Master.

Only… he looked older.

“This… wasn’t in the script.”

The Master stood there, his body drenched in blood, wounds covering him from head to toe.

“Give up. Your Constellation is dead.”

Surrounding him were numerous figures, each radiating divine power—messengers of the gods.

“…Is that so?”

“It is. Surrender quietly. It will be easier for everyone.”

“Yeah! You have zero chance of winning!”

“…Hah.”

A shadow fell over the Master’s face.

“Do you really believe that?”

A terrifying aura surged around him—the power of dreams.

“That my chances of victory are zero?”

“Strike him down!”

“Kill him before he does anything reckless!”

“In this endless sea of possibilities…”

Countless dream worlds unfolded.

In each of them, the Master died.

Again and again.

But within that infinite cycle—

He found it.

The world he desired.

Drip… Drip…

When the vision cleared, only the Master remained standing.


The messengers, once so confident in their victory, now lay slaughtered at his feet.

And the Overseer, dripping with blood, simply smirked.

“…Guess not. Zero percent, huh?”

Crack.

Ren, witnessing the vision, found himself utterly speechless.



 
  Chapter 117: Dreams of the Past


The investor, who had ascended to Rank 1, successfully cleared the 15th Ascension Stage. 

Following their lead, players, spearheaded by the Constellation of Sacrifice, Ren, began conquering the highest difficulty level one by one.

At first, I thought only a handful would succeed. 

But perhaps because their play records were shared, more players than I expected had managed to clear Stage 15.

And with that, more people were uncovering the story of the Overseer that I had carefully prepared.

As the narrative surrounding the Overseer unfolded, theories about the roguelike content began shifting toward his past:


	Clues suggesting that the Overseer was once an Apostle of a Constellation.


	Speculation about the divine beings he might have served.


	Theories about his abilities.




But then…

“What the hell is this?”

The past of the character [Overseer], as seen by the players, was not the story I had written.

New information, something even I was unaware of, had emerged.

The players had witnessed a vision in the hidden realm—a blood-drenched Overseer slaughtering all his enemies in a ruthless display of power.

And in that moment…

He wielded the Authority of Dreams.

That was impossible.

In the backstory and abilities I had set for the Overseer, there was no such thing as the Authority of Dreams.

Why would I include something that would reveal to the world that the Akashic Archive itself was created using the Authority of Dreams?

Yet, the effects and aftershocks caused when he unleashed his power were undeniable.

It was dream authority.

He had used the Authority of Dreams.

Luckily, the players didn’t seem to realize exactly what kind of power they had witnessed.

But what shocked me even more was that…

The way he used the Authority of Dreams was something even I didn’t know was possible.

The Overseer had unfolded countless potential worlds—


And then selected the reality he desired.

Only someone with an unfathomable level of mental fortitude could even attempt such a thing.

If I wanted to, maybe I could replicate it…


But at the cost of enduring immeasurable agony?

No.


That was beyond my limit.

I had only one person to turn to for advice in a situation as inexplicable as this.

Wisdom.

If anyone could diagnose what was happening, it would be her.

***

“What do you think?” I asked.

Wisdom’s face hardened immediately.

“…This can’t be happening.”

Her voice trembled as she muttered,

“This is so unfair… This is cheating…”

She was afraid.

The unshakable Wisdom—who even gods feared—was afraid.

“Princess?”

She bit down on her fingernails, her fingers trembling.

“Why only you? Why did you meet him first? Why do you get to have that kind of bond with him?!”

Her breath hitched as she clenched her fists.

“I love him just as much as you do… No, even more… I love him more than you do! I… I…”

“Princess… Princess!”

“Huh? Ah… A-ah…”

She blinked rapidly as she came back to her senses, her cheeks flushed.

What the hell is going on?

Even evil gods hadn’t been able to shake her like this.

What had she seen?

She hesitated, as if wondering whether she should even tell me.

Perhaps the truth she had uncovered was so shocking that she wasn’t sure how to put it into words.

Looking at her, I realized something.

Maybe I had always treated her as a flawless, all-knowing oracle, expecting her to have all the answers.

Even back during the Baydos the Wicked God incident, I had relied on her so heavily without thinking about how she might have felt.

Now, more than anything, she needed support.

So, I gently took both of her hands in mine.

Her skin was soft.

“H-Hicc! W-What, Prince?!”

Her face instantly turned red.

I looked straight into her eyes and said,

“Princess Wisdom. No matter what situation I find myself in, it doesn’t matter. No matter what burdens you carry, it doesn’t matter. I will always be your prince, always on your side. So, even if it’s heavy… You don’t have to carry it alone.”

“Prince…”

“Let’s share the weight together. Will you tell me? What exactly is going on?”

Wisdom squeezed her eyes shut.

Then, finally, she began to speak.

About the Constellation Ren, who bore the First Sin.

About the Magitech Engineers, the Demon Gods, and even Gaizerus.

Every time another Sin was revealed—

I gained a new power.

“So, that was what breaking the restriction meant?”

“Yes… As the sins dissipated, the size of your soul grew, Prince. However, this isn’t a case of accumulating divinity through great deeds. Rather, it is more akin to reclaiming the stature you originally possessed.”

And this phenomenon was not limited to sins alone. 

The same happened whenever an entity of the Abyss was defeated.

The first encounter had been with the Abyssal Sludge when the matter of the Demon God was unfolding. 

And now, after defeating a second Abyssal entity, another restriction had lifted, triggering a vision.

A memory that had been obscured and forgotten due to these constraints had resurfaced, altering the past recordings of the [Administrator] character.

“W-Wait a moment. Are you saying that the vision I saw… was my past?”

“That’s correct.”

Hearing Ji-hye’s explanation, I felt my confusion deepen.


That was my past? But I have no such memories.

My previous life was an ordinary one—on Earth, a world devoid of constellations or mysticism.

And yet, I had apparently wielded the power of dreams to battle against the apostles of other constellations in my past?

What in the world is this…

“Princess, don’t tell me…”

“You’re wondering whether one of these realities—the memories from the vision or this current life—is merely a world created by the power of dreams, aren’t you?”

“…Yes.”

“That’s not the case. At first, I thought it might be possible, but after considering multiple possibilities, I found it to be impossible.”

So then…

That memory was real? 

An event that truly happened in this reality?

Then does that mean I was once an apostle of dreams?

Even now, of my own constellation?

My head felt like it was about to split apart. What was the truth?

“Prince, in my opinion…”

I turned to Ji-hye.

“…I’m sorry. I don’t think I should say it.”

And with that, she fell silent again.

“This is still just a hypothesis. I need more time to think it through.”

“I see.”

“There’s no need to be confused. What’s certain is that you possess a special power… And if you continue defeating the schemes of those Abyssal beings, you will be able to remove these restrictions and reclaim your original self.”

“Thank you, Princess. Thanks to you, I now know what I must do.”

“…If it helps you, Prince, then I am willing to do anything.”

I bid farewell to Ji-hye and left her domain, returning to my room.

Thanks to her, my path was clear now. If I wanted to uncover the truth of my existence… I had to destroy the Abyss.

That was the only way.

***

“…I’m sorry, Prince.”

The moment Rian left, Ji-hye collapsed weakly into her chair.

She had explained most of the analysis to him.

But the final conclusion—the last piece—she could not bring herself to say.

No, she could not say it.

If she did, once he fully regained his former self and status, he might leave her behind and go far away.

“It’s too cruel… Why did it have to be our prince?”

The results of her power’s analysis were undeniable.

Rian had once lost his true stature.

A teacher, a constellation, a beloved woman—he had repeated dreams countless times in pursuit of reclaiming what was lost.

In the final world he reached, he had finally found love.

Yet, for defying the laws of the universe and committing a forbidden act, he had paid the price by losing all his memories and power.

He had been shattered into pieces and drawn into an endless cycle of reincarnation, scattered so finely that reunion should have been impossible.

And yet, by some twist of fate, they had met again—this time as an apostle and a constellation.

Had it been anyone but her prince, Ji-hye might have offered her blessing.

But she could not. She refused to accept it.


Even if it meant betraying him, she could never reveal the final analysis.

Yet, because her love for him was too great, she could not bring herself to hide the fact that defeating the Abyss would restore his true self.

If the day came when he eradicated all of the Abyss and reclaimed his original being…

That would be his destiny.

Even if he abandoned her, she would accept the weight of all fate and karma.



 
  Chapter 118: Get out!


“Ziiii…”

[The Dreamteller lets out a sharp, chirping noise.]

“Ziiii…”

[The Dreamteller shrinks back, trembling, as if asking why those eyes are staring at it like that.]

A familiar sight—our ever-constant Constellation.

Small, adorable, and unchanged.

I climbed all the way to the Celestial Realm just to meet my Lord in person, yet I feel nothing. No presence, no overwhelming power.

Just the same as always.

As Wisdom once said, my past self—the one from that world, likely my previous life—whom did I serve back then?

The power I wield now is the power of dreams, just as before.

Was it my Constellation’s power that I used back then too?

If so, then what did those other gods’ apostles mean when they said, “Your Constellation is dead”

[The Dreamteller screeches, demanding I speak if I have something to say.]

I don’t know.

No matter how much I try to recall, nothing comes to mind.

Is it impossible for me to remember on my own?

Wisdom called it a “restriction.”

A punishment for violating a taboo in my past life.

To break that restriction, I must seize the Abyss.

Perhaps I had forgotten.

Forgotten about the true enemy—the one who sought to corrupt the Celestials with sin and throw our dimension into chaos.

If I leave them be, they will strike again, just like the recent incident with the Evil God Baydos.

I must find the sins and eradicate them as quickly as possible.

Woom!

As the apostle who came to offer apologies departed, the Goddess of Dreams was left alone.

A strange unrest churned in her heart.

A battle between reason… and desire.

It was because of that dream—the one she saw last night.

If not for this unsettling state, she might have been kinder to her beloved apostle.

The one who created an entire game that shook the world, all to please her.

Yet, instead, she had treated him coldly.

But she couldn’t help it.

The words from her dream still echoed in her mind.

“Then allow me to be your master.”

A presence—so magnificent, so awe-inspiring.

“If anyone dares to belittle you, I shall make them pay.”

“If anyone stands against you, I shall annihilate them.”

“No matter the threat, I will protect you.”

That overwhelming strength.

“My one and only apostle.”

And her adorable apostle, the black-haired Lian.

“Hauu…”

Her thoughts tangled, refusing to settle.

For now, she decided to watch her beloved apostle’s actions, hoping it would bring her some clarity.

***

CRASH!

A Goddess was slammed into a chair, unable to resist the oppressive force.

“Do you even understand what you’re doing?! This is an abduction!”

The bound Goddess, [Miserly Restraint], glared, baring her teeth.

“I don’t care about that.”

“Hah. Of course, you wouldn’t. You’re a Demon God—stupid beyond reason.”

“…What? Stupid? I am NOT stupid! Rina told me I’m the smartest in the world! You wanna die?”

The Demon God raised a fist, ready to strike, even though her captive was already bound and helpless.

“Demon God, wait! Just a moment!”

I sighed, stepping in to stop her.

Forcing Restraint to come here was already an extreme move—if violence broke out now, there would be no fixing this mess.

Hmph!

The Demon God clicked her tongue but backed away begrudgingly.

[Miserly Restraint] eyed me up and down with amusement.

“Stopping a brute like that with mere words… Perhaps I should reevaluate my opinion of you.”

Even though she was shackled by the Demon God’s power, bound at the hands and feet, she showed no signs of weakness.

Had I made a mistake entrusting this to the Demon God?

From the very start, this whole situation had been a disaster.

I took a deep breath.

“First, I offer my apologies, Constellation.”

This had started as a simple request.

The Abyss was preparing for a full-scale invasion, and I needed to find and heal Celestials who had been tainted by sin.

I had asked the Demon God to search for any suspicious Celestials.

She had immediately claimed she knew of one and dashed off without hesitation.

I should have known.

Before I could even second-guess her actions, she had already dragged [Miserly Restraint] here by force.

Using brute force in the Celestial Realm, where physical conflict is forbidden.

“You don’t need to apologize. This one already refused.”

“Refusal is my rightful choice. But you—” he sneered, eyes gleaming with contempt, “—you violated the divine laws of the heavens and resorted to violence.”

How was it logical to kidnap someone just because they declined an invitation?

It was an absurdity fitting for a demon who, at our very first encounter, had attacked both me and my benefactors. 

How was it that no matter how much their sins were erased, their behavior remained the same?

‘Hohoho. My apologies. My child can be a bit rough, can’t she?’

No, Demon Lord Mother. 

If you keep spoiling your child like this, what do you think will happen? 

She’ll just keep causing trouble!

Of course, it wasn’t as if there was anyone capable of disciplining that monster of a demon in the first place.

I sighed. 

“Haah… Demon Lord, do you understand that violating divine law and resorting to violence will turn every celestial being into your enemy? Do you want to be executed by the constellations?”

“I don’t care. Let them come. However many they send, I’ll crush them all.”

“What?! You’re supposed to be fighting alongside them against the Abyss, not annihilating your allies!”

My headache.

How was it that, in comparison, every other celestial being seemed like an angel?

“Just stay quiet for now.”

“And who do you think you are to tell me—?!”

“If you keep acting up, I’m telling Lady Rina on you.”


“…I’ll be quiet.”

The Demon Lord immediately clamped her mouth shut and stepped back. Only then could I finally have a proper conversation with [Temperance].

“My apologies, Constellation. We had originally intended to invite you with the utmost courtesy.”

“…Pfft.” She chuckled softly, crossing her long, bound legs with a graceful ease.

Her slightly bronzed, voluptuous body gleamed under the dim light.

“More than that, I find you fascinating,” she mused, her gaze raking over me like I was an item for sale. 

“A human capable of keeping even a Demon Lord in check… A man who created hundreds of thousands of heroes to thwart the resurrection of the Evil God… You have achieved feats surpassing even many celestials, yet your name remains unknown. Could there be anything more intriguing?”

The way she looked at me reminded me of how lecherous old men scrutinized young women at an auction.

“Constellation, our dimension is facing an unprecedented crisis. We ask for your cooperation in overcoming this threat.”

I explained everything—

The entity of sin that had infiltrated my benefactors.

The Abyss, an extra-dimensional enemy suspected of spreading that corruption.

Everything we had done so far through the [Akashic Archive] to resist them.

[Temperance] listened attentively, sitting with impeccable poise.

“So… you want me to join your cause, just like your benefactors did?”

“Yes!”

The miserly [Temperance] was infamous.

Despite possessing the greatest wealth in the continent, she rarely lent money to other gods, and when she did, she demanded repayment worth several times the original amount. 

A notorious loan shark of the heavens.

It was well known that to secure a business deal with her, one needed to offer at least 90% of the projected profit as her share.

And yet, I believed she would side with us.

Because even she had been wary of this recent Evil God’s attack.

And now, knowing that even stronger entities could emerge, surely she would join us.

…Maybe I should even thank that Abyssal filth for making her realize the gravity of the situation.

“I’m sorry, but no.”

“…What?”

Her response was entirely unexpected.

“Do you know how valuable my time is? Just to have a meal with me, people on the surface would pay enough to buy a kingdom. And yet you think a few conversations are enough to persuade me to work with you? Don’t you think that’s a bit too greedy?”

I had expected her to be difficult, but to outright refuse…

Was there really no choice but to gather an offering that would satisfy her?

“However, I am not completely unwilling to negotiate.”

Just as I was contemplating cutting back on our celestial’s snack budget to gather more funds, she continued.

“There is something I want from you as well.”

With a loud Pang! the restraints binding her arms shattered under the Demon Lord’s power.

She raised a finger, pointing directly at me.

“Become my Apostle. Then I will stand with you.”

“…Huh?”

I couldn’t comprehend what she was saying. 

My mind blanked.

And then—

Woooong!

Above [Temperance]’s head, a small dimensional rift appeared.

“…Huh?”

Whoosh!

From within the portal, a round, plump backside slowly emerged.


The moment [Temperance] tilted her head up in confusion—

Bonk!

A tiny hammer smacked her square on the head.

[The Dreamteller cries out, ‘Absolutely notttttt! \ (>O<)/’]

…Constellation?



 
  Chapter 119: what are you


“Hmph… I didn’t expect such an intense reaction.”

[Temperance] pressed an ice pack against the swelling lump on their forehead, a result of our constellation lord’s toy hammer strike.

What in the world did our constellation lord swing?

The sound was undeniably cute, yet even a demon’s punch hadn’t left a mark on [Temperance] before. 

And yet, now… this.

[The Dreamteller clings tightly to your leg, refusing to let go, shouting, “Where do you think you’re taking my precious apostle?”]

Like a koala hugging a tree, our constellation lord wrapped themselves around my leg.

…Had they rushed out like this because they actually thought I’d consider the scouting offer?

For someone who rarely left their domain, for them to tear through space itself just to show up like this…

I guess, in a way, that was touching.

“Of course, it was a joke. If I outright stole another god’s apostle, I’d be branded a thief in the Constellation Realm and be completely ostracized.”

Our constellation lord, on high alert like an animal with its hackles raised, glared at [Temperance]. 

She simply shrugged.

“No matter how tempting the ‘Master of the Hall’ is, I never make a losing deal.”

[Temperance] met my gaze and ran her tongue over her lips.

“Though I won’t lie… I did consider it for a moment.”

Kao!

Our constellation lord lunged at [Temperance].

“Please, control yourself, my lord!”

I hurriedly grabbed their soft, squishy arm, trying to restrain them.

“…An orc wearing a pearl necklace. That’s what this looks like. You have the greatest apostle in the continent’s history, and yet you don’t even seem to realize it.”

[The Dreamteller pulls out their toy hammer, asking, “Do you want to die?”]

An orc? 

That was a bit much.

Sure, our constellation lord had been indulging in a lot of desserts lately, making them a bit more round, but they were still unbearably cute.

“You, as their constellation, don’t even recognize their worth? Do you not see that if they truly wanted to serve another deity, they’ve had countless opportunities to do so? And yet, they chose you. Your hostility doesn’t show affection—it only shows distrust.”

“…”

“If fortune has granted you the greatest apostle in the continent, then act like a master worthy of them. At this rate, I actually feel sorry for them.”

…What the hell is she saying?

Constellation lord! 

Say something!

I fully expected my constellation lord to lash out, whether with words or with their hammer.

They may be small and adorable, but they weren’t weak.

“…”

But they said nothing.

They made no move to act, either.

They just stood there, dazed.

“…My lord?”

“Let’s set this discussion aside for now. ‘Master of the Hall’… No, perhaps it would be better to call you Rian?”

“…Call me whatever you like.”

Was their condition bad today?

Why were they staying silent?

“Then Rian it is. Rian… Despite my words earlier, I have no intention of rejecting your proposal.”

“…What? But just a moment ago…”

“Hmph. I only wanted to see what kind of master you had. The one who achieved feats that made even the heavens tremble and shook the continent to its core.”

[Temperance] swept her gaze over my constellation lord from head to toe.

“I was curious—are they a strategist, or simply absurdly lucky? But it seems the answer is clear… an unfathomably lucky individual.”

She crossed her legs in the opposite direction.

“I don’t intend to refuse your proposal. In fact, not a single constellation that’s interacted with you has suffered losses. If anything, thanks to the [Akashic Archive], their deeds and reputations have spread across the world, amassing divinity on an unprecedented scale. Right now, every god in the Constellation Realm is desperate for even a single conversation with you. Even those who once called for your punishment during the Constellation Council have become your most fervent admirers. Who would dare slander the hero who thwarted the greatest calamity to ever strike this continent?”

“…So, from the very start, you had no intention of rejecting my proposal?”

“Correct. My divinity is built upon [Temperance], and within it, [Avarice]. If what you say is true—that [Avarice] is a corruption stemming from an extra-dimensional being—then it must be purged as soon as possible. I have no reason to refuse.”

So, all that earlier rejection… was just an act to gauge my constellation lord’s reaction?

She never planned to say no from the beginning?

I suppose I should be happy.

The part I thought would be complicated turned out to be nothing more than posturing.

The one I expected to be difficult to persuade, [Temperance], had accepted the deal and was now joining our investor’s faction.

The constellation of [Temperance], who possessed the greatest wealth in the continent.

This should be cause for celebration.

And yet…

Why did I feel so disgusted?

“What’s wrong? Are you so happy that you’re at a loss for words?”

“My lord.”

I was not happy in the slightest.

“You still have something to celebrate. With [Temperance] on your side, there will be nothing left to obstruct your path. Now, shall we begin the formal adjustments?”

“Before that, you should apologize.”

“What?”

Not just anyone.

But to my constellation lord.

It had been a long time since I had felt this angry.

“Take back what you just said to my Patron and apologize. The reason my Patron worried about me isn’t distrust—it’s affection.”

“…Rian. I said that for your sake. You deserve better treatment. So—”

“Shut up.”

I raised my hand, cutting [Temperance] off mid-sentence.

It was my first time doing this, yet somehow, I could.

As if I had done it countless times before.

“Apologize. Right now. To my Patron.”

Snap!

With a flick of my fingers, an ornate chair appeared to support my Patron, while the chair [Temperance] had been sitting on vanished, causing her to collapse onto the floor with a thud.

“…Do you truly think I will accept such humiliation and apologize?”


[Temperance] grimaced, pushing herself up.

“Apologize? Why should I? It was rightful criticism. Your Patron isn’t acting in a manner befitting their master, so I simply showed them reality! If anything, I should be thanked—”

“Urgh!”

In the next instant, I had my hand around [Temperance]’s throat, lifting her off the ground.

“What do you know about her?”

“H-how can a mere human break through divine protection…?!”

I could feel the divine power, originating from [Temperance]’s true self, struggling to pry my hand away.

But the so-called power of the gods was far too weak to push me back.

Thud!

I released my grip, and [Temperance] fell, landing hard on the floor.

“Apologize.”

“…Yes.”

A faint blush dusted her cheeks as she responded.

I felt no guilt.

I had no intention of treating her with the same courtesy I reserved for our investors.

If this slight to her pride meant she no longer wished to be with us, so be it.

The real problem was the sin lurking within her—[Avarice].

If she were to be erased, then even the Abyss wouldn’t be able to use her sin.

…Wait.

What did I just think?

***

The Goddess of Dreams widened her eyes as she watched her beloved Apostle.

She couldn’t comprehend what had just happened.

At first, [Temperance]’s sharp words had left her stunned.

Had she gone too far in trying to protect her Apostle? 

Had it been less about his safety and more about her own distrust?

She wanted to deny it.

Yet, she couldn’t.

Because deep down, it felt true.

Doubt sprouted in her heart.

Had she ever truly trusted him?

Her Apostle had accomplished unimaginable feats just to ensure she would never go hungry.

With the simple and fragile power of dreams, he had enthralled an entire continent, held back extra-dimensional invaders, and even defeated an ancient evil god.

And what had she done in comparison?

She was nothing more than a useless mushroom, incapable of offering him the wisdom or support he deserved.

A pearl necklace around an orc’s neck.

The analogy was painfully fitting.

If she had been the version of herself from her dreams…

If she had been that radiant, capable Patron…

Then perhaps she could have been someone worthy of Rian.

Perhaps she was the one holding him back.

Perhaps he couldn’t spread his wings because of her.


If that was the case, then for his sake… she… she…

“Apologize. Right now. To my Patron.”

The voice of her beloved Apostle echoed through her mind.

Kyung kyung kyung.

With it, memories from past lives surged forth, intertwining with an unfamiliar, yet deeply familiar, form of love.



 
  Chapter 120: Stingy Moderation


The next day, I met with [Temperance] alone in a separate space.

“Constellation. About what happened yesterday…”

“Stop. Please, stop talking about it.”

[Temperance] buried her face in her hands.

“I want you to forget about yesterday. I made a mistake, and I apologized for it. The Dream Constellation accepted my apology, and that should be the end of it. Please… just let it go.”

“…Understood.”

I nodded in response to her plea to pretend that yesterday never happened.

Although she had made some offensive remarks about our Constellation, she had also prostrated herself, almost excessively, to seek forgiveness. 

Bringing it up again felt unnecessary. 

If anything, I was surprised that she had not made a bigger issue of it herself.

After all, while she may have said unpleasant things about our Constellation, she was technically the victim in this situation.

The Demon God had forcibly used power to abduct her. 

Our Constellation had struck her on the head with a hammer. 

I, too, had lost my composure in the moment and ended up grabbing her by the throat in a threat.

Thinking about it from her perspective…

—Aren’t we the real villains here?

I felt a slight pang of guilt. Just a little.

“So, you intend to look into my past. Is that right?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

Previously, in the case of the Demon God, I could hear the voices within her heart. 

That had allowed me to detect the presence of sin within her. 

However, with [Temperance], I heard nothing at all.

At first, I thought that meant she had no connection to sin whatsoever. 

But according to the Magitech Engineer’s analysis, sin did indeed reside within her.

Wisdom suggested that this particular sin functioned differently, which was why I could not hear its voice.

Avarice. 

The kind of greed that refuses to share one’s wealth with others. 

A concept completely at odds with her identity as Temperance.

To understand and break the hold of this sin, I needed to enter her past through the power of dreams, just as I had with the other Constellations.

“You are more lecherous than I expected. To think you wish to enter a woman’s most intimate depths. It is not a flaw for a hero to be drawn to women, but…”

“…Huh?”

What?

I mean, technically, she’s not wrong, but saying it like that makes it sound weird.

“It’s a joke. I understand what you mean. Like with the other Constellations, you wish to turn my past into a game using the power of dreams. Correct?”

“Exactly.”

[Temperance] fell into deep thought for a moment before speaking again.

“Do you realize that allowing someone to look into my past is not a decision to be made lightly? It means exposing even my most hidden secrets. And once those secrets are revealed, the entire continent will see them. This is not something I can decide on a whim.”

I could understand her hesitation.

If someone asked to turn my life into a game and release it to the world, I would likely refuse as well.

Most people would panic at the thought of simply revealing the contents of their external hard drives or phone galleries—let alone their entire life’s story.

It made me realize just how unusual the past Constellations were, those who had voluntarily sought me out to make their lives into a game.

“I am fine with you seeing it. However, I cannot allow the general public to witness it.”

“I see…”

She was willing to let me delve into her past but refused to have it turned into a game.

“I hope you understand that this is already a great concession. To expose my story to the world would be akin to renouncing my divinity.”

The past Constellations had gained an unprecedented amount of faith and divine power by turning their stories into games. 

Each of them had been noble heroes, with nothing shameful in their histories.

—Well, except Wisdom.

…Actually, maybe I should exclude Tistina as well.

Anyway.

If she was rejecting the idea despite knowing all this, then there must be something in her past that could have the opposite effect—something that would harm her divinity.

If that was the case, wasn’t it risky for me to see it, too?

Or did she trust me?

I didn’t think my actions yesterday had exactly inspired confidence, though.

[Temperance] kept up a composed expression, but when our eyes met, she quickly looked away.

Trust, huh? Well, that was a good thing.

“Understood. Then, I will proceed.”

Activating the power of dreams, I stepped toward her.

Since the usual method—using the players’ perceptions within the game—would not work to purify this sin, I had to consider an alternative.

Should I ask Wisdom for help, like I did when dealing with Gaizerus [Theft]?

I pondered the issue as I was pulled into [Temperance]’s inner world.

***

The first scene I saw was a small village engulfed in flames.

Had it been attacked by bandits? The place was in ruins.

“Mom…”

A small girl—likely [Temperance] in her mortal years—stood covered in dirt, staring blankly at the burning remnants of her home.

Beside her were several children who seemed to have been with her on a trip to the mountains.

The scene shifted rapidly.

As dawn broke and the fires died down, [Temperance] and the other children searched through the wreckage for their families.

But what they found beneath the ruins was a reality too cruel for any child to bear.

“…Let’s go to the city.”

After clumsily burying their loved ones with their tiny hands, [Temperance] spoke.

“If we go to the city, we can find food. And the city has guards—it’ll be safe there.”

Through a treacherous journey, the children finally arrived at a nearby fortress city.

Naturally, the guards refused to let them in. 

But thanks to [Temperance]’s wit, they managed to slip in by blending with a merchant caravan.

Yet, their true hardships were only beginning.

Surviving in the city’s slums, with no strength or protectors, was a daily battle.

“Get lost, beggar girl!”

“This is mine!”


Each day was a war.

From the moment they entered the city, the children’s spirits began to wither.

“Rachel… No…”

The first to die was a child who succumbed to disease.

It was the result of relentless marching without proper nourishment, combined with stress and the worst hygienic conditions imaginable.

“Hans…!”

The second child to die had his neck broken by a vagrant’s assault. 

A tragedy born from a fight over a mere piece of bread.

“…It’s my fault.”

[Temperance] blamed herself. 

If only she had made the right choices, she wouldn’t have lost her friends. 

Because she was clumsy. 

Because she was weak. 

Because she was lacking. 

She couldn’t protect them.

Little by little, [Temperance] became numb. 

The pure and kind heart she once had disappeared without a trace. 

She showed no mercy to those who coveted what was hers. 

She exacted vengeance on anyone who opposed her. 

Before she knew it, [Temperance] had become the ruler of the slums. 

A figure feared and obeyed by all vagrants.

Now, she was certain she could protect the friends she had left.

“Die!!!”

But then—

“Lukio!”

Before she could react, a remnant of an opposing gang, harboring deep resentment, plunged a knife into her friend’s chest.

“It’s not your fault, Eliza.”

Her last remaining friend tried to comfort her, but [Temperance] couldn’t hear those words. 

She had been careless again. 

Still too weak. And because of that weakness, she had lost another friend.

The back alleys were no longer an option. She had to step into the light. 

If she wanted to protect her last friend.

With that resolve, [Temperance] abandoned the underworld and rose into legitimacy. 

Her newfound business flourished, free from the filth of the past.

But then—

“Anna!”

“It’s… not… your fault…”

Her final friend was caught in an explosion—a terrorist attack orchestrated by a rival company.

“…Because of me.”

She had learned a cruel lesson. A shred of kindness invited destruction. A moment of mercy led to loss. 

A single moment of weakness stripped away everything.

Never again would she give. 

Never again would she be taken from. 

Never again… would she love anyone.

And thus, [Avarice] took root.

Something felt wrong.

Until now, every investor had completed their noble heroic saga before succumbing to sin. 

But this time, it seemed as though the sin had come first. [Avarice], already entrenched in her soul before she ascended to divinity.

Defeating her without even using the [Akashic Archive]…

It seemed impossible.

How… could this be done?

He agonized over the problem for a long time. 

Then, an idea emerged—

A method he had never tried before. 

It was worth an attempt. 

If it worked, he might just break through the iron fortress that was [Avarice]’s mind. 

If it failed, he could try something else.

But…

“Since this isn’t a game, I have to act myself?”

The thought of acting like a dog, of all things, was daunting.

But there was no other way.

Sinking into the power of dreams, [Temperance] drifted through the dream world. 

By now, she had long since lost all her friends and had become emotionally numb. 

Her business had grown to become one of the top ten trading companies on the continent.

On her way home after securing yet another contract—

“Whimper… whimper…”

A small puppy lay sprawled on the street.

Normally, she would have ignored such a sight. 

A stray, abandoned dog meant nothing to her.

And yet—


Something about it caught her attention.

“Hey.”

She turned to her coachman and gave a command.

“Bring me that puppy. Be careful not to hurt it.”

For once, she added words she normally wouldn’t have.



 
  Chapter 121: Fortit


“Woof! Woof!”

Slurp!

The puppy that the coachman had picked up lunged at [Temperance] the moment it entered the carriage.

“Ugh!”

A warm, damp tongue lapped at her face, and [Temperance] instinctively grimaced.

“You little—!”

The attendant sitting beside her jolted in shock and reached out to pry the puppy away from her.

“Stop. Leave it be.”

“…Yes, ma’am.”

Halting the attendant, [Temperance] grasped the puppy’s belly with both hands and peered down at it.

A scruffy little thing.

Normally, she would never have allowed such a creature near her. 

Keeping something like this close would make her appear weak, contradicting the conviction she had upheld—never to be taken from again.

“Master of the trade guild, this is a stray dog. It could carry diseases. It’s unhygienic.”

“I am aware.”

And yet.

Was it because the pitiful sight of the puppy lying in the streets overlapped with memories of her past self and her lost friends?

“I will take it with me.”

[Temperance] couldn’t get the puppy out of her mind.

Had it finally worked?

She had repeated this dream countless times, trying to enter her gaze naturally.

It was possible to manipulate her thoughts artificially, as if crafting an episode within the [Akashic Archive], but that was not the right way.

She had to lead her naturally—only then would the intended outcome be achieved.

Fortunately, through the repetition of this dream world, she had grasped a sense of how to do it.

If done well, perhaps she could apply this method in reality, just as she had in the past.

Of course, if that were to happen, it would transcend the realm of mere dreams—it would be reality manipulation.

“Woof!”

Did I overdo it?

Playing the role of a dog… not easy.

Every story she had manifested in the dream world so far had been based on real memories of the constellations.

There were a few tweaks, but she had never outright added something entirely new.

At most, she had introduced [Archive] spaces or a curator.

Even the adversaries that had appeared so far, unless they were beings of the abyss, had all been drawn from the constellations’ memories.

Thus, in order to place a puppy in [Temperance]’s memory, she had no choice but to act the part herself.

Pretending to be a dog…

Not easy.

Maybe I should have used another method.

Becoming a dog is harder than I thought.

If this fails…

Back in her office, [Temperance] ordered her subordinates to prepare a bath for the puppy.

Pet shampoo, warm water, a large basin, and finally, the finest towels available.

“Well done. You may all leave now.”

“Yes, Master.”

Once the staff had withdrawn, she personally began to wash the puppy.

It was filthy, covered in grime, but she wanted to do this herself.

“Woof!”

“Yes… good. Stay still so the water doesn’t splash everywhere.”

After scrubbing away the dirt, the hidden fur beneath was revealed—a pure, snowy white.

“…At last, you look presentable.”

She dried the puppy with a luxurious towel, wrapping it up snugly before lifting it into her arms.

It was light.

So fragile.

A small creature that seemed as though it would shatter at the slightest touch.

If she hadn’t picked it up, it would have been left to die on the streets.

Too different.

It was completely different from the strength she sought.

“Woof?”

Wasn’t this closer to weakness—something that loses everything rather than taking from others?

How could it welcome a stranger it had never met before, without a shred of caution?

So…

Pathetic.

Unbearably so.

Gurgle.

A faint rumble from the puppy’s belly.

It was starving.

Ding!

[Temperance] rang the bell to summon her attendant.

“You called, ma’am?”

“Purchase dog food. The finest quality.”

“Understood.”

So pathetic.

A weakness she never wished to resemble.

And because of that, she had to protect it.

“What is your name…?”

“Woof?”

“…I suppose you wouldn’t have one.”

The puppy gazed up at her with innocent, trusting eyes.

She must not allow this.

Keeping something so weak close meant forging yet another vulnerability.


And yet, [Temperance] found herself incapable of turning it away.

If she did, all that awaited it was death.

“Fortit. Yes, I shall call you Fortit.”

A word from the ancient tongue—one that meant strength.

A word that [Temperance] particularly favored.

“I will make you strong. You will never lose to anyone again, never have anything taken from you.”

Time passed.

[Temperance] spent all her time in the office with her puppy, Fortit.

Before, she would return to her mansion to sleep after finishing her work, but now, she lived entirely in her office.

She didn’t want anyone other than her attendant to know of Fortit’s existence.

“Did you handle the coachman?”

“Yes. We paid him off and sent him far away. The amount was sufficient, so there’s no need to worry about him revealing anything.”

“…Well done.”

With the exception of her secretary, no one knew about Fortit.

It was fine.

No one knew.

Not even her enemies could target Fortit.

She tried to reassure herself, but it wasn’t easy.

Just as she had lost so much before, she feared she might lose the new family she had found.

She was always rational, but anything related to Fortit was different.

The thorned armor she had donned after losing her friends melted away in Fortit’s presence.

Her beloved little dog was the only being in the world who allowed her to reveal the softness she had been forced to hide.

Then, one day—

A beautifully wrapped bottle of wine sat on her office desk.

“Look at this, Port.”

[Temperance] proudly held up the bottle, showing it to her dog.

“This is a gift from the Republic’s Merchant Association. It’s their surrender, their declaration that they can no longer compete with me.”

She had to be strong.

The weak who showed even a moment of kindness would be robbed and trampled.

She had bitten down hard, and they had finally broken under the pressure and admitted defeat.

With renewed resolve, [Temperance] pulled the cork from the bottle and prepared to pour a glass.

Or so she thought.

“Woof!”

Crash!

Had the dog not jumped in at that moment, she wouldn’t have dropped it.

The bottle hit the ground and shattered.

Its contents spilled everywhere.

“…Port, what have you done?”

No matter how much she adored her dog, this was unacceptable.

Destroying the spoils of her victory?

This wasn’t like Fortit at all. The obedient, well-mannered pup had never behaved this way before.

Frowning, [Temperance] placed her hands on her hips.

“…”

“…Haah. That was dangerous.”

But as she looked down at Fortit, sulking with its ears drooped, she found herself unable to scold it.

“You could have hurt yourself on the broken glass.”

She reached down and wiped off the wine that had splashed onto the dog’s fur.

“That’s why you need to be more ca—… Hm?”

Her eyes landed on a silver tray on her desk.

The spilled wine had reached it.

And the silver had tarnished.

Wine that discolors silver.

The meaning was clear.

The wine was no ordinary vintage.

Something foul had been hidden within it.

“Fort… You saved my life.”

[Temperance] knelt down and stroked the small dog, who rubbed its head affectionately against her.

How had it known?

Had it instinctively sensed the danger approaching her and acted to save her?

Fortit was a blessing.

The one and only treasure that had come into her life.

“Those bastards…”

The gift had come from the Merchant Association.

They had been her rivals, clashing with her trading company over market dominance.

She should have known their surrender was too easy.

They had chosen a more extreme method instead.

Unforgivable.

The weak were always preyed upon.

She would never be prey again.

They would pay dearly for this.

“Is this still not enough?”

A dog, saved by an act of kindness.

A dog, in turn, saving her life.

Through this story, they had hoped to shatter her [Miserliness].


But Fortit’s existence alone was not enough to break that iron wall.

Not yet.

Something stronger was needed.

Something like—

“A tragic end brought about by an obsession with strength.”



 
  Chapter 122: Porpor


[Temperance] sat in her office chair, gently stroking the small dog, For, nestled on her lap. 

Her desk was cluttered with stacks of documents—reports she had gathered by commissioning various information guilds. 

These papers contained intelligence on the Republic’s Merchant Association.

“They dared to feign surrender while secretly plotting to stab me in the back. They have trampled on my final act of mercy—there will be no forgiveness.”

Had it not been for For, the poison hidden in that wine bottle might have inflicted fatal damage. 

It could have very well been the end of her.

“The weak are always preyed upon. If you strike, do it thoroughly.”

They had tried to kill her because she appeared weak. 

That was their mistake. 

And she would repay them with vengeance so complete that no one would ever dare underestimate her again.

The merchant guild led by [Temperance] was among the ten most influential across the continent. 

Crushing a mere trade association from a minor republic was hardly a challenge. 

A simple threat—declaring that any guild or caravan conducting business with the association would face severe penalties—was enough to sever all their trade connections. 

She manipulated market prices to destabilize their goods, throwing their commerce into disarray. 

And finally, she used her underworld connections to ruin them entirely.

Punishing those foolish enough to challenge her was a simple task.

One by one, their limbs were cut away. 

It wouldn’t be long before they were rendered completely powerless. 

But that alone wasn’t enough. 

The name of the Republic’s Merchant Association would be erased from history. 

She would ensure they could never again set foot in this land.

Money could make anything happen.

[Temperance] hired elite mercenaries in droves. 

Bribing law enforcement and officials ensured that even kidnappings went unchallenged. 

A vast warehouse became the holding cell for the captured members of the Merchant Association—every one of them doomed to pay the price.

“Guild Master! Why are you doing this to us? We even sent you a gift to show our submission! No matter what we chose, were you always planning to annihilate us?”

“Why, you ask? You mean you don’t know?”

“Urk!”

[Temperance] pressed her boot against the throat of the association’s leader.

“You deceived me. You tried to kill me. You are simply paying the price for that.”

“W-What nonsense! Why would we try to kill you?”

“Isn’t it obvious? If I died, you could absorb the trade routes under my control. That’s why you did it.”

“Even if such an act brought us profit, we would never betray morality!”

“A lethal poison was detected in the wine bottle you sent me. Do I need to explain further?”

“P-Poison? T-There must be some mistake! We never poisoned it!”

“Spare me your excuses. The gift came from you.”

“It’s a setup! This is the work of someone pulling strings behind the scenes, using you to destroy us! Can’t you see you’re being manipulated?”

A thought struck her. 

What if they weren’t the ones who poisoned the wine? 

Their reaction was too desperate, too sincere. 

Had she overlooked another possible culprit?

But it didn’t matter.

Even if they weren’t guilty, their demise was already decided. 

The world believed they had declared war on her. 

If she let them live, others would start to see her as weak.

That could not be allowed.

“Begin.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

At her command, the mercenaries moved swiftly. 

The battered and broken merchants, too feeble to resist after their abduction and beatings, were stuffed into wine barrels. 

Heavy stones were placed inside before the barrels were nailed shut.

“Farewell, fools!”

“You should have groveled before the boss!”

One by one, dozens of barrels were thrown into the depths of the harbor, sinking out of sight. They would never resurface.

It was a flawless execution of vengeance.

Yet… why?

[Temperance] couldn’t shake the last words of the association’s leader from her mind.

Being used.

What if someone had poisoned the wine to provoke this reaction? 

What if every step she had taken was precisely what they wanted?

A cold wave of unease surged through her.

“We’re leaving.”

“Pardon?”

“Prepare the carriage. I’m returning to my office.”

She had left For behind, not wanting the little one to witness such brutality. 

But now, her most precious companion came to mind.

What if someone had targeted the empty office?

She had instructed her secretary to remain behind and watch over things, but anxiety clawed at her.

“Faster! Drive faster!”

She barked at the coachman, urging the horses onward. 

The carriage sped through the streets, and when she finally arrived at her office, she was met with devastation.

Her secretary was nowhere to be found.

Her ledgers and documents—gone, as if the place had been thoroughly ransacked.

Most of all, her most treasured being was missing.

“For! Damn it, where is my For?!”

“G-Guild Master! Please, calm yourself!”

But she couldn’t. 

She scoured the office, desperate, but her beloved dog was nowhere to be found.

For had vanished.


“…I was a fool.”

She never expected that her secretary would betray her.

Taking advantage of the moment when she left the office, the secretary had seized all the critical documents and fled.

So, had the poisoned wine prepared by the Merchant Guild been part of the plan all along?

No.

There had to be someone backing her.

Someone must have promised protection in exchange for those stolen ledgers.

One of the top ten trading companies from another continent, perhaps?

Blinded by the need for revenge, she had failed to see what truly mattered. 

Her narrow focus had cost her dearly. 

Had she maintained a clear mind, she could have prevented this from happening. 

She wouldn’t have lost For, either.

“I will find them.”

No matter what it takes, she would find them.

[Temperance] devoted itself entirely to gathering information. 

The secretary and her backers had covered their tracks so perfectly that finding any traces of them was impossible. 

However, by tracking the financial gains within the related industries, it was possible to identify the trading company that had benefited the most from the stolen ledgers.

“Sylvia Trading Company.”

The ones who had kidnapped her For.

“Well, well, I never imagined the esteemed Eliza, head of her grand trading company, would seek me out personally.”

Sylvia, the noblewoman who led the Sylvia Trading Company, smirked. 

Seeing her in person made it difficult to suppress the fury rising within.

“I am not here to make an issue out of this matter.”

“Oh? And what matter might that be?”

“Return my puppy.”

“Puppy?”

“I will pay the price.”

“Ohoho! How amusing. The great Lady Eliza is offering me payment.”

“But what a shame… The puppy I knew died fearlessly, standing against a traitorous secretary to protect its master’s belongings.”

“……Lies.”

It had to be a lie.

There was no way For was dead…

“Oh, that expression is simply delightful. Do you know how long I’ve waited for the day you would feel something like this?”

Sylvia’s voice no longer reached [Temperance].

All that filled her mind was the image of her poor, loyal For, bravely fighting until the very end, alone, to protect what belonged to its master.

“Another failure?”

The story designed to break [Avarice] kept reinforcing it instead. 

Each time she experienced regret, [Avarice]’s defenses momentarily crumbled, but eventually, she always sealed her heart shut once more.

It didn’t matter.

He had seen the possibility.

There were plenty of chances.

Failure wasn’t an issue.

He only needed to keep trying until he succeeded.

One dream was erased, and a new one was created.

Again and again, until it worked.

***

[For]

Another dream sank into oblivion.

A droplet of a forgotten memory fell into the unconscious depths.

For.

For.

For.

ForFor.

ForForFor.


ForForForFor.

ForForForForForFor.

ForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForFor.

ForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForForFor.





 
  Chapter 123: Wrong choice


Something small and round rolled over in the tiny bed, shifting slightly.

A slumbering god.

She was dreaming.

But it wasn’t the kind of whimsical fantasy dream one would expect. 

No, she was reliving something far older—a forgotten memory that should have remained buried.

—”Why did you choose me, Constellation? I’m just an incompetent Earthling. There are far stronger races in the Tower than me.”

In the past, she had been unable to answer the innocent question of her beloved Apostle.

How could she possibly admit that she had mistakenly stumbled into his dream and been devoured by a live octopus?

—”Because you intrigued me.”

It wasn’t entirely a lie.

Their first encounter had been an accident, but even so, he had managed to capture her attention.

A frail human, an inferior species that couldn’t even compare to elves, dwarves, or beastmen.

And among all humans, those from Earth were the weakest of all.

Most of them perished before even earning the favor of a Constellation. 

Only a rare few reached the ranks of the Tower’s elite.

So, when she chose this powerless man as her Apostle, it was anything but an ordinary decision.

***

Of course, back then, even she couldn’t have imagined it.

That her Apostle would one day stand at the peak of the Tower, overshadowing all other Apostles.

Even with her guidance, his journey had been anything but easy.

With the influence of Constellations limited, the only power she could bestow upon him was the authority of dreams.

—”Two circles of a seventh-tier magic array. Come, my dear.”

Beyond that, all she could do was accompany him in a spectral form, offering her counsel.

Yet, despite these meager conditions, he ascended the Tower with breathtaking prowess.

No allies of his own race. 

No alliance with other Constellations.

Alone, he crushed countless organizations and climbed ever higher.

And his mastery over dream magic only grew.

He wielded it in ways even she had never conceived—manifesting endless possibilities in his dreams and weaving them into reality.

No enemy could escape him.

No matter how improbable his victory seemed, only the world where he won was allowed to become real.

—”You did it again, my dear! A flawless victory befitting my Apostle! …………My dear?”

Caught up in celebrating his victories, she failed to see the price he was paying.

—”I’ll do it again. As many times as it takes.”

The cost of bending the laws of reality, of rewriting the world over and over again.

—”As many times as needed.”

***

The peak—the place where one could claim the entirety of the universe itself.

He had fought his way here, shattering everything in his path.

—”A mere Earthling…?”

—”It doesn’t matter. He dies here.”

Gathered before him were the strongest Apostles, an army formed from the elite of many Constellations.

He faced them alone.

—”My dear! It’s too dangerous!”

—”It doesn’t matter. No matter how many times I must repeat this, if I reach the end, I will win.”

Again.

The world reset.

Again.

A desperate battle against the Tower’s mightiest warriors.

Again.

Even as his bones shattered and his flesh was torn away, he kept repeating the world.

If only one world existed where he won, that was enough.

How many times had the cycle repeated?

How many worlds had crumbled into the void?

One by one, every Apostle fell.

—”No… It can’t be 0%…”

In the end, only he remained.

Through the eternal cycle, he had finally found the one victorious world.

—”I did it, Constellation.”

But she was no longer there.

—”Constellation?”

The one who should have heard his voice had vanished.

His power had shaken even the fundamental laws of the cosmos.

And he had paid the price.

—”No… Constellation! Constellation!!!”

His voice echoed at the pinnacle of the Tower.

But no one answered.

A forbidden act.

The price he had to pay.

And so, he made his final choice…

***

With a jolt, the Goddess of Dreams shot upright in bed.

She couldn’t remember everything.

Only fragmented memories had resurfaced, the full past still lost to her.

But she knew, instinctively, what she had to do.

She had to stop him.

Before he made the wrong choice again.

As his Constellation…

As his companion…

As the woman who loved him…

She had to stop him.

—”For.”


—”For?”

—”For!”

Something was wrong.

He had believed that if he just kept trying, he would eventually succeed.

That, just like finding the right world through infinite resets, a world where he could break [Avarice] would eventually appear.

After all, that’s how it worked when he had used dream magic in the past.

But it wasn’t working.

The more he repeated the cycles, the further she strayed from the answer.

Instead of breaking free, she was becoming more obsessed with For.

Her heart grew more closed off. 

More possessive.

Had he chosen the wrong approach?

Had he been mistaken from the start?

Perhaps, rather than relying on For, he should have found another way.

Or maybe… the very act of repeating worlds, believing that the answer would eventually appear, had been a mistake all along.

No.

That couldn’t be true.

This is how I achieved victory in my past life.

The collaboration between me and the Constellation. 

We become one, searching for the correct answer together. 

This is the right way—there is no better method, nor should there be.

To eternally repeat the cycle, searching for the dream world I desire. 

That is my mission, my path.

I repeat once more.

Have I strayed from my original intent? 

Do I see no signs of success? 

I simply haven’t attempted it enough times.

If I repeat it sufficiently, I will reach it. 

The world of the correct answer.

So I repeat again. 

Until I succeed.

As I raised my hand imbued with authority, ready to unfold a new dream world—

Crash!

The dream world surrounding me shattered.

—Rian…!

A beam of light shot toward me. 

Warm, familiar. 

Connected to me.

The Constellation.

—Rian!!!

Her small frame hurled itself into my arms. 

Startled, I caught her.

“C-Constellation…?”

Why is she here?

Why is she in my arms?

She nestled her head against my shoulder.

—I missed you, Rian…

I hesitated, then wrapped my arms around her back.

Something felt…off.

As if I had just woken up from a distorted dream. 

As if all my thoughts up to this moment were unnatural. 

As if I had not been myself.

What… had I been thinking?

—Are you okay, Rian?

“…Yes. I’m okay.”

Her voice sounded clearer than ever before. Her pure, melodious tone tickled my ears.

The murky thoughts crowding my mind began to dissolve.

Repeat? 

Not enough attempts?

Was I a gambler or something? 

Had those truly been my thoughts?

“Constellation, I…”

—It’s okay… it’s okay…

She patted my back instead.

Her short arms tapped lightly, again and again. 

With each touch, my mind grew clearer.

‘I didn’t make a mistake this time.’

I didn’t know why, but I felt relieved.

Nothing had gone wrong. I hadn’t lost something precious again.

—Rian! If you’re going to use your authority like that, tell me first!

The Constellation placed her hands on her hips, her short limbs failing to achieve the imposing stance she desired.

“I’m sorry… I just wanted to show you results you’d be satisfied with.”

Because she had struggled with [Temperance], I hadn’t wanted to burden her with this. 

But looking back, that very thought had been a mistake.

—Next time, don’t do something like that without my permission!

“Yes.”

—Promise!

“Promise.”

I linked my pinky with hers.

She smiled brightly.

Was it because her voice sounded clearer than before? 

She felt closer now.

Almost as if, in a past life…

Rumble!

Suddenly, the dream world trembled.

“Uwaah!”

The world I had been endlessly sustaining with [Temperance] had begun to collapse.

W-Wait!

This was bad.

Because I had continuously reinforced my obsession with For, [Avarice] had strengthened instead of being destroyed. 

If she left the dream world in this state, I couldn’t predict the consequences.

I had to stop it.

I focused all my energy, trying to piece the unraveling dream world back together.

It wasn’t enough.

I couldn’t sustain a world already in the midst of collapse.

Then, a small hand covered mine.

[The Storyteller of Dreams smiles at you.]

“Constellation…”


With her touch, the crumbling halted, slowing at an incredible rate. 

The dream world started returning to its original form.

I felt relieved.

Until I saw the message.

[The Frugal Temperance rises to its feet.] [The Temperance engraved with For stretches its limbs.]



 
  Chapter 124: Everyday was a dream until I knew about For


“What is it? Why are you looking at me like that?”

[Temperance] had awakened from the world of dreams.

Outwardly, she seemed unchanged—appearing exactly as she had before. 

She looked like the same [Avarice Temperance], her demeanor and aura untouched, or so it seemed.

[Forged Temperance appears confused.]

But her divine title told a different story.

Where once the sin of [Avarice] had resided, something else had quietly taken its place: For.

Within her inner world, the little puppy I had portrayed had driven out her sin entirely.

I had turned to Wisdom for help. 

In moments like this, the one who came to mind first was always her.

—“Rian! I can do it! ……… Actually, I am doing it.”

Even our dear Constellation had crossed her stubby little arms, attempting a serious expression, though that had never really been her strong suit.

Besides, there were things I needed to discuss with her.

Had I really gone through with all this without even thinking about what would happen after breaking [Avarice]?

Thanks to her, I could now truly grasp just how irrational I had been before I came to my senses.

I had acted recklessly, with no thought for the consequences.

Perhaps the remnants of my past life’s mindset had overlapped with my current self.

If she hadn’t come for me… who knows what would’ve happened?

“You called, my prince?”

“Ah, thank you for coming, Princess Wisdom.”

It wasn’t long before Wisdom arrived.

I quickly explained everything to her and entrusted her with analyzing [Temperance].

[Temperance] seemed a little confused but agreed and allowed Wisdom to proceed.

“Constellation. May I have a word with you?”

—…?

While Wisdom worked on analyzing [Temperance], I took our Constellation outside for a moment.

“I haven’t properly thanked you yet. Thank you, truly. If it weren’t for you, I might have made an irreparable mistake…”

“As your Constellation, it was only natural for me to act.”

She placed her hands on her hips and puffed out her petite chest proudly. 

Though she tried to look cool… honestly, she just looked adorable.

‘Does she… think she still looks like her past self?’ 

I couldn’t protect her in our past life. That regret still lingered.

My memories of our previous life weren’t completely intact.

But had she regained hers?

“No, not all of them. But I do remember enough. I remember… it was because of me that you made the wrong choice, Rian. This time, I won’t let you repeat the same mistake.”

“Constellation…”

She still had the figure of a tiny child, and no matter how stern her face tried to be, she still looked like a pouty kid.

But within her, I saw the resolve of a true goddess— the one I had longed for so deeply in my past life. 

My Constellation.

“Constellation… could you show me those memories? The ones from our past life?”

Unlike her, I had little recollection of what had come before.

But I felt that I needed to know.

“…Huh? You want me to show you my memories?”

Her round eyes widened like saucers.

Then, with both index fingers fidgeting together nervously, she stammered:

“W-Well, if you really want to, I can show you, but it’s not as simple as just… showing them. I mean, if I showed you everything, it’d be really hard on you, and honestly, maybe it’s better if I just… ugh, I mean, maybe we should wait and—”

It was the first time I’d ever heard her ramble so much.

Was there something in those memories she didn’t want to show me?

‘Of course there would be.’

If your search history is hard to share with a lover, how much harder would it be to reveal the memories of an entire lifetime?

Revealing those to a follower could shatter a Constellation’s dignity.

Well… assuming our Constellation had any dignity to begin with.

“Prince.”

Wisdom’s voice called out to me.

“I’ve figured it out. You’d better come quickly.”

“Constellation, let’s continue this conversation later.”

“H-Huh? Rian? …Rian?”

I hoisted our Constellation onto my back and returned to where [Temperance] and Wisdom were waiting.

As we entered the room, Wisdom’s eyes widened at the sight of the two of us.

I brought over a soft chair for our Constellation.

“Here, please take a seat.”

“Do I have to get down?”

“Pardon?”

“…Never mind.”

Once she was settled, Wisdom began her explanation.

“First, let me explain the current state of [Temperance].”

She went into detail about her analysis.

Originally, [Temperance] had been a pure divine essence.

However, the sin of [Avarice] had clung to her, corrupting her nature.

Despite possessing unmatched wealth across the continent, she refused to give or share.

Instead, she had closed her heart off from others.

On the surface, it seemed like restraint.

But just as excessive patience can betray true moderation, her behavior had come to contradict the very virtue she represented.

In short, she had become twisted.

Not unlike me—

I didn’t cause harm with divine arrogance, but my demeanor had become… unpleasant.

As it had when we first met.

But now, that [Avarice] was shattered.

And then something bizarre—neither sin nor sanctity—called For had taken root within her.

This was a situation unlike anything with the previous investors.

“Strictly speaking… the Sin of the Abyss has disappeared,” she said.

The sin had been purified, though not at all in the way they intended.

Where past investors had grown their divinity by overcoming or conquering their sins, Temperance had been devoured instead—consumed by the newly born entity called For.

“So, that’s how it came to be,” Temperance murmured, nodding slowly as she listened to Ji-Hye’s explanation.

She looked composed—rational, even.

As though nothing was wrong at all.

“So what you’re saying is, the sin that was inside me vanished… and this concept called For took its place?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

It was undeniably my fault.

Even if it stemmed from the remnants of my past and a rampage born of the power of dreams, it had happened within a dream I created.


I had to take full responsibility.

“I’m sorry, Constellation. I’ll accept any consequences for this. But first, you need to be treated—”


“Treatment?” 

Temperance tilted her head.

“Why would I need treatment?”

“…Sorry?”

What was this goddess even saying right now?

“Constellation, we need to remove the impurity etched into your divinity.”

“So what you’re saying is—the love I now feel toward our For was never intended, and is instead a byproduct of your mistake?”

Our For?

She looked fine on the surface, but… maybe she wasn’t.

“And For doesn’t actually exist,” I added, trying to pull her back to reality. 

“He’s just a fictional puppy I pretended to be.”

“I know. Meaning he’s a being of dreams, not reality.”

She… understood that For wasn’t real?

Then why—

“But it’s different for me,” she said, a soft glow in her eyes. 

“Before I met For, every day felt like a dream. Now, I’m finally awake.”

She cupped her cheeks in both hands, her expression euphoric.

“The red thread of fate connected me to For. That was destiny.”

Her face flushed a deep crimson.

…Okay.

This was way worse than I thought.

I had to stop her somehow.

She didn’t know yet that For—the one she adored—was actually me, pretending to be a dog.


Maybe if she found out, that would break the illusion.

Wake her up.

I had to tell her—

“Constellation—”

Thwip!

Just then, Ji-Hye grabbed my hand before I could call out to Temperance.

“Princess?”

She shook her head slowly and whispered, “It’s better if you don’t tell her.”

“Huh?”

“We all had something—or someone—that helped us overcome our sins and awaken our divinity. But she’s different. She had no one to rely on. No one to love. If we take even For away from her, her divinity will collapse.”

Unlike the other investors, she hadn’t overcome sin through bonds or faith.

Temperance had no one to support her… except For.

Hearing Ji-Hye’s words, I slowly lowered the hand I had raised.

Even if For wasn’t real… 

I didn’t want her world to come crashing down just because she learned the truth.

Yeah. 



Better to keep quiet.

After all, if someone found out their favorite person was just an act—someone in a costume, a voice, a lie—their world would shatter.

At the time, neither Ji-Hye nor I could have guessed what would come next.

What happens when the wealthiest god in the universe falls into full-blown fangirling.

And just how much divinity would start pouring into the one who had played the role of For.



 
  Chapter 125: Butter For


“Wow! It’s huge!”


“I can’t believe they made such a massive statue in just a few days! How much money did they spend on this?”

People were taking photos in front of the enormous statue, laughing and chattering with awe.


I could only stare blankly at the scene before me.


Seeing a sculpture—crafted from my own creation, my own performance of a dog—brought to life in the real world was… surreal.


…Just how much money did they pour into this?

The sheer scale dwarfed most depictions of gods.

One leg of the statue alone was nearly the size of an entire academy lecture hall.


And it wasn’t just one statue.


Word had it they’d erected one in every major metropolis across the continent, not just here in

Reyra, the academy city.


They even bought plots of land just to make space for them.

It was a vivid demonstration of what happened when the wealthiest god in the world became passionate about something.

Even if Greed was erased, doesn’t Temperance remain…?


I saw no signs of restraint in the way she blanketed the entire continent with For statues.

She might have been consumed by the concept of For, but she was still a proper celestial.


A god who had amassed immense wealth through tremendous faith offerings.


Even with obsession, I never imagined she’d go this far.

“Hey everyone, guess what? I’ve got a new sponsorship…” “For! For! For! For!” “Isn’t she just adorable, folks?”

No matter which broadcast channel you tuned into, For’s name echoed from every screen.

They’d bought ad slots from broadcasters all across the continent just to spread her name.

“Did you hear? They’re hosting a contest to depict the epic of For through painting… The prize money is enough to buy a castle!”


“Wasn’t there also a poetry contest about For’s greatness? I heard the winner actually got a castle!”

Even contests meant to discuss art and literature were now just massive PR campaigns for For.

“What?! This beautifully crafted doll is that cheap?”


“For merch is cheaper than stuff with no characters on it!”

Merchandise featuring For was priced absurdly low—cheaper than similar products with no branding at all.


The chief of merchandise, [Temperance], had deliberately released them at a loss.


Not just breaking even—actively losing money.

“New-release mana-phone announces For collab!”


“For surprises everyone by appearing in high-end luxury brand Azamina’s new line! Even celestials can’t resist her charm!”

Soon even ordinary products were being covered in For branding.


The whole world had gone For.

It was getting excessive.


At this rate, wouldn’t some people start developing a backlash against the never-ending For chants?

But maybe… money was the reason that didn’t happen.


If something wasn’t going well, maybe it just needed more money.

Temperance, who bulldozed everything with overwhelming wealth, had succeeded.

“For is just too cute!”

“And that loyalty! I wish I had a dog like For!”

It was the bandwagon effect.


Even people who might not have cared much initially were swept up in the contagious popularity that engulfed the continent.


And in the end, For surpassed all our [Akashic Archive] characters to become the most beloved icon across the land.

Whether it was merchandise sales or just sheer popularity, none of our investor-approved characters could compete.

“Thanks to For, prices have dropped!”


“This is so… For-esque!”

Because [Temperance] set the margins on For-branded goods to negative, consumers quickly came to associate them with:


“Cheap but high quality.”

Soon, the word For became synonymous with “amazing value” and “way better than its price tag.”

…This is a loss.


The character I created to resolve her sin had now outshined all our others.


Even worse, For was practically the same person as the director.

It was like cutting off your own flesh.


And what really bothered me… was that our top-selling character—Director—had just lost the crown to For.

Even if both were technically me, the idea of the top character being a puppy version of myself? That was not my taste.

“She’s not even that cute.”


“Isn’t this just corporate push? Am I the only one who thinks that?”

A few people with sharp insight and broad perspective tried to speak up about the truth behind the For phenomenon.

Comment deleted.


Comment deleted.

But they couldn’t withstand the fury of For’s fanbase.


They were martyred in the public square.

Then [Temperance] unleashed her ultra-luxury legal team, threatening to root out anyone who tried to tarnish For’s image.

Just like that, dissent vanished.

Things got so intense that governments across the continent began warning their citizens that any defamation of For would be punished severely.

And to think… all of this started from one god’s personal obsession.

It was hard to keep my mouth closed.

Wasn’t the extent of fandom spending just about putting up birthday ads in subway stations? This was far beyond that.

[Temperance]…


A terrifying god.

***

“For!”


“For?”


“Forpor!”


That damned For, For, For.

Why had everyone suddenly stopped caring about the Headmaster?!


They used to chant his name with such passion before his story was even released!

Then, a thought struck me.

The miracle we bestowed upon our investors.


It was formed from divinity born of an immense amount of faith.

The old comrades of [Sacrifice] were resurrected.


The saint of [Magitech] returned.


The master of [Demon God] was freed from her curse.



Even the Sisters of Wisdom came back.

When the people of the Continent came to a strong collective belief about something—


That belief became reality.

Then, what if the people of the Continent had formed a belief so powerful it even surpassed the bounds of the game?

Monumental statues, incomparably grander than the existing constellations, were erected across the land.


Negative faith was blocked from spreading, while only positive faith was allowed to flourish.


Even everyday market prices had gone down.

In such a state, if the faith in For united into one…

Would For become real?

And if For did manifest into reality—


What then?

What if For was born as a god, born from the unified faith of the entire Continent?

I went straight to Wisdom.

“…Even I don’t know, Prince,” she said, surprisingly.

Wisdom, who knew everything that happened across the Continent, didn’t know?

“This has never happened before. So far, all the constellations were born through faith. In their mortal days, they achieved extraordinary feats, which became legends passed down, recognized by many. And through that recognition, their faith crystallized into divinity and led them to ascend.”

Aside from rare exceptions like Wisdom, most constellations followed that path.


[Sacrifice], [Magitech], [Demon God], [Theft].


Even our own Investors had all gone through the same process.

“But this is different. One individual—Yes, even if that individual is a god—This isn’t something born from their deeds. This is a phenomenon caused by someone trying to make a god known to all. There’s no precedent for this.”

If simply spreading awareness of a being could create a god, then anyone would’ve tried it.

But what [Temperance] did went far beyond the norm.


They poured in an amount of money equivalent to several years of the entire Continent’s budget, just to make everyone go wild for this being called For.

Even Wisdom couldn’t confidently analyze this bizarre situation.

“I can’t be sure, but… if I were to form a hypothesis… I don’t think this divinity is going to create a new being.”

“Not going to create a new being?”

“Correct.”


Wisdom nodded and looked me straight in the eye.

“Rather, I think that divinity will gather within the very person who is the identity of For—You, Prince.”

“Me? But I’m not a god. I’m just an ordinary human.”

Sure, I had borrowed divine authority from a constellation in my dreams, so maybe not entirely ordinary—


But my body contained not a shred of true divinity.

How could such divine energy gather inside me?

More than anything, only I, our constellation, and Wisdom knew that For was just a character I had played.


Just an act.

Flash!

A sharp pain burst in my chest.


Thud!

Without realizing it, I fell to my knees from the sudden agony.

“Prince!”

Wisdom rushed to support me, and in that moment, the pain that had been crushing my chest rapidly faded.

And then—

Pop!

A strange sensation, as if something was sprouting from the top of my head.

Fluff…

What… is this?

A soft feeling brushed against my hair.


I couldn’t make sense of the situation.

“…Prince,”



Wisdom called to me.

When I lifted my head, I saw her.


Her face flushed red, her eyes distant in a daze.

“Do you, by any chance… like butter?”





 
  Chapter 126: Director · For


The Realm of [Temperance]

“Hmm… It’s obvious everyone loves our For.”

Before [Temperance]’s eyes floated a holographic graph quantifying the concentration of For across the continent.

She had just approved plans for a series of new projects.

Even if For didn’t exist in the physical world, it didn’t matter.

Her feelings were real.

And even if those feelings weren’t born from her own volition—so what?

Was love something one chose, something that grew from careful planning?

Only For.

She would gladly spend every last coin of the immense fortune she had accumulated, all for For’s sake.

As she flipped through the pages of the proposal with calm determination, a strange sensation made her raise her head.

“This energy…”

Unforgettable.

Undeniable.

“…For?”

Thud.

The proposal slipped from her hands and fell to the floor.

“Hm… no matter how I look at it, this is divine.”

Countless threads were connected to my body.

The Magitech Engineer peered into a monitor, where streams of data from the precision measuring devices flickered in real time.

“Yep. It’s confirmed. Congratulations, boss. You’re officially a god.”

“Haa… You’ve got to be kidding me.”

At the Magitech Engineer’s declaration, I could only clutch my head in disbelief.

Strictly speaking, becoming a god wasn’t a bad thing.

Sure, there were restrictions—like not being able to interfere freely with the world—but you transcended the limits of ordinary humans.

Infinite life.

Unimaginable power.

With divine strength, we’d be better prepared to deal with the growing threat of the Abyss.

But still…

Boing! 

Boing-boing!

A god… in the form of a dog?

What kind of ridiculous, dog-eared nonsense was this!?

I hadn’t even ascended as a beastkin!

How does a human become a divine dog?

“Technically, I made the equipment, but [Wisdom] is way better at analyzing this kind of thing…”

The Magitech Engineer turned to glance at [Wisdom], who was standing in the corner of the room, her head pressed against the wall.

“What’s she doing over there?”

“I’m not really sure. She said something about… butter?”

Just before that, Wisdom had asked me if I liked butter. 

Then she turned red and slammed her head into the wall.

And she hadn’t moved since.

I don’t get it. 

Butter? 

What was that supposed to mean?

According to the Magitech Engineer’s instruments, the faith toward [For] that had been forming all across the continent had converged upon me.

Exactly as Wisdom had predicted.

But the problem was that it hadn’t just gathered—it had condensed within me.

As a result, I had awakened to the divine nature of [For].

“Think of it this way,” the Magitech Engineer said. 

“You’ve essentially become a living god—a divine incarnation—of the most beloved entity on the continent: For. A modern god, born without any human sacrifice! Wahahaha!”

…

I didn’t want to react to his laugh on a normal day, but today, I especially didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

So let me get this straight:

I’ve become a god.

A divine dog.

No matter how much you dress it up, it’s still… a dog.

What is this mess?

It’s not like I ever expected to become a god, but this isn’t the divine power I ever wished for.

And it wasn’t even my own doing—it was forcibly awakened by [Temperance].

“Come to think of it… Didn’t that [Temperance] woman go absolutely crazy over the dog named For?”

“She did.”

“Then it’d be best if we keep your divine awakening a secret from her.”

“What? Why—ah.”

After the fall of [Greed], [Temperance] joined our investor party.

She, too, had cleansed the sin implanted in her by the Abyss.

But unlike the others, she hadn’t completed a proper narrative arc.

Instead, she had fixated entirely on For.

Her actions had since taken… a unique turn.

At first, I thought I should still share the information with her—she was one of our investors, after all.

But… yeah. On second thought, better not.

Considering she built a golden idol of For from 100% pure gold…

If she ever found out that I am For—

I didn’t want to imagine it.

“Exactly. If [Temperance] learns you’ve become [For], she might kidnap you. And then… Oh my goodness!”

The Magitech Engineer jumped back as someone suddenly appeared in front of him.

“Who dares…?”

A goddess, her eyes gleaming with unfocused light.

“You’re going to kidnap my prince?”

It was Wisdom.

Sigh

“Why are you, of all people, the one who…”

“Who dares take away the one destined to lick my butter…”

Thud.

Just as it seemed she was about to explode, Wisdom suddenly collapsed, like a puppet with its strings cut.

I caught her before she hit the ground.

“She’s usually fine. Why does she only act like this around you?” the Magitech Engineer asked.

“This is my fault?”

“You still don’t get it? You really don’t understand what’s happening?”

…

Nope. 

Not a clue.

Sure, Wisdom wasn’t exactly stable lately, but this wasn’t that unusual for her.

“She recognized it right away—just from the two furry ears now poking out of your head. She saw what I confirmed with instruments.”

The Magitech Engineer let out a heavy sigh.

“And she couldn’t take it. The being she loves most in the world had been turned into a dog by another woman. Of course she’s upset.”

“…Wait, turned into a dog? What!?”



“She’s a smart girl. She’ll be fine once she’s calmed down. Just lay her in bed and take care of her. As long as [Temperance] doesn’t find out what’s going on with you, we’ll be safe.”

He paused.

“…Which, now that I say it, is another problem. If [Temperance] sees you, she’ll figure it out in a second. We might need to keep you two apart… forever.”

He fell silent, lost in thought.

“…She’ll suspect something if we avoid her completely. What do we do…”



 
  Chapter 127: Character Improvements


“For…”

Of all times—why now?

[Temperance] had arrived.

The one person who should never have come—was here.

“For… For…”

She lifted her body from her landing posture. 

Her gaze locked onto me.

What if she realizes I’m For?

Would she feel betrayed, knowing I had been pretending to be her favorite?

What if it escalated—what if I became her enemy?

Or worse… what if the Magitech Engineer was right and she kidnapped me?

No outcome looked good.

What am I supposed to—

As I bit my lip, unable to come up with a plan—

“I don’t feel it anymore… was it just an illusion?”

[Temperance] wore a look of hollow disbelief.

As if she had rushed here for something precious—only to find it gone.

No way…

I raised a hand to my head.

‘Gone.’

The fuzzy ears of the puppy-form I had earlier… had vanished.

I had returned to my original state.

[Temperance] stepped closer.

Sniff… sniff…

She brought her nose close to me, breathing me in.

Her head slowly lowered, scanning.

She must’ve come because she sensed For’s energy.

But somehow, I—the For in question—had reverted to my human form.

Was she confused now because she couldn’t sense that presence anymore?

“…An illusion?”

“Is something wrong, ma’am?”

I tried to keep my voice calm and steady.

“My For… Where is my For…”

[Temperance] murmured, dazed, and floated back into the sky.

I could feel her divine energy drifting away.

Thank the stars.

Only when her presence fully faded did I allow myself to breathe.

“I haven’t even gotten to smell that yet…! You thieving brat…!”

What on earth is she talking about now?

“So… you’re telling me I can shift between human and divine forms?”

“According to our analysis, yes. We don’t fully understand the trigger mechanism, but that seems to be the case.”

Somehow, I had reverted back without even realizing it.

My connection to the constellation above was intact again.

– Welcome back, my Rian.

My Constellation, now asleep on my back, gently patted my shoulder.

Maybe she’d been just as shaken as I was.

Ever since my past life’s memories started returning, my vocabulary had improved. 

Now, it seemed to be breaking down again.

But the power of dreams—the divine authority tied to them—was back to normal.

I had returned to the state I was in before awakening my divinity as For.

According to the Magitech Engineer and the Sage, the divine identity of For had inadvertently become a part of my essence, allowing me to switch between Rian the human and For the god.

I mean… what am I, a split-character from a video game?

Director For…?

Director… For?

…Wait, that sounds kind of cool.

A gym leader from another world who fused with the being known as For.

If that was released as a collaboration character?

Given For’s insane popularity, the character sales would be off the charts.

The two most popular IPs on the continent—combined.

Let’s be real, most fans of For don’t even care about story or stats. 

You could slap together any build and it would still sell.

Might as well make some collab merchandise and cash in while covering the recent losses.

Alright, if I just talk to [Temperance] and—

Wait, what the hell am I thinking?

I snapped myself out of the fantasy.

The power to transform into For…

I recalled what I had done in the dream world I created for [Temperance]—when I turned into a puppy to comfort her.

That same sensation…

Vwoom!

And once again, I had transformed into my divine canine form.

Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud!

I could feel her divine energy charging toward me again from afar.

Panicked, I quickly deactivated the transformation.

As For’s presence vanished, [Temperance] began retreating once more.

What is this, a horror movie?

That was way too close.


Afterward, the Magitech Engineer assessing my condition spoke:

“Think about it. The power to cross between god and mortal. Any deity would envy that.”

Gods aren’t allowed to interfere freely in the mortal realm.

To do so, they must consume their divine essence. 

If too much is used, they face extinction.

It’s the law of the universe.

Even during the recent resurrection of the evil god, the heavens couldn’t intervene properly for that very reason.

“A god who can exert influence on the world without consequence—if such an existence became known, its impact would surpass everything we’ve seen so far.”

“That… is your power, Your Highness.”

The ability to shift between divinity and humanity…

Just who the hell was I in my past life?

“No, but seriously… why that god?”

It was a mess. A complete disaster.

I couldn’t exactly go public with the fact that I was once a For—a divine being—and now had the ability to become human again at will. 

So, we decided to seal away my powers as For for the time being.

After all, I didn’t really need the abilities of a dog god, and awakening them unnecessarily might summon the berserk version of Temperance. 

The last thing we needed was another catastrophic encounter like that.

The For incident, and the sin of Greed tied to Temperance, had both reached their conclusions. That made five sins erased so far.

I don’t know how many are left, but it feels like we’ve gotten one step closer to the truth.

Still, there was something disappointing: unlike before, we hadn’t resolved the sin through the usual method. 

Maybe that’s why I didn’t regain any memories of my past life this time.

Our holy star—my celestial partner—seemed to have recalled quite a lot, but me? 

Nothing. 

Instead, I nearly lost control, swept away by the emotions of my past self.

If I do end up recovering my memories, will I go berserk again like that?

That… that can’t happen.

—“Why the frown?”

I turned to see her tilting her head, curious.

No, it’s fine.

It’ll be alright.

Our star walks with me. 

She promised to stop me if I ever made the same mistake again. 

As long as she’s by my side, I won’t make any more wrong choices.

Even the time I lost my divinity and returned to being human—because of her, things ultimately turned out okay.

From all the sins we’ve cleansed so far, we’ve gathered quite a bit of data. 

The sage and the magitech engineer decided to use that data to build a device to trace the remaining sins.

While we waited for it to be completed, a new problem emerged.

After the release of the gym director character, revenue for Akashic Archive took a nosedive.

The director character had performed impressively in sales, but the old characters being re-released afterwards?

Not so much.

There were three reasons:

First, a powerful rival—For—had made their debut.

Second, players could only equip four characters at once. 

Most already had a solid character pool, so there wasn’t much incentive to go after the older ones.

And third, performance inflation.

Character performance in gacha games naturally needs to go up with time. 

It’s how you make players open their wallets: make them feel like the new characters are stronger, flashier, better.

But maybe the pace was too fast. 

The players stopped pulling for the old characters entirely.

That led to another issue.

“I mean, are you kidding me!? Those puny brats are calling Lina washed-up? Buff the demon queen now! Hurry!”

“If you improve Kate’s stats peacefully, we won’t have to resort to… bloodshed.”

The old characters—what the fans, or rather, the faithful, called the “OGs”—were being treated poorly. 

And the faithful were not quiet about it.

Complaints flooded in, demanding buffs for their beloved characters. 

Even the Empire’s Crown Prince issued a public declaration insisting on buffs for Bercia.

Up to that point, it was manageable. We could ignore them.

But there was a deeper problem.

Each character was tied to one of our investor gods’ past lives. 

Which meant public perception of those characters directly impacted their divinity.

If players started losing faith in them… it hurt the gods themselves.

All because of a game decision.

I had to stop this.

I briefly considered releasing alternate versions of those characters—but then I imagined the chaos if we accidentally turned a god’s divinity into, say, a swimsuit. 

Swimsuit Demon God? 

No thanks.

There was no telling what ripple effects that would cause, so I shelved the idea.

For now, we had to boost the re-release sales. 

Rebuild faith in the star gods.

But how?

…Hm?

Wait—

Of course.


I had an idea so good, I might win Employee of the Month.

What if we added “on possession” effects to the investor god characters?

For example, since the magi-tech engineer once defied death to bring back their lover, we could give Saintess a passive like:


“Upon reaching 0 HP, survive once with 1 HP.”

Only four characters could be equipped at once, sure.


But if the effect triggered just from owning the character?

Every player would want to summon them.

And what if we added set bonuses?

Imagine: if you owned both Saintess and Bercia, you’d receive a damage reduction buff, and enemies would take increased damage.

“Oh…”

It was brilliant.

Let’s do it.

I raised my hand to trigger the power of dreams—

Press.


A tiny hand gently held my wrist.

—“I’ll stop you from making another mistake, Rian.”

It was our star.


She was watching over me.

And just like always… she had perfect timing.



 
  Chapter 128: First improvement


“I’ll stop Rian from making a mistake…”

The Constellation pressed down firmly on my wrist.

I had no choice but to withdraw the power of dreams I had just begun to summon.

“…Constellation?”

She looked up at me with a pouty face.

“You were about to make another mistake.”

Another mistake?

Was she talking about the “When Owned” effect I was going to add to the [Akashic Archive]?

…I thought it was a pretty clever idea.

“No. If you do that, it’ll be a disaster.”

With the Constellation’s resolute expression, I had no choice but to abandon this improvement plan.

I still believed it was a solid solution, but judging from her reaction, it seemed like something truly bad would happen if I pushed forward.

In that case, I needed a new method.

But what?

I started recalling various games I used to enjoy in my past life.

How did they bring back characters that had been sidelined by power creep?

The simplest method was a direct buff—but that was out of the question.

If the game got too easy, or if players realized a character’s strength could just be tweaked with a click of a number, it would ruin their immersion.

And worse, it would make each god’s divinity feel cheap.

In the end, that would damage the sense of divinity we were trying to protect.

…Not to mention, such a move would hurt the revenue of newly released gods.

“I guess I have no choice. Time to go with the keepsake system.”

Each game had a different name for it—exclusive gear, modules, keepsakes, relics—but the effect was generally the same.

A content type that involved strengthening a character through a quest, improving their performance by a tier.

Not just bringing their stats up to match current meta characters, but giving them a unique and distinct edge.

This method let you naturally justify the power-up in-game without breaking immersion.

Plus, it was a nice way to pad out content.

If the players picked up on this, maybe it could even reinforce our divinity in the real world.

Now that was a brilliant idea.

Having gathered my thoughts, I looked over at the Constellation.

“Hmm hmm…”

At some point, she had crossed her short arms and was nodding along approvingly.

Looks like this was the right choice.

Now that I’d made up my mind, it was time to get to work.

I immediately summoned the power of dreams and entered the administrator mode of the [Akashic Archive].

This would be the first time a character, whose story had already concluded in the main storyline, would be reintroduced.

Since it was our very first official legacy character upgrade, I needed to choose carefully who the first one would be.

“…I probably shouldn’t decide this on my own.”

Considering this upgrade might have unintended side effects, I figured I’d ask the actual stakeholders.

As passionate as our investors were, they were still exalted Constellations with their own divine responsibilities.

I thought it would take some time to gather everyone.

But then—

Bang!

“Where’s Rian?! Hurry up and buff our Rina!”

“What are you saying?! It obviously has to be our Kate!”

“I’ve been completely forgotten! I go first!”

It didn’t take long for them to come barging in, one after another.

“…Did I just send out that message?”

I distinctly remember saying they didn’t need to come if they were busy.

Why did they gather even faster than they did for the Abyss countermeasure meeting?

Were they really this desperate for character upgrades?

As they took their seats, the investors began presenting their cases.

“Come on, boss. You know this already—our Kate is a support character who plays the role of a healer.”

Saintess Kate, the lover of the Magitech Engineer, was the game’s first limited-time healer.

At release, her massive healing output, debuff cleanses for allies, auto-heal, and enemy buff removal made her a must-have character.

No other character had ever surpassed her in terms of sheer healing capability.

“But now there’s that new… alchemist, right? Ever since they came along, Kate’s been cast aside!”

The Alchemist, one of the Twelve Gods of the Pantheon, used self-brewed potions to heal and buff allies.

While their healing didn’t match Kate’s, they had powerful buffs: ultimate gauge charge, attack power, movement speed, and attack speed.

Naturally, players began preferring the Alchemist over Kate.

Kate’s healing was superior, sure, but the Alchemist’s healing was still “good enough”—and their additional effects gave them the edge.

“They’re even saying Kate is useless and turning the whole ‘Saintess Dance Theory’ into a joke—don’t they know she’s irreplaceable?!”

A flicker of the old, rage-filled Magitech Engineer surfaced for a moment.

I thought he had mellowed out a bit since reuniting with his lover, but clearly, she remained a sensitive topic.

So should Kate be the first to receive a rework?

“W-Wait a second! Listen to my story first!”

At that moment—“Sacrifice.”

Ren suddenly cut in.

“If we’re talking about improving forgotten old characters, obviously I should be the one to get buffed first! I was the first-ever limited character, after all!”

She rummaged inside her cloak and pulled out a stack of square papers.

“Look at this! This is how players are making fun of me these days!”

On the papers were notes scribbled with nicknames and memes:

[Ren-book (Needs Buff)], [Don’t Boil Stew in the Helmet of the Assistant Director],

[Please Don’t Throw Away the Assistant Director]… and so on.

They were all memes about the character Knight Ren, ones I’d seen plenty of times across community forums.

“Ah, my dear Constellation. Please understand, this really isn’t meant to mock you.”

It was just stuff I’d seen while skimming the [Akashic Archive] community to get a sense of public opinion.

“It’s more that… the players like you. That’s why they say these things—because they want you to be stronger.”

It was classic “undercover buff bait”—players pretending a character was weak to trick the developers into buffing them.

They act like a character is bad, hoping the devs will overcorrect and make them better.

“What kind of nonsense is that? Who would pull this kind of trick just to ask for a buff?!”

Something about Ren’s reply rubbed me the wrong way.

…Wait a second.

In this world, character-collection games didn’t exist until I created one, right?

So how the hell do they even know what undercover buff bait is?

…No way.

Don’t tell me these lunatics are just genuinely mocking the characters without even knowing what they’re doing?

And that too—the original versions of new gods?

…

Do they think they’ve got extra lives or something?

“They say I’m obsolete compared to [Dragon Knight]!”

[Dragon Knight Lattice]—released as a single-target damage dealer—had become the top-tier boss killer.

She’d even defeated a sealed evil god. 

Her performance in single-target DPS was unmatched.

The problem was… [Knight Ren] was also a single-target DPS character.


She’d ruled the early meta, back when the game first launched.

Naturally, after power creep, she became the butt of jokes.

‘I guess I’ve been deluding myself. So the revamp should probably start with [Knight Ren], who was an open character…’

“Nope! It has to be our Lina!”

Another voice cut in—this time, the Demon God.

“I’m the one who brought up buffs first! So shouldn’t Lina get first dibs? At least the others had their moment in the spotlight when they were released! Our poor Lina has been a joke since day one! Doesn’t that mean she deserves compensation first?!”

And now even the Demon God was weighing in…

Ugh.

My head hurts.

Who am I supposed to buff first?

I looked toward the corner of the room, where Gaizerus was quietly sitting.

Our eyes met, and he gave me an awkward smile and waved his hand.

…Huh. I guess that Dark Elf has no complaints.

Maybe because he’s a relatively new character?
That might explain why he doesn’t have any performance issues.

I turned my attention back to the investors—our Constellations.

They were all staring at me with firm, unyielding expressions.
It felt like choice pop-ups had appeared beside each one:

[Trust the Magitech Engineer]

[Trust Ren]

[Trust the Demon God]

In the end, the decision was mine to make.

And then—

KA-BOOM!

With a loud crash, the door to the chamber burst open.

“You’ve done something interesting, haven’t you, Magitech Engineer?”

It was Ji-Hye.

“…Ah. We’re screwed now,” the Magitech Engineer muttered when he saw her.

“You created a barrier that blocked all communications to me while I was deep in my work? You must’ve really wanted to keep me out of this.”

Her mouth was smiling, but her eyes were absolutely not.

Ji-Hye slowly approached me, a chilling air of menace clinging to her like frost.


“I wasn’t planning to use this here, but it can’t be helped now. My Prince, I’m sorry… but please prioritize the revamp of [Bercia].”

She reached between her cleavage and pulled something out, placing it firmly into my hand.

It was warm—imbued with Ji-Hye’s lingering heat.

A Wish Ticket.





 
  Chaprter 129: Bercia Quest


New Story and Enhancement Quest for Bercia Released!

“I can endure anything — but a new Bercia story? That I cannot ignore.”

Without a second thought, the Crown Prince dashed straight to his room.

Bercia, the girl who loved, had been the first limited pure-support character introduced in the Akashic Archive. 

Her unique position as a provider of countless buffs, along with her storyline at release — where she boldly pursued the position of the protagonist’s “main heroine” — earned her explosive popularity.

Even now, no popularity poll was complete without her comfortably seated at the very top.

Whenever new merchandise launched, Bercia was always first in line. 

Even the grand displays at the ArchiveLand were centered around her theme, held with the utmost fanfare.

Of course, much of this was driven by the personal bias of a certain star-ranked administrator, but even without such favoritism, Bercia’s popularity was undeniable.

Perhaps that was why her fanbase, self-proclaimed Bercia Corps, was infamous for their toxicity.

They were notorious for slandering other characters and dismissing any rival affection as inferior, declaring Bercia the one true heroine.

Naturally, this stirred plenty of resentment from players who favored other characters.

And then, a new challenger appeared: The Director.

Aside from one glaring flaw — pitiful durability that saw them die at the drop of a hat — the Director outshone Bercia in almost every buff-related category. 

Statistically speaking, it wasn’t even fair to say the Director was outright better, since players often experienced firsthand the frustration of their frail Director dying mid-battle.

But in the community, where flashy highlight clips mattered more than actual long-term usage, impressions were everything.

Even if the Director lacked stability, their ability to crank out absurd damage boosts made them seem undeniably superior.

In an instant, the perception took hold: Bercia was obsolete.

The once-unshakable queen of the support tier list, who had ruled ever since her release, was now dethroned.

For those harboring long-standing grudges against the Bercia Corps, this was the moment they’d been waiting for.

The flood of mockery and jeers was relentless.

A character once hailed as “viable until server shutdown,” Bercia was now reduced to little more than a bittersweet relic of past glory — a fallen legend, whose name was uttered more for laughs than reverence.

But now…

“The time has come to cast off this humiliation.”

A newly released enhancement quest — the first ever for any character.

The Crown Prince felt no doubt. 

This was Bercia’s return to the throne, her rightful place reclaimed from the Director.

With determination, the Crown Prince — Laizeol — logged into the Akashic Archive.

And there, he launched Bercia’s brand-new story.

A flash of light.

Pa-at!

“…Oh. You’re here?”

The story began, and it was the Director who greeted him.

“Originally, I had no intention of interrupting while you explored the inner space… but a problem’s come up.”

Scratching his head, the Director summoned a book from thin air.

“Remember this? The story you once purified, after it was partially corrupted by the Abyss.”

How could he forget?

It was the place where he’d met her for the first time. 

Where they’d wandered the streets together. 

Where, side by side, they had faced evil.

“…A problem?” 

Laizeol’s expression hardened.

“What sort of problem?”

The Abyss had already invaded this story once. 

Could it really be… attacking again?

And in this place of all places?

“…How should I put this.” 

The Director looked genuinely troubled.

“It’s a little different from the usual Abyssal corruption. This time, it’s what we call an Entropy Collapse.”

Laizeol listened in silence.

Stories preserved by the Akashic Archive were supposed to exist forever. 

Unless the Abyss reached in, the world would remain frozen exactly as it had been at the moment of recording.

But when external forces — like the Abyss, or even the Director himself — meddled too deeply, the balance could not hold. 

The world would begin to decay, slowly at first, until it lost the power to sustain itself.

That was Entropy Collapse.

“So… what you’re saying is, this world is breaking apart.”

“Exactly. Before the Abyss even got its claws into it, your tests and training had already pushed this world to its limits. Then came the Abyssal corruption, and you saved it, sure. But the story couldn’t withstand so much interference. It’s reached its breaking point.”

Damn it.

The realization felt like a knife twisting in his chest.

Everything he had done for her — the actions he’d thought would save her — had, in the end, brought about the collapse of her world.

“There has to be a way to stop it.”

The Director smiled.

“Of course there is.”

From inside his robes, he produced a scroll.

“Remember when you first entered this world? You didn’t go into the original, but into a projection of it, based on the real one.”

A projection.

Of course he remembered.

Because Bercia’s world was incomplete, he had explored a copy, not the original. 

That’s why, when he met her in the Abyss-corrupted version, she hadn’t remembered him at all.

“We can do the same thing again. A full reset. We erase everything, wind it all back to the very start. Back to before the Abyss, before we ever interfered.”

“Reset…?”

“That’s right. Why? Got someone in there you don’t want to lose?”

Of course he did.

Bercia was still inside.

He messaged her several times a day through ArchiveTalk. 

He’d spent countless hours by her side.

And now, they wanted to erase her entire world, reset everything — like none of it had ever happened.

The thought made his head spin.

“If we reset the world… will the people inside forget me?”


“They will,” the Director replied, calm and matter-of-fact. 

“That’s the only way to prevent the collapse. The world only started breaking because of us.”

“She’s in danger.”

My very existence had become a threat to her.

The countless times I had reached out to her… it seemed those very actions had begun to eat away at her world.

The Crown Prince’s heart burned with helplessness.

There was only one way to save her — and the world destined to collapse alongside her.

He had to send her back, back to the past.

But if he did that, she would forget him.

All the memories they had built together would be erased, as if they had never been.

His heart ached at the thought.

He wanted to resist.

He wanted to stop the reset.

But he couldn’t.

If he did, he would lose her for good.

“The reason I called you here,” the overseer said, placing a worn book in his palm, “is to teach you how to reset this world.”

The book opened with a soft creak, pages fluttering like fragile wings.

The overseer’s hands began to glow, his power gathering, weaving itself into the parchment.

The Crown Prince could feel it, deep in his bones.

The moment that light reached completion… the world he knew as Bercia would vanish.

“Wait!” 

He called out.

The overseer paused, puzzled.

“Before you reset the story… could I step inside, just for a moment?”

“Thinking of revisiting old memories?” the overseer mused.

“I don’t mind, but you don’t have much time. You should hurry.”

“I will. It won’t take long.”

The Crown Prince lowered his gaze to the book and let his consciousness sink into its pages.
A deep, endless descent.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself standing on a rooftop.

“You’re here, my Prince?”

That voice.

“Bercia.”

It was the rooftop of the academy building — her hidden sanctuary.

The same place, the same moment, as before.

They stood in silence, gazing at one another.

It was here, too, last time.

Here, where he had fought off the abyssal beasts that hunted her.

Here, where he had made his vow.

He had promised himself that day:

Never again. Never again would he lose her.

And yet… and yet…

“My Prince,” she whispered.

Before he could react, Bercia had crossed the distance between them and wrapped her arms around him.

“You’ve saved me twice now, haven’t you? Do you remember?”

Silently, he nodded.

“Once… long ago, at the research lab. And once more, here.”

It was an unforgettable, precious memory.

But her next words struck him even deeper.

“But, you know… the me from the first time, and the me from the second time — they’re different. Two different versions of me from two different worlds. The first me barely has any memories left.”

The world around them began to crumble.

Space dissolved into nothingness.

The overseer had begun the reset.

But still, her voice remained steady.

“Even so, I remember the Prince who saved the me from that first world. My most precious prince — mine alone. Even if the world changes, even if it all vanishes… I won’t forget you.”

“Bercia…”

“No matter how this world ends — whether it’s a sweet dream, a bitter farewell, or a twisted illusion — I will never forget you, even if everything else does.”

“Bercia!”

“So… let’s meet again.”

Tears welled up in their eyes, sliding down their cheeks in silence.

The light of the setting sun stretched out behind them, washing the world in soft hues.

“My… dearest Prince.”

And then, all that remained was the faintest trace of pink.

Everything else was erased.

“***

“Ah… such a sad story. It’s just too cruel,” Ji-hye murmured, wiping the corner of her eye with her fingertip.

“But you’re the one who asked for this kind of ending, weren’t you?”

“Well, for the character [Bercia], this was the best possible story. But, Prince — aren’t you even a little sad? A woman who looks exactly like me was crying her heart out for you.”

‘…It’s just a story we made up, so why…’

Rian stared at her, half in disbelief.

But Ji-hye only smiled sweetly.

As expected of my Prince.


He had crafted the perfect story, just as she had wanted.

If the divine essence built upon this tale formed correctly, she would gain the very power and sanctity she desired.

And when that day came…

‘We’ll be together forever, my Prince.’

‘Even if this world resets again and again.’

‘I will never forget you.’





 
  Chapter 130: The girl who doesn’t forget love


The First Enhancement Quest

Due to the relentless power creep of game characters, the investors’ perception had started to sour. 

To remedy that, the first enhancement quest was launched.

The target: Ji-hye.

Every investor, except for Gaizerus, had their own favorite character in desperate need of improvement. 

But creating a quest that catered to them all at once was impossible. 

The first step was to choose a single candidate.

And in the midst of that silent competition, Ji-hye stepped forward with her wish ticket.

No one, not even the most vocal investors, could argue with that. The wish ticket was, after all, a binding reason.

Her suggestion came with an extra layer of persuasion. 

Since no one could predict how the first enhancement might affect the divinity system, it was best to start with someone less directly connected to the divine order. 

Ji-hye argued that it was better to observe the results through Bercia—whose story, conveniently, wasn’t publicly known to be based on her own past.

And so, Ji-hye secured everyone’s approval.

The first character selected for enhancement would be the one inspired by her:

[The Beloved Girl, Bercia]

While the origins of other early characters were known to be tied to each Constellation, no one had realized that Bercia’s story was actually based on Ji-hye’s past.

So, when she suggested that, unlike the others, any distortion in divinity wouldn’t cause a problem, no one opposed her.

But even so…

“It’s not like anyone knows I’m actually ‘Forgna’… but still, if the story changes, wouldn’t it affect the divinity as if I’d received it myself?”

The thought lingered, puzzling him. 

But since it was Ji-hye who had said it, surely she had her reasons.

When they finally sat down to design the enhancement quest for Bercia, Ji-hye had looked at him and asked:

“Your Highness, may I use the story I’ve thought up this time? I want to observe how player perception changes through narrative.”

It was, after all, a story made for her. 

If anyone could use the game to systematize the way divinity was influenced, it would be her.

So he agreed without hesitation.

And now, the story she had written was playing out right before his eyes.

***

So, we meet again… my dearest… Prince.

A tale where, out of the blue, Ji-hye’s story collapses and, to protect that world, her memories must be erased.

To anyone else, it might have seemed like nothing more than a bittersweet lovers’ parting, but knowing that Bercia’s storyline was based on the experiences he and Ji-hye had shared… it felt embarrassingly personal.

It was so sad… 

I cried.

Did you really think we’d fall for this cheap melodrama and bawl like babies, you cruel dev?

…But it’s too sad, give us back our Bercia!

Give us back the memories we made with her!

Let’s try to understand what Bercia’s words meant.

‘I was worried the negative reputation Bercia’s fans caused might outweigh the good, but it looks like the story was well-received.’

Ji-hye had poured her heart into every detail — from the background art to the lighting and the atmospheric effects.

If the reception had been poor, he knew he’d have felt guilty for letting her down.

“Did you manage to say goodbye properly?”

“…Director.”

The Crown Prince stood at the heart of the Akashic Archive.

Bercia was gone, and in her place stood the Director.

It was as if everything that had just happened was nothing more than an illusion.

“There was no choice. If I’d been any later, the whole world would have been erased.”

He knew the Director had no other option. 

But still, the weight of reality was too much for the Crown Prince to bear.

His gaze fell to the pendant resting in his palm.

An item he’d received the day they first met. 

A memento packed with shared memories.

He could still feel her scent and warmth lingering on it.

“The reset is complete. Will you go in now?”

The Director offered him a book.

In a daze, the Crown Prince accepted it.

“Bercia…”

The Bercia he had known was gone. 

Erased. 

Returned to the state she’d been in before they ever met.

Could he endure it?

When they met again — would he be able to hold himself together, knowing she wouldn’t remember him?

The thought filled him with dread.

What if he crumbled the moment he saw her blank, unfamiliar eyes?

What if, before her unknowing gaze, he let himself break and show her the side of himself he had sworn to hide?

But despite the fear, he reached out his hand.

It wasn’t easy. 

But it had to be done.

He had to see for himself whether she was living well in that reset world.

With trembling fingers, he opened the book.

A burst of light swallowed him whole.

Flash!

Crowded streets.

When he opened his eyes, the Crown Prince found himself standing in the middle of a bustling city, surrounded by strangers.

‘Here… again.’

How could he ever forget?

The day he had returned to Bercia’s world to resolve the research lab incident and stop the Abyss’s interference.

This was the same street as back then.

He had expected the starting point to be the research lab — but was surprised, back then, to find himself in this unfamiliar cityscape.

That memory had never left him.

Because back then…

Tap, tap.

“…Um, excuse me…”


The Crown Prince turned around.

Standing there, gently tugging at his sleeve, was a small girl —Bercia.

‘She found me.’

“Have we met somewhere before?”

The words left her lips, soft and hesitant.

The moment hung heavy, like a memory perfectly overlapping the present.

Back then, she had lost all memories of the laboratory, and yet here they were, meeting again.

Bercia, who had forgotten him entirely, now lived a peaceful, ordinary life as a student at the Academy.

At the time, though a part of him had felt an odd emptiness, he’d also been happy. 

Happy that she had been freed from the horrors of the lab. 

That she could smile. That she was living, unburdened by the past.

But now — now the Crown Prince felt as if he might break down and cry on the spot.

The adventures they had shared.


The quiet dates spent wandering through blooming fields.


The conversations under starlit skies.


The nights spent whispering love back and forth through ArchiveTalk until dawn.

All the memories that had helped him survive the crushing weight of being the empire’s heir — She remembered none of them.

“…I had a dream,” Bercia began, her voice light, almost teasing, “and in that dream, I was on a date with a prince. He looked so much like you, it was uncanny…”

The Crown Prince opened his mouth — but no words came.

“…Why aren’t you saying anything?” she asked, tilting her head.

And then, her expression shifted, sharp as a blade.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t remember you? That I’d forget about you?” She fixed her eyes on him. “I told you before, didn’t I? I said I’d never forget you, no matter what.”

His breath caught.

“Even if the whole world changed,” Bercia whispered, her eyes welling with tears, “I promised I’d never forget.”

“Bercia!”

Without thinking, the Crown Prince pulled her into his arms, holding her tightly as though he would never let go.

“I’ll never lose you again. Never.”

Even though Bercia’s world had been reset, the same wasn’t true for her memories. 

Because her quest — her ‘Enhancement Quest’ — was designed that way. 

She alone remembered him in this rewritten world.

As far as players knew, the reason her memories had survived the reset was because, right before the collapse, she had encountered a player — one of the Archive’s provisional Directors. 

That encounter had shielded her from being fully reset.

But the truth was something else entirely.

The Director had deliberately completed the world’s reset while excluding only Bercia’s memories.

This detail was meant to be revealed later, as part of a bigger twist — that the Director, influenced by the player, had begun to cherish the preservation of stories over the rules of the world itself.

In the end, as the world crumbled, Bercia had reaffirmed her love for the player. 

And the power granted to her long ago during the ‘Fruit of Love’ main quest awakened into something new.

Her love had transcended the boundaries of the world, allowing her to become a being beyond the story itself.

[Bercia, the Girl Who Never Forgot Love]

When players completed her enhancement quest, their characters would grow stronger too.

If they fought with her buff active, a new effect called ‘Fruit of Love’ would trigger — adding true damage based on a portion of the total damage dealt.

It was a carefully balanced mechanic, designed to give Bercia a distinct role without making her outclass the Director, who shared her position.

After her enhancement quest was introduced, her pick rate skyrocketed. 

Whether that was due to her new power, or the emotional high from the story, no one could quite say.

***

“Your Highness, how goes the analysis of the divine power?”

“It’s almost perfect…”

“Is that so?”

“…But I think it will take a little more time.”

They had to confirm the results of the first case before moving on to the next batch of investors.

If the divine power could be enhanced without corruption, this quest might even allow them to grant special strength to investors in the real world.

For now, the analysis remained incomplete.

***

“Your Highness.”

He had been pondering the next improvement quest when Bercia spoke again.

“Have you ever wondered?” she asked quietly. 


“Why the recognition of you as ‘Director’ never formed into divine power?”

“…What?”

Does she mean — why didn’t I become a god, as the Director?

The question echoed in his mind.





 
  Chapter 131: What is this


[The Sacrifice Consumed by Sloth] — Now Reborn as [The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth]: Ren.

From the moment of her birth, she was a knight.

Born into a prestigious swordsmanship family, Ren’s life was forged from steel and battle. 

By the time she became the youngest Sword Master in the history of the kingdom, her world was already defined by nothing but swords and war.

While others her age attended academies, Ren did not. She had no time for the trivialities of student life. 

Instead, she dedicated herself entirely to the sword, inheriting her family’s name and standing at the front lines, determined to defend the kingdom from the monsters of the Abyss.

In the end, she succeeded in slaying the Abyssal Queen.

And in the same moment, she died in battle.

In her short life, she never once had the chance to entertain thoughts of romance. 

The comrades who fought at her side were never “men” in her eyes — just fellow warriors.

After death, she was exalted as the kingdom’s guardian deity, a symbol of sacrifice. 

But soon, Sloth devoured her heart. 

She shut herself away in her room, doing nothing, achieving nothing, for centuries on end.

Even her own followers, who prayed for miracles, received none. 

The goddess, trapped in her own lethargy, had long since lost all connections in the heavens — no divine networks, no allies, no power beyond her own fading existence.

It was only after she overcame Sloth, reclaimed her old self, and reunited with her forgotten comrades that she slowly began to emerge from isolation. 

But socializing… was still not her strength. 

Aside from a handful of fellow constellations she knew through [Akashic Archive] investments, her world remained small.

Her closest acquaintance in recent times was the constellation known as [Dragon Slayer] — Lattice. 

The two occasionally sparred, slowly building a bond through battle.

BOOM!

A deafening shockwave split the air — the collision of two constellations’ divine power. Lattice burst from the heart of the storm.

Ren raised her sword, its blade wrapped in an aura of divine force, meeting Lattice’s charge head-on.

CLANG!

Their weapons collided. Lattice’s spear of magic slid along Ren’s sword in a flash of sparks.

“Haaah!”

At that moment, Lattice’s posture faltered — the perfect opening.

Ren didn’t hesitate. She thrust forward, confident this strike would decide the match.

Her sword pierced forward, sure to land—

POP!

But the Lattice in front of her was nothing more than an illusion, crafted from pure magic.

“…!”

Before she could react, a sharp impact slammed into her back.

THUD!

The real Lattice had circled behind her and landed a solid punch, sending Ren flying.

“Looks like today’s my win!” Lattice declared, pulling a handkerchief from her pocket and dabbing at the sweat on her brow.

Embroidered on the cloth were the words ‘To My Beloved Son (><)’, stitched beside the image of a baby dragon hatchling.

“You didn’t even notice the illusion. Something’s off today, isn’t it? Got something on your mind?”

Ren dusted herself off, rising to her feet. 

Her thoughts had wandered the entire match, her mind clouded with distractions.

There was something she couldn’t shake — something that had happened not long ago.

“Lattice.”

“Yeah?”

“If a man… gave a woman a wish token… what kind of relationship do you think they have?”

“A wish token?” 

Lattice tilted her head, puzzled for a moment.

Then, slowly, a knowing smirk spread across her face.

“Well, well, well~” she teased, eyes glinting with mischief. “Who gave you a wish token, hmm?”

“It wasn’t me. Someone from my group,” Ren replied hastily.

She couldn’t stop the thought: Why did Rian give that wish token to Wisdom?

He’d never given one to her — not even when she’d risked her life to protect him.

Had Wisdom done something more for him than she ever had? 

What was their relationship?

‘…But I met him first.’

Her expression darkened.

“Oh my… it’s the Director, isn’t it?” Lattice’s eyes lit up with gleeful realization.

“And the one who got the wish token… was Wisdom?”

“Oh my, oh my~! So it’s a love triangle!” 

Lattice practically squealed. Moments ago, she’d been a serious sparring partner — now she looked like a gossip-hungry aunt devouring the latest scandalous drama.

‘So Ren likes the Director… but the Director has another goddess, doesn’t he?’

Wait a minute… that makes this a love square, not a triangle!

In the heavens, romantic entanglements were rare. 

After all, once two constellations formed a bond, it was recorded forever, never erased by time or memory.

That only made Lattice even more interested.

“So, the wish token was used right in front of you, huh?” 

She asked, noting the sour look on Ren’s face.

Of course, Ren would feel this way.

‘There’s no proof that was the first wish token either. What if there were others? What if their relationship is far deeper than she realized — one hidden behind her back?’

Could Wisdom have deliberately used the token in front of everyone, staking her claim to him?

‘A cunning move, befitting the goddess of wisdom.’

Lattice clenched her fists.

‘Poor Ren. Her pure, first love, never even knowing what love was until now… I can’t let her lose like this.’

She made up her mind.

“Ren.”

“…Yeah?”

“You like the Director, don’t you?”

Ren froze.

‘Do I… like him?’

The man who had pulled her from the eternal swamp of Sloth.

The one who restored her comrades’ names to history — who had made it possible for them to live again.



The one she had stayed beside, fought beside, guarded against the darkness.

‘I…’

Her mind drifted, but her body moved on its own, nodding ever so slightly.

Seeing her like this, Lattice smiled warmly, almost like a proud mother.

“Then I’ll help you.”

“…Help me?”

“Of course! Leave it to me! The great Lattice, with a 100% success rate in love, will make sure your feelings reach him!”

(Not that my ‘100% success rate’ means much — my first love became my husband, so it’s more like 1 for 1.)

Lattice grabbed Ren’s wrist with a bright grin.

“L-Lattice?”

“First things first — let’s go shopping. You need new clothes.”

After all, both the dreamlike constellation and the wise goddess were practically flat as boards.

But Ren… Lattice sneaked a glance downward, smirking.

That enormous, divine pouch — one that could crush a man’s reason and reduce him to pure instinct just by existing.

“I’ll make sure even the Director falls for me!”

The odds weren’t just in my favor — they were overflowing.

But why was it that people’s perception of the Director didn’t grant me the same divine recognition as it did with For?

Even after I returned to my room, the question Wisdom had left me lingered in my mind.

When it comes to the most popular characters in Akashic Archive, the list was clear: among the female characters, it was Bercia. Among the male characters — The Director.

Though the Director’s full story hadn’t been unveiled yet, I had been there from the very beginning, walking the path alongside this future overseer. 

I won’t say it out loud, but the character’s beauty — especially since I had a hand in refining the design — made it difficult to fully express just how popular he had become. 

(Of course, the Director’s looks had been “adjusted” slightly, thanks to my own personal biases.)

I couldn’t say his popularity had surpassed For’s, but if you measured the accumulated recognition since the release of Akashic Archive, the Director’s numbers had already far outstripped For’s.

And the Director… was a character born from my past self.

Just like with For, whose origin was also me, the players didn’t need to know the truth. 

Whether they knew or not, the same awakening of divinity should’ve happened.

But it hadn’t.

…Why?

****

“I’ve been thinking about it ever since you awakened your divinity as For,” Wisdom had said. 

“The Director is your other self, so it wouldn’t have been strange for you to ascend as him too. But just now, I became sure — there’s something about [The Director].”

She had felt a shift in the divine flow the moment Bercia’s enhancement quest went live today.

Even though no one had revealed her true identity as Bercia, the sheer weight of player recognition had crystallized into divinity within her.

So — was that the reason she had asked me to write the story that way? 

To confirm that theory?

Still, the fact that Bercia had received her divinity while I remained unrecognized as the Director felt strange.

So why was it that even though I had awakened For’s divinity, I couldn’t do the same as the Director?

Could this be tied to something from my previous life?

…Agh! 

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t figure it out.

Trying to clear my head, I took a light shower and stepped out of the bathroom.

“…You’ve returned, my dear.”

…Huh?

There was someone lying across my bed.

“…Constellation?”

That familiar scent of divinity.

It was [Ren], our game’s first investor, known as The Sacrifice Who Overcame Sloth.

She lay there, her form casually — though the mood was anything but casual — sprawled across my bed.

“Why… why are you here, Constellation?” 

I asked, baffled.

Of all people, why her?

And then there was her outfit — or lack thereof.

She wore nothing but an oversized white shirt, though it was stretched so tightly over her body it looked as if the buttons might pop at any moment.

I’d never noticed before, hidden as she always was beneath her heavy armor, but now her figure was… devastating.

For a moment, my mind went completely blank.

What… was this?

What was actually happening?

She averted her flushed face slightly and muttered:

“Y-your bed looked cold… so I came to warm it up…”

“…What?”

Not understanding, I blinked at her in confusion.

Her head lowered even further in embarrassment.

Why was Ren here?

Had she come to lobby me to make herself the next target of the enhancement quest?

While I was still trying to piece together the situation—

Pop!

A sharp sound echoed through the room.

The button of her strained shirt, which had been vaRiantly holding on, finally gave out.

The buttons scattered in every direction like shrapnel.


“Eek!”

Too slow to react, she flinched and hunched over, a beat behind the catastrophe.

And in that fleeting instant, beyond the gap, I saw…

“Heeheeheehee!”

A strange, cheerful cackling, like the laughter of an old dragon lady, seemed to echo by my ears.



 
  Chapter 132: Farm + bread = ?


A small goddess drifted through the void, gliding as if she were swimming through the air.

She floated quietly, peering into fragments of the past through the powers of the dreamscape.

Memories — incomplete, fractured things.

This was a delicate, painstaking task: patching together the missing pieces, one by one.

‘So this is… my past life.’

The figure she saw in the dream looked nothing like her current self.

It wasn’t just the difference in height — everything about her had been larger, fuller, more mature.

A body that wore the word “elegance” like a tailored dress.

A form her Apostle could trust without question.

‘And me, now…?’

She glanced down at her own body.

Flat as could be.

Her current form, trapped in the body of a child, shared nothing in common with her former self — save, perhaps, for the color of her hair.

“…I heard men prefer bodies like that.”

The knowledge drifted in, a gift from her past life.

She recalled the way Rian had once blushed at the mere sight of her chest.

There was no mistaking it: he had felt attracted to her.

A version of him she had never seen in this life.

Before she realized it, she was nibbling anxiously on her thumbnail.

‘Should I grow bigger…?’

But the problem was — she couldn’t.

There were reasons why she could not change her appearance, even through divine transformation.

Even if she used the power of dreams to craft an illusion, Rian, her Apostle, would see through it instantly.

In the end, she could do nothing but sit there, absentmindedly fiddling with her small, flat chest.

And then, suddenly, a terrible premonition swept over her.

The tips of her tendrils twitched.

“…Rian?”

Danger.

A grave, immediate danger had befallen him.

Without hesitation, she summoned her beloved mallet from her personal pocket dimension.

“I’m coming!”

Holy power condensed around her, opening a rift in space itself.

With not even a sliver of doubt, she leaped into the crack.

***

“So… you’re telling me this was all at the request of the [Dragon Slayer]?”

I asked, and Ren nodded.

She was now wearing my clothes — her own shirt had been utterly destroyed.

And since my clothes were made for a man, they left her cleavage dangerously exposed.

The sheer power of the sight made it impossible for me to meet her eyes.

After the bizarre events that had just unfolded, the two of us sat side by side on the bed, leaning against each other as we talked.

Apparently, her patron — the constellation known as [Dragon Slayer] — had told her to wait in my room, wearing these clothes.

That woman. What the hell is she trying to pull?

Asking for help with a game script is one thing, but sending Ren to spend the night here?

‘And of all people… Ren?!’

Well, I guess dragons must have a different way of thinking.

“I’m sorry… did I scare you?”

“Of course you did.”

Imagine walking out of the shower, only to find a goddess with a killer figure, lying on your bed, wearing nothing but a half-buttoned shirt.

Any sane man would’ve lost it on the spot.

And to top it off, the shirt had burst open right in front of me.

“…I’m really, really sorry.”

Ren’s head drooped lower and lower.

“It’s okay. You didn’t mean any harm, right? You were just following orders from your constellation.”

Though the circumstances were suspect, I figured she had been tricked by the Dragon Slayer, without even realizing what was going on.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“If that’s the case…”

Her voice, which had been brightening, faltered.

She hesitated, fidgeting.

“Um, hey… I wanted to ask you something.”

It wasn’t like her to be this timid.

Maybe… was she going to ask me for help with an enhancement quest?

But her question blindsided me.

“You… you and Wisdom. What’s your relationship?”

“…Huh?”

Her gaze wavered.

“You… you gave Wisdom a Wish Token, didn’t you? Lattice told me… that’s something only lovers do! So that means… you and Wisdom… are you two a couple?!”

She rambled on, her voice growing more frantic and confused with every word, like someone trying to hold onto the last shreds of rational thought.

I had no idea how to respond.

‘A couple?’

No, seriously — what the hell did that woman tell her?

Wish Tokens aren’t just for lovers! Friends exchange them all the time.

But… given the way the Dragon Slayer orchestrated all this, I should’ve known something was off from the start.

That woman. A first-rate agent of chaos.

And just like that, the image from earlier flooded back into my mind — that flawless, pale skin, those soft, round mounds, the faint pink of her.

…Damn.

A rush of blood surged to my face. I clamped my nose shut on reflex, desperate to hold back the inevitable.

“…D-Do I smell bad?”

She looked heartbroken.

Huh?

It hit me. From her point of view, I must’ve looked like I was holding my nose because she smelled bad.

“No! No, that’s not it at all! You smell… amazing! Seriously!”

But the moment I lowered my hand —

drip

A thin trail of blood slid from my nose.

A goddess, half-naked in my room. 

Who on earth could’ve resisted that?

It wasn’t me being weird.

This was just… natural.

…Come to think of it, doesn’t Ren have a huge following?

She was already widely admired, thanks to the way demons revered self-sacrifice.

And ever since her records were revealed in the [Akashic Archive], her fanbase had exploded.

I remembered hearing how her Apostles had used the massive influx of donations — which she herself never kept — to expand their cathedral into a grand fortress of worship.

If anyone were to find out that I was here like this with her right now…

Wouldn’t they try to kill me on the spot?

They’d call it blasphemy.

“You— You there! Are you alright? Your nose is bleeding!”

Ren rushed toward me in a panic, her face pale with concern.

And in that moment, I was struck by her scent — that unmistakable, sacred fragrance washing over me all at once.

Her chest, barely contained within her clothes, filled my entire field of vision.

—Damn. This is no joke.

I never realized our dear investor had a figure like this.

The rush of blood from my nose only grew stronger.


“P-Please, wait a moment, dear Constellation…”

At this rate, I was going to die from blood loss.

A noble death, perhaps — but from the outside, wouldn’t I just look like some depraved pervert?

No, I couldn’t allow that. My dignity as a human being was on the line.

And then—

Boom!

The space between Ren and me suddenly split open.

And from that rift, with a solemn expression, appeared—

[Rian.]

She was holding a squeaky toy hammer, the kind you’d see in a cheap game show skit.

[Rian, your nose! The blood!]

With wide, worried eyes, she hurried over to me.

[Who did this to you?!]

Her face filled with concern as she looked up at me.

But there was no way I could tell her the truth.

This wasn’t just about saving face — this was a matter of personal dignity.

“…I must’ve just been a little tired lately.”

Yes. That would do.
A simple excuse. A nosebleed could easily be explained away by fatigue.

I stood up, hoping to smooth over the situation, intending to find something to wipe the blood off my face.
But the moment I rose from my spot—

Whirr—

A wave of dizziness washed over me, and the world tilted. My balance slipped, and I felt myself falling.

[Rian!]

Rian, who had been standing right in front of me, reached out to catch me.

But my body passed right by her — her flat chest proving no match for gravity.

And just before I hit the ground—

Thump.

It was Ren’s chest that caught me.

Soft, warm, and sweetly fragrant — a divine cushion.

Wrapped in that holy embrace, I let my eyes drift closed.

***

When I opened them again, the world had changed.

I was no longer in my room.

No — it was my room, but not the one I’d grown used to in this life.

It was the room I’d lived in on Earth.

From my past life.

“This is absurd. Even for me, this is ridiculous.”

But I wasn’t alone.

“First time meeting me, isn’t it?”

“…Me?”

Standing before me was myself — or rather, the ‘me’ from Earth.

“That’s right. Me, you. I’m you.”

“…What the hell is going on?”

Was this… my past self?

Or was I dreaming?

“Well, technically, yeah, this is a dream. This whole space is made from the power of dreams.”

‘Me’ continued speaking, as casually as if explaining the weather.

“To stop the runaway effect caused by interference, I deliberately set this space’s unlock condition to trigger when you encountered the Constellation. But, turns out, when I thought of her, the part I remembered most vividly was her cleavage — so the system used that as the condition.”

He sighed.

“But the Constellation ended up becoming a little kid, so I figured you’d never meet the condition. I’d basically given up, honestly. Who’d have thought it’d finally trigger because you fell right into another goddess’s chest — and right in front of her, no less. Even I didn’t see that one coming.”

He kept rambling, but I couldn’t make sense of half of what he was saying.


Still, I already knew who he was.

Just recently, when my memories had surged out of control, it was the Constellation who had saved me.

The cause of that rampage — the one I’d synchronized with — was standing right here.

“You’re… my past self?”

Hearing my question, he gave a deep, knowing smile.

“Exactly. I’m you. I’m your past life.”



 
  Chapter 133: The Power of Dreams… Want to Control It? (1)


The tale of meeting another version of oneself—whether it be a self from another world or from the past—is so common it’s practically a cliché.

In countless stories, characters face off against their alternate selves, gaining enlightenment or recovering long-forgotten memories. 

Sometimes, the encounter ends with one trying to kill the other. 

A tired old trope.

But never, not even once, had I imagined it would happen to me. Not for real.

…So, is that the me from a previous life?

The one who first met our Constellation?

The one whose fragmented memories kept surfacing in my mind?

“That’s right. Those memories you recalled… they’re all mine. I never intended for you to see them, but… they must’ve slipped through by accident.”

So my past self had remained, intact and conscious, within me all this time.

That explained it—the reason why I could never recall those memories myself.

He had been the one holding them back.

“…Was the reason you kept me from remembering, to stop me from losing control?”

“Exactly. You’ve experienced it yourself, haven’t you? Just recently, in fact. You know what happens if you inherit my memories as they are. If my memories fully transfer to you… it means you and I become perfectly synchronized. You’ll become me—and I’ll be you.”

I had already tasted the madness of synchronization inside the world of [Temperance]. 

Driven by an unnatural obsession for the perfect outcome, I had tried to rewind the world over and over, endlessly.

That obsession had nearly doomed everything.

If it weren’t for our Constellation stepping in and stopping me back then… I might’ve sent [Temperance] spiraling into corruption, into becoming an Evil God. 

It wouldn’t have been surprising at all.

“That can’t happen. If you become exactly like me, you’ll repeat the same mistakes I did. And we can’t afford to lose our Constellation again, can we? After all, this world—this world is the best one I’ve found so far.”

Mistakes. 

The best world.

“What exactly happened… in our past life?”

I had my suspicions. 

But I wanted to hear it, clearly, from him.

“It’s a long story.”

“I don’t mind.”

This was a world of dreams. 

Time flowed differently here, compared to the real world.

“It all started with Earth.”

The life I could clearly remember—the life I’d thought of as my first—was the one I lived on Earth, before coming to this world.

“But then Earth… was split in two.”

“Split in two? …How?”

“I don’t know either. Maybe some cosmic beings were fighting and shattered the planet by mistake. Maybe some interstellar weapon from a distant alien civilization fired on Earth. No way to be sure. The only thing that matters is this: every last human being on Earth died in an instant.”

The reason my Earth memories ended so abruptly wasn’t because I had been reincarnated into this world. 

It was because I’d died—in that bizarre, catastrophic way.

“Then… after dying, how did you end up in the Tower?”

“The [Tower] absorbs every world that meets its end. When Earth was destroyed, everyone who died was summoned there. Me too. I woke up in the Tower’s tutorial, as a new player.”

From my own hands, the power of dreams poured outward, shaping the image of his past.

What followed was a harrowing journey. 

After being summoned to the Tower, I—he—struggled desperately to survive in a world with no allies, no connections. 

I clawed my way forward.

I met companions who spoke my language, only to be betrayed by them. 

I faced death time and time again, but somehow I endured—climbing as high as the 10th floor.

“But that was my limit. With my mediocre combat sense and lack of magical talent, climbing any higher was impossible. So I settled into a life of day-to-day survival near the 10th floor.”

There, in the vision, I watched the awkward, clumsy ‘me’ drag my tired body into an inn, sell off monster parts for just enough cash, and collapse onto a bed the moment my head touched the pillow.

The exhaustion, the misery of a life thrown into the Tower overnight, hit me with unexpected force.

“And that’s when I met her.”

Squirm.

A small, wriggling tendril emerged from the empty air, gently brushing the sleeping ‘me.’

A tendril I recognized all too well.

The power of dreams whispered its truth to me: that tendril had been born of the Constellation’s will.

“I met our Constellation.”

The tendril touched the sleeping me, weaving its way into my dream.

The sleeping ‘me’ mumbled in his sleep—and then, without hesitation, swallowed the tendril whole.

[Is this… live octopus? …munch, munch…]

“…Did I just swallow the Constellation?”

“Technically, only a part of her. But yes, you did.”

“But still, who eats something in their sleep…?”

“When you can barely scrounge up enough for one meal a day, and the Tower’s food is disgusting at best… it’s only natural to miss the fresh seafood from Korea, don’t you think?”

…That might be true, but mistaking an alien tendril for a live octopus and swallowing it in your sleep?

‘My’ expression softened into a wry smile as he added,

“Thanks to that, I got to meet the Constellation. We became one, after all.”

Inside the vision, I saw the mental landscape of the sleeping ‘me’—a chaotic dream-space.

[Get off me, you lowly creature!]

[ But… this needs dipping sauce…]

[ H-How dare you! Where do you think you’re touching!? What kind of dream is this!?]

There she was—the Constellation, thrashing, caught in my grip, as I chewed away under the delusion that she was a tasty piece of octopus.

I had never expected a romantic first encounter like those in the stories. But… this? This was something else.

“And just like that, I devoured her. Mm!”

And there he was, nodding to himself, looking so damn proud.

This… was me?

What kind of lunatic had I been?

“But back then, I had no idea. I didn’t realize I’d swallowed an Eldritch being.”

[Yaaawn… so tired… better get to work. Gotta make a living.]

The ‘me’ who had unknowingly devoured the Constellation got up, bleary-eyed, and began preparing for another day in the Tower, utterly unaware of what had happened.

“I only learned the truth later. When I encountered a ‘Vault Golem.'”

“…A what?”

“You don’t know a Vault Golem? The golems that guard treasure in dungeons—created by alchemists or mages. They’re pretty common.”

“I know what they are, but…”

Of course I knew. 

Every seasoned adventurer knew that dungeons often had golems installed to protect their hoards.


But then—

“Hey! Who even calls it that?!”

Why shorten it like that? Just call it a golem like a normal person! That nickname sounds so weird!

Honestly, I should’ve known something was off the moment I heard the strange conditions for meeting myself.

Looking back, I guess my past self had some… very unconventional tastes.

Similar to a magi-engineer’s obsessions, but with an extra twist of perversion.

“A magi-engineer? Hey, don’t say it like that — it makes me sound offended. I’m you, you know. You and I are exactly the same.”

“I am not like that.”

Pffft—!

That’s when ‘I’ burst out laughing.

“…What’s so funny?”

“Hahaha… ah, right. That’s the whole point. You’re not supposed to be like me. You can’t be. That’s the only way you’ll reach the proper ending.”

“…What are you even talking about?”

“Just keep watching. You’ll understand soon enough.”

The video resumed, replaying the actions of my past self.

After devouring the Constellation, ‘I’ had wandered off, clueless, into the 10th-floor hunting fields.

While searching the forest for prey, I stumbled upon the entrance to an underground dungeon.

Even knowing full well that diving into a dungeon alone was basically suicide, some strange whim had pushed me to go inside.

CLANG!

And there, for the very first time, I encountered the dungeon’s guardian — an Adamantium Golem.

Its blow sent me flying.

“I really thought I was dead back then. Running into an Adamantium Golem, the kind that’s only supposed to show up beyond the 70th floor…”

With just a single punch, the golem shredded my armor like it was paper and slammed me into the wall.

I crumpled to the ground, coughing up a mouthful of blood, my body so broken I could barely move.

The golem’s heavy footsteps closed in, towering over me like a shadow of death.

No matter how I looked at it, there was no way out. I was done for.

But then—

[How could such a lowly creature like you possibly have devoured me?]

A hum filled the air, and from a blinding white light, a spirit-like figure appeared.

She raised her hand, stopping the golem mid-step.

[Stand down. He is still my host, however worthless he may be.]

THUD… THUD…

The golem, unfazed by her command, kept marching forward, intent on eliminating the intruder.

[Sigh.]

She let out a tired breath, clenching her fist.

CRACK!

The golem crumpled in an instant, its entire body collapsing into a single compressed point, as if the world itself had folded it into nothing.

[To think I was devoured by a wretch like this…]

Even with her brows furrowed in irritation, her beauty was overwhelming.

I didn’t need anyone to tell me who she was. I just knew.

“She’s… not the Constellation I remember.”

“Right? Quite the difference, huh?”

A body so perfectly sculpted it was almost unreal, long limbs, and an aura of absolute dominance.

The Constellation of the past wasn’t just powerful — she radiated the presence of a true monarch.

“That’s why ‘I’—no, why we fell for her. How could any man not, when a goddess like that saves your life?


…Although, the way things unfolded after that wasn’t nearly as beautiful.”

THUD!

[Get up, you worthless insect.]

The woman who had just saved me from certain death now kicked my crumpled body without a shred of sympathy.

She was nothing like the kind, gentle Constellation I thought I knew.



 
  Chapter 134: The Power of Dreams… Want to Control It? (2)


“She was my mentor.”

[Is that all it took to leave you like this? Can’t even hold your body up properly?]

“She was my comrade.”

[What kind of ribs are this soft, I wonder?]

“She was my closest friend.”

[Hah. Do you even understand what an honor it is to receive treatment from me? Gods from dimensions beyond your own would crawl across entire worlds just for a glance from me.]

“She was… my companion.”

Snap!

[Ah. Broke it.]

“…What the hell?”

She had tried to set my dislocated ribs, only to end up breaking them instead.

That was my old self’s fate at the hands of the so-called “Constellation” from my past life.

The roughness, the coldness of her touch — it was all so unfamiliar.

If it weren’t for her occasional clumsy slips, it would’ve been impossible to believe this person was the same entity as my revered Constellation.

“Well, we were meeting for the first time, after all. All relationships start out awkward like that.”

— Is that so.

Fortunately, the nightmare of her so-called ‘treatment’ didn’t last much longer.

“…Tch. Hopeless.”

In the end, she gave up trying to fix my ribs by hand, opting instead to pour raw divinity directly into my body.

My ribs, still misaligned, were forced back into place as my flesh regrew under the sheer power of her divine energy.

— GAAAH!

The pain was enough to snap me back to consciousness on the spot.

— Awake at last?

“…Who are you?”

— That’s quite the arrogant tone for someone lying at my feet.

Crack!

“Guh!”

She casually sat herself right on top of me, her face hovering just inches from mine.

— I am the master of dreams. The deepest part of your consciousness.

“Ah… I still remember that sensation like it was yesterday.”

“…R-right.”

No matter how hard I tried, it never really felt like another version of me.

Even though she wore my face, everything inside her felt… foreign, like a stranger.

— Hm? Did you just say you swallowed me?

— Indeed. And so I decided to wait, until the day you died.

It was only after hearing her words that the truth finally clicked into place — an eldritch god had taken root inside me.

— Consider yourself honored. Of all the pitiful beings in existence, you alone became one with me.

“Our Constellation is kinda cute, don’t you think?”

“…If you say so.”

All I saw was a temperamental goddess with a bad attitude.

“Seriously, think about it. Even if I swallowed her in a dream, is it really possible for her to be trapped inside me against her will?”

Now that I thought about it, it made no sense.

If she had wanted to leave, she could’ve easily torn me apart and walked away, no matter what state I was in. 

That was the gap between a mortal and a divine being.

And back then, she wasn’t weakened like now — she was whole, complete, her full eldritch self.

If she had wanted, she could’ve ripped my body apart in an instant and emerged without a second thought.

“She didn’t leave… she chose to stay inside me. On purpose.”

“Exactly. She stayed — because if she came out, the host — you — would die.”

“…She stayed inside because she didn’t want me to die?”

“Who knows. Whether it was pity or love at first sight, I’ll never know what she felt back then. The only thing that’s clear is that my life completely changed from that moment on.”

— This power…!

— It is the Authority of Dreams. Since you are my vessel, I will not let you die some meaningless death. I will make you my Apostle.

When climbing the Tower, it was common to hear of those chosen by the Constellations — people who became Apostles through a contract.

But most of the time, these contracts were one-sided, leaving the Apostle shackled to a god and barely granted a fraction of divine power.

After all, from the Constellation’s perspective, sharing power across too many Apostles would dilute their strength.

But me? 

I was different. 

I was granted her Authority directly — and in full. 

My strength easily outclassed that of ordinary Apostles.

— Look, Constellation! I made a Neo Armstrong Cannon!

— Tch. That’s not how you do it. Watch carefully. The Authority of Dreams is used like this.

She would grasp my astral arms and guide me, using every part of my body to demonstrate how to shape and wield the Authority.

And I… I’d blush at the closeness, unable to hide it.

It was the perfect image of a student and master.

“Authority — the very essence of divine power. Even when an Apostle receives it, most can’t even tap into a tenth of its potential.

How many Apostles do you think are lucky enough to have their Constellation teach them how to wield it directly?”

Trial after trial, mistake after mistake — I trained alongside her.

Once, I couldn’t even manage to shape the power properly. 

But before long, I reached a point where I could manifest it and even expand my own domain.

…I’d never really thought about it before.

I’d never seen other Apostles use their Constellation’s power, so I had no idea.

All this time, I’d been using it as if it were second nature.

But now, thinking back — it was never meant to be easy.

Maybe it was only possible because of my past life’s connection to her.

— Constellation! It’s a direwolf! What do I do?!

— Compared to the power you hold, it is but a meager threat. If you wish for another reward, show me your courage.

— A reward? You got it! Die, you overgrown mutt!

With her training — even practical, real-world combat lessons — I had grown strong enough to hold my own.

— Constellation.


— What is it?

— I’m going to climb higher. I want to see how far I can go.

— Hmph. It seems my lessons were not wasted on you after all.

When we first met, I was nothing like the person I am now. 

Looking at me, so completely changed, he—the one known as the Constellation—smiled softly.

And so, the journey to climb the tower’s peak had begun.

Through countless crises, struggling and surviving together, the distance between us closed rapidly. As we ascended, I came to learn the truth.

“Was what that guy said before he died… true? That if you wanted, I could leave this place?”

— It’s true. However, if you do, you will die. One who carries an Outer God’s power cannot survive losing me.

“I see… So that means… you didn’t choose me out of necessity, did you? You actually chose me because you wanted to?”

— …What?

“Maybe you fell for me at first sight? Couldn’t resist how cute I was, all twitchy and helpless?”

Whack!

“You insolent brat! Is there anything you won’t say?”

Even though the memory was lost to me, just seeing the moment unfold was enough to make my chest tighten. It felt as though my soul remembered it.

“So this is how I came to know the Constellation… But what exactly happened? Why did you end up repeating an eternal dream, just to find the right one?”

“Ah, that part…”

— Apostle of an Outer God!

— Kill it! Purify it!

“I did something I should never have done.”

In the tower, where powerful beings from countless dimensions gathered, humans were the weakest of all.

With only the Constellation’s power at my side, there was no one I could call an ally. 

If anything, the speed at which I ascended only earned me more enemies.

“There’s a legend: whoever reaches the top of the tower can claim the entire universe. Everyone was my competitor.”

Even while eating, even while sleeping—even in so-called safe zones—there was no room for complacency. 

Only the Constellation and I could rely on each other.

And the higher I climbed, the more skilled I became at wielding the power of dreams.

“It’s not like I have a zero percent chance of winning.”

“I’ve never experienced death before.”

Using the power of dreams, I could bend countless dreamscapes to carve out the future I wanted. 

In dreams, after all, death could not claim me. 

I resurrected endlessly, over and over, refining my mastery to an impossible degree.

But the power of an Outer God was no simple cheat code. 

As long as the tower wasn’t part of an extra-dimensional realm, defying the universe’s laws meant someone would always have to pay the price.

And as I grew stronger, crushing enemies and pushing ever closer to the peak, the Constellation inside me grew weaker.

“I did it, Constellation.”

When I finally reached the summit…

“Constellation…? Are you there?”

There was no one left to share the victory with.

“That was the mistake I made. And the past I’ve been trying to set right through you.”

Now, I finally understood.

I understood what I had done, and why this cycle of reincarnation kept repeating in such a cruel, precise way.

“…You do realize, don’t you? Even if the world manages to sustain itself through this method, the Constellation it resurrects won’t be the same Constellation you knew.”

And I, standing here, wasn’t the same as the “me” from before, either.

If I were to become that exact same “me,” I would surely fail again. 

That’s why he chose this workaround.

Not as himself, but by sealing away my memories and allowing me to discover the truth little by little.

“Maybe the Constellation can recover their memories. But if you do this, you’ll disappear.”

Even if our memories weren’t identical, even if our essence was close, the “me” standing here and the “me” he had known were not the same. 

If his wish came true, he would vanish from existence.

“That’s the price I have to pay. The cost of the mistake I made.”

He was trying to protect me, wasn’t he? 

But there was no need. We had repeated this cycle through countless worlds, and only now were we finally on the brink of success.

“I’m tired too, you know.”

The weight of that choice… he had already accepted it long ago.

I wouldn’t be able to stop him. I was certain, because I was him.

And yet, because I was him, it was all the more infuriating.

I had watched, with my own two eyes, the journey he and the Constellation had shared. And now, for it to end like this?

“It’s done. I’ll give you the last of my strength. The Constellation will be reborn soon. Take good care of them, okay? Once that happens…”

“Sorry, but… stay here for a little while.”

I swiftly tore open the fabric of space using the power of dreams.

“What are you doing?!”

“Don’t worry. It’s not like this will be bad for you.”

Leaving him, still reeling from my sudden move, I stepped out of the dream.


All this time, the reason I hadn’t gained the divinity of an Overseer… was probably because of him.

But what if I created an Overseer’s story myself? 

Then the awareness held by the players would act upon him.

And if I tied that story together with the Constellation of the past?

Then, perhaps, I could create a proper ending—one separate from me and my Constellation, just for those two.



 
  Chapter 135: Director’s Story


I feel sorry for the ‘me’ of a past life—but I won’t follow his intentions to the letter.

As a [Director] who oversees stories, I cannot accept such an ending.

I already have ample experience.

All I have to do is achieve what I’ve done countless times for our investors.

If I embed it into the character of the [Director], whose true story has yet to be revealed, then it’s entirely possible.

All I need is to capture the journey I witnessed and present it in a way that players can empathize with.

“So that enough recognition can accumulate.”

The players already have sufficient recognition of the Director.

And yet, the reason why ‘I’ am willing to erase myself to resurrect the Constellation of a past life through this fairy tale…is because she has no recognition.

But what if we could accumulate recognition of the Constellation through the [Akashic Archive]?

Then—just like the Saint of Magitechnics or the Demon King of Sorcery—it might be possible to revive an existence long erased.

To do that, the players must experience something overwhelmingly intense.

Something shocking.

Or exhilarating.

What method would work?

How do you implant a memory of the Constellation so deeply into the players’ minds that it takes root?

Within a dream’s authority, having entered Admin Mode of the [Akashic Archive], I contemplated the answer for a long time.

A story that begins with a powerless boy meeting a girl of supernatural ability.

A classic “boy-meets-girl” shounen-style narrative…

From a modern Earthling’s perspective, it might feel cheesy.

But to those of the continent, it could heighten immersion.

Ideas began to connect, linking one after another to form a single cohesive tale.

And at its end—was a perfect circular conclusion.

A story crafted for the ‘me’ of a past life.

A story for the Director.

***

—Emergency Update Notification—

Tistina, who had been relentlessly grinding the roguelike content of the [Akashic Archive] to maintain her #1 ranking, was abruptly interrupted by a system alert flashing across her screen.

“…Update?”

And at that exact moment, she was forcibly logged out.

“No way! I was right in front of the boss room! The loot this time was so good!”

To be kicked mid-match during a ranked season—unthinkable!

In a panic, Tistina dived back into the game.

***

—New Update Details: Main Story Added—

“Main story… added?”

No prior announcements on the official broadcast. 

No teasers.

Just a sudden, unexpected addition of a main storyline.

In a daze, Tistina clicked [Start Story].

No matter how important the ranking system was, the reason she cared about it in the first place was the story. 

There was no way she could skip it.

Light filled her vision, signaling the beginning.

When the light faded, she found herself standing in the middle of an interdimensional space.

Fragments of the Director’s story—the same fragments used as the roguelike’s background—were gathering before her.

Almost like a reward for her efforts within the Archive’s depths, the fragments coalesced, solidifying into the form of a book.

“This book…”

She didn’t need to read the title.

The Director’s book.

The story she had longed to see, longed to hold.

With trembling hands, Tistina reached out and grasped it.

And was pulled inside.

***

Ding! 

[The Fall of the Foreign God]

You are [Master of Dreams], a cosmic entity born of an extradimensional origin.

After losing your main body during a domain war, you escaped into this world—a mystical dimension where the cosmos converges: the Tower.

Reach the top of the Tower to reclaim your true form and seize the universe itself.

To do so, absorb the dreams of the boy before you.

Conquer the Tower.

It was a familiar beginning—much like the previous Demon King’s story.

Tistina now existed in a spiritual form.

And standing before her was a boy…

“The Director?”

A boy identical in appearance to the Director she knew.

But something was different.

The [Director] of the Archive had always been relaxed—seasoned.

This boy, though, exuded only youth and inexperience.

“…I kinda like this version too.”

Floating gently through the air, Tistina observed the boy who looked like the Director.

Inside the Tower—a place even she found unfamiliar—this boy was surviving alone.

He defeated monsters spawned by the system, used the rewards to rent an inn room and buy food, and eked out a living.

No family. 

No allies. 

No future.

That was his life.

“Absorb his dreams? What does that even mean?”

The system described her as a divine being from another dimension… but gave no indication of how to use her power.

Maybe I should try approaching him…

The moment that thought crossed her mind—

Pop!

Tendrils burst forth from her body and stabbed into the boy’s head.

“W-What?! Director!”

It looked as though a grotesque tentacle had pierced through the boy’s head.

Tistina recoiled in horror—but what happened next was beyond anything she had anticipated.

Instead of her invading the boy’s mind, it was the boy who consumed her through the connection.

Ding!

[Host]
You have been absorbed by the boy. It is possible to rip his body apart and escape immediately, but doing so would drain your power, making it difficult to find another host. For now, observe the situation from within.

“…Did I just get eaten by my own vessel?”


She hadn’t seen this coming at all.

But she didn’t hate it.

To become one with her vessel—that was something she had long desired.

Remaining inside the boy, Tistina observed his life.

He hunted monsters, gathered loot, and lived day by day.

Eventually, he discovered a dungeon.

“With our vessel’s current skills… this could be dangerous,” 

Tistina muttered anxiously.

Whether he sensed her worry or not, the boy stepped boldly into the dungeon.

There, he was swiftly brought down by its guardian—a towering golem.

The creature closed in to finish him off.

If she did nothing, the boy would die. But if she emerged to help, the body would not survive.

Paralyzed with indecision, Tistina felt her body move on its own.

BOOM!

Her spiritual form manifested with divine force, shattering the golem into pieces with ease.

[How weak must be the one who holds me?]

The words spilled from her mouth without her consent.

She was not the narrator of this tale—only a witness to the vessel’s story.

“W-Who are you…?” 

The boy stammered.

[I am the master of dreams, the one who governs all stories born within them.]

It was a meeting Tistina had never anticipated—her vessel and the deity of his dream.

Even a seasoned Constellation like her could only watch in awe at such a sacred first encounter.

The Outer God who resided in her body chose the boy as her Apostle, pouring her divine authority into him—beginning their journey to the top of the tower.

***

“Lord Constellation! That side has two Apostles! We can’t possibly win!”

The boy was timid, clumsy, and utterly lacking in confidence.

[Dreams are the expression of the unconscious. You, who have not tasted death, cannot die here.]

“No, I’m telling you! Even if I don’t die, I’ll still get beaten to a pulp!”

And yet, through his journey with his deity and mentor, he began to grow—bit by bit.

“Lord Constellation! I won! I actually won!”

[I saw it. Didn’t I tell you? So long as you and I stand together, you will be unmatched.]

Many formidable foes blocked their path.

“I can’t do it, Lord Constellation! Even if I don’t die, I’ll just get beaten over and over again! There’s no way someone like me can take on a monster like that!”

At times, he doubted his own worth.

“Please, just give up on me, Lord Constellation! I’m not worthy to be your Apostle! I’m just… not enough!”

But each time, the Outer God offered him her unwavering support.

[Is that the end of the dream you had below? Is that truly the extent of your desire?]

Sometimes as a teacher,

Sometimes as a sister,

And sometimes… as a mother.

[Do you know why dreams are born? Because they are things you cannot do—not yet. That’s why we dream them. So don’t despair. You can make that dream real.]

She became the one he could rely on most.

With her by his side, the boy climbed the tower’s upper levels—and became a proper Apostle of the Outer God.

***

“Welcome to my dream, you extras.”

Even against multiple Apostles of other gods, he could now defeat them with ease.

“Did you see that, Lord Constellation? I did it again! That was a flawless use of dreamcraft!”

As he jumped with joy, Tistina knew.


She had to make a choice.

【Balance of the Cosmos】

‘Your Apostle has overused your authority and disrupted the order of the universe. You must now pay the price. If you tear apart your Apostle and search for a new host, you may survive. If you remain as you are, you must bear the consequences yourself. What will you choose?’

A choice that would decide the future of the one she had come to cherish most.

The most critical crossroads for the master of dreams.


Translator’s Note: I am not entirely sure if Master of the Dreams is a new title or another abbreviation of a previous character. If it proves to be the latter, I will update this chapter in the future. Thank you for the understanding. 



 
  Chapter 136: Director’s Story – The Other Side


The crown prince, Laizeol, logged into the game after hearing that a new story had been added. 

But before he knew it, he realized something was wrong.

He was inside the story.

‘Was that book… the story of the Director?’

A book formed from shards of a subdimensional space—he must have entered it.

Ding!

A system window appeared before his eyes, explaining the world he had just fallen into.

***

【Apostle of the Outer God】

‘This world is the Tower—a mysterious dimension where all things in the universe converge. You are a resident of this Tower. By its power, all your abilities have been sealed. Climb to the top, and the universe shall be yours. Climb the Tower.’

“Sealed? Seriously?!”

He had entered this story to show off Bercia’s newly upgraded abilities. 

And yet, all the characters he had drawn until now were unusable!

All he was given was a single rusted iron sword and a set of ragged, battered armor.

His body was soft and frail, lacking even the faintest trace of magic.

This pathetic form must’ve been the Director’s past self.

Whatever the Tower was, asking him to conquer a dimension where all of existence converged—in this state—was madness.

Every story until now had been hard, but this was on another level entirely.

“…Guess I’ll give it a shot.”

The Crown Prince gripped the iron sword.

‘I am the Prince of Bercia. No hardship can break me.’

He took a confident step forward, driven by his unwavering love for Bercia.

“Wait for me, my beloved Bercia. I’ll bring you the universe.”

Yet it didn’t take long for someone else to take root in his heart.

As he climbed to the next level of the Tower, monsters appeared to block his path. 

Even without gear or magic, his royal swordsmanship allowed him to cut down dozens of them.

“My… my legs—!”

But his frail legs cramped up.

Whump!

“Gah!”

A direwolf lunged at him, catching him off-guard. 

His poorly maintained armor crumpled under the beast’s attack.

His vision blurred to white. 

He tried to rise, but his body refused to move.

The wolf, jaws wide, charged in for the kill—

Voooom—!

[How can someone bearing my vessel be this weak?]

A brilliant, radiant light appeared—so breathtakingly beautiful it stopped time.

CRACK!

“…Goddess?”

The prince looked up, dazed, his face turning red as he gazed at her shining silhouette.

This Director’s story—unlike any other player’s—was special.

Out-of-game, it was based on his past life. 

A story not of sin, but of redemption. 

He had to save the constellation of his previous life.

In-game, it marked the first time the Director’s tale was revealed—told from two perspectives. 

Players who adored the Director would experience it from the Constellation’s side, while others saw it through the Director’s eyes.

The goal was simple: maximize immersion and raise the level of condensed divinity.

He had poured everything into this. 

Classic tropes, iconic lines—this was the culmination of his entire game development life.

Now, it was in the hands of the players.

He could only hope.

Hope that, like the time when the ancient evil god returned, they would create a miracle.

That she—and he—could be saved.

“So… this is how I use it?”

Poink!

Before the prince, a clumsy, lumpy sword made of condensed dream energy appeared.

[Wrong. I told you to use your imagination.]

The radiant woman clicked her tongue and snapped her fingers.

Poong!

A magnificent, gleaming sword materialized in its place.

“Why?! Why doesn’t my sword look like that?!”

[Think again. What is a dream?]

“Something you imagine while sleeping?”

[Close. But there’s more to it. Dreams also mean hope—the kind you long to achieve.]

“Hope…?”

[Across every dimension of the Tower, in every language, the word dream carries both meanings—night visions and hope.]

“Dreams are… hope.”

[The power I’ve given you is just that. Like a dream, it turns hope into reality. Within it, you can achieve anything.]

“Anything…”

He opened and closed his hand, watching as the power of dreams gathered in his palm. 

His gaze wandered… landing on her chest.

[Your focus is deteriorating. At this rate, I’ll have to discipline you. Assume the position.]

“W-wait! That actually hurts—aaaargh!!”

In the first brush with death, the Crown Prince encountered an Outer God.

She saved him.

He became her Apostle and was granted the Authority of Dreams—a power hard to control, especially without the blessing of a Constellation in the real world.

But with her direct guidance…

He began to learn.

Though he was still clumsy, he was slowly growing—both as the Apostle and the Disciple of the God of Dreams.

“Imperial Authority, Third Form: Throne of the Underworld!”

BOOOOOM!


Molten waves surged before the Crown Prince’s eyes, summoned by the concentrated power of authority. 

A familiar demon lord’s skill swept through the monsters in a single devastating blast.

“Ha ha! What do you think of that?”

[………An astoundingly precise use of authority. It was as if you borrowed someone else’s pre-made dream and wielded it as your own.]

“Ahaha…”

The technique had mimicked the skills of existing characters through the power of dreams. 

Perhaps because he had once played those characters himself, when the Crown Prince replicated their abilities through dreams, the result was of much higher quality than any technique he had come up with on his own.

A slight pang of conscience hit him… but so what?

It was better than trying to explain the existence of the [Akashic Archive].

“Come quickly, my Constellation! It’s time to settle our bet!”

It definitely wasn’t just because he was eyeing the secondary prize.

[Ha. Are you now trying to best even your own Constellation? Very well.]

Descending before him, the Goddess of Dreams bowed her head and met his gaze.

[Is this enough for you?]

As her pale face drew near, the Crown Prince suddenly found himself short of breath.

The hand he had raised to flick her forehead dropped helplessly back down.

[You’re not going to do it?]

She tilted her head, a look of innocent confusion on her face.

Sniff… ngh!

It was far too devastating.

[Hehe. Have you fallen for my radiant nobility? So captivated that you can’t even bring yourself to touch me? How naughty.]

“N-No! That’s not it!”

[Even with that face, you’re hardly convincing. Very well. Instead of you paying the price of the wager… I shall give you a reward.]

Without warning, the goddess reached out and pulled him close by the collar.

“…!!!”

Her face inched closer, carrying with it a mesmerizing scent.

In that instant, he felt as if the world had stopped.

No, this can’t happen…

He had Bercia.

Even if the world reset, she was the one who would remember him, always. 

He couldn’t betray her… not now…

Clenching his eyes shut—

Smooch.

A warm, soft touch grazed his cheek… and vanished.

[Ahahaha! Did you really think I’d kiss you on the lips? You’re still just a kid!]

“Ughhh! I told you to stop treating me like a child!”

Clutching the spot where her lips had brushed him, the Crown Prince shouted, face flushed with an embarrassment he couldn’t fully understand.

Once, he thought the goddess would be nothing more than a footnote in a tale he might one day tell Bercia.

But somewhere along their journey, she had carved a place deep in his heart.


At times, she was like a strict teacher.

At others, a warm mother.

And sometimes… like a dear, close friend.

That was why, when he finally reached the top of the tower—

“Do you see this, O Constellation? I, Laizeol, have claimed the summit of the tower!”

—the sudden farewell that followed was something he could never accept.

“…Constellation?”



 
  Chapter 137: Promise


The journey through the tower was unending.

The higher the Crown Prince ascended, the stronger his enemies became.

From mere zealots blessed by the constellations to apostles of the stars, and finally, the masters of divine orders.

“I can’t win… Not without my character’s power…”

Even the Crown Prince, who had weathered countless tales, found himself broken in despair.

[You’re spouting nonsense again.]

“A constellation…?”

Each time he faltered, there was one who stood before him, shielding him, urging him onward.

[I told you, didn’t I? If you are truly my disciple and apostle, then you are more than capable.]

“But I… I can’t! Even the techniques I’ve created until now—they’re not really mine!”

[Not yours? Then whose are they?]

“Well, obviously—!”

[And yet, you manifested them through divine power in your dreams. No one else gave them to you. That was your power alone. Was that dream not truly your own?]

[There is nothing new beneath the sky. A saying from a world long devoured by the Tower. The origin may not have been yours—but to understand and wield it as divine power makes it yours now.]

The goddess reached out, lifting the kneeling Crown Prince to his feet once more.

Her smile shone with blinding brilliance.

[I believe in you. That is why I made you my apostle. If you cannot believe in yourself, then believe in me—believe in the one who believes in you. I will always be by your side. So rise, my apostle.]

“I am…”

He rose. 

Something about him had changed.

“…Yes. I am your apostle—Laizeol.”

The dream-forged divine power gathered in his grasp.

With her at his back, fear no longer found a place in him.

Yet the difficulty of climbing the Tower wasn’t just about the enemies he faced.

“What the—? He’s from Earth!”

“Get lost, filthy Earthling!”

“How did such a lowly species get this far?!”

Prejudice followed him like a shadow, stemming from his Earthly origins.

The upper floors, where no companion could be trusted, were merciless.

Without her—without the one who always walked beside him—he would never have survived.

One evening, during a brief camp after securing safety, the Crown Prince asked:

“Constellation.”

[What is it?]

“Can you tell me your name now?”

[M-My name?!
…
S-Sorry, not yet. The time hasn’t come.]

“So you’ll tell me once I reach the top of the Tower, then?”

[T-Then… y-yes… that would be… acceptable.]

“Alright then. You’ll tell me your name when I reach the summit. So don’t even think about leaving me until then.”

[O-Of course not! Even if you ask me to leave, I won’t go! …And besides, you’re… very blunt.]

Her presence was his strength.

His driving force toward the pinnacle of the Tower.

And at last, that day came.

The summit.

Before him lay the path to the top, but guarding it—his final battle.

Was it because he was from Earth?

Because his constellation was a being born of the outer cosmos?

Or perhaps because he climbed the Tower without aligning himself to any faction?

The High Apostles at the summit formed an alliance.

They laid a trap to eliminate him first—settling the matter of who would ascend afterward.

“Don’t take it personally.”

“Yeah! It’s your fault for failing to build your own faction!”

“Filthy Earthling scum!”

The Crown Prince faced them with steady steps, undaunted.

“Why should I take it personally?”

He smiled calmly.

“If I kill all of you here, the summit becomes mine, doesn’t it?”

As long as she stands with me—defeat is not possible.

I will sweep away all these vermin and hear her name at the summit.

Or so he thought.

But the moment battle began, something unexpected happened.

“!!”

• The connection… it’s severed?!

The trap the Apostles had prepared blocked divine intervention.

His constellation—always by his side—vanished.

“Kill him!”

“Without that outer god, he’s nothing!”

They charged him at once, and the confidence he once held vanished.

She was gone.

The one who had promised to always be with him—gone.

Clang!

Without her, could he even win?

Boom!

Without her, he was nothing but a powerless man.

Someone like me… someone like me…

The Apostles gave him no room to breathe.

They drove him back with relentless force, his defense crumbling.

It seemed all hope was lost.

Then, a single beam of light reached him.

[How pitiful, for one who carries my essence.]

“Constellation…?”

[Just because my form disappears, you break down and weep? Where has all the strength you trained with me gone? Do you want me to scold you again?]

“Hah. I wasn’t crying. I was just… worried you were gone.”

[Then show me your true strength. Surely those weaklings aren’t enough to make you cry.]

“Those pathetic fools? I’ll wipe them out in an instant.”

A smile returned to his lips.

He soared.

“Agh! This is impossible! How does he still wield divine power?!”

“What happened?! This guy’s totally different now!”


No enemy could withstand the divine authority he wielded.

When the battle ended, only one remained standing—the Crown Prince.

He had defeated every challenger to the summit.

As the conditions for entering the peak were fulfilled, the massive door behind them slowly opened.

He had done it.

He had conquered the Tower’s summit.

The legendary tower that promised dominion over the entire universe had finally become his.

“I did it! Can you see this, O Star of the Seat? I, Laizeol, have seized the summit of the Tower!”

Now, he would finally hear her name.

When he reached the heights above, it would be the first question he asked.

And then…

Yet strangely, at this pivotal moment—when her reply should have come—there was only silence.

“O Star of the Seat?”

Only his voice echoed in the hollow chamber. 

She, who had always embraced him in divine warmth and restored him with sacred power, was nowhere to be seen.

“To joke even at the very end—how mischievous. Is it possible that you’re too shy to tell me your name? Well, that won’t do. I simply must hear it… and tease you for it.”

Laizeol let out an awkward laugh.

“O Star of the Seat!”

But then he realized—something was wrong.

He called for her again, this time with urgency.

She always appeared, even if playfully late. 

But now… now she did not come.

As if…

As if she no longer existed.

At that moment, golden motes of divine light began to fall from the heavens.

Laizeol stared blankly, dazed, and stepped toward the light.

It was a world suspended between dream and reality—hazy and ephemeral.

And within it, visions began to emerge.

“To return to the extradimensional realm, the Tower must be conquered. I’ll need to find a strong Apostle.”

She had lost her former station and fallen into the Tower. 

And so, she began her search.

“A human? From Earth?! I can’t possibly make such a weak creature my Apostle! …Ugh! Really!”

She had tried to walk away as the direwolf mauled him… but in the end, she stayed and saved him.

“What a cute little thing. So stubborn with pride… and yet so scared. But fear not. I shall be your Star of the Seat. And from now on, there shall be only victory.”

She brushed his hair away as he slept.

“Y-You want to know my name?! What kind of sudden love confession is that?! S-Stop being so direct! I-I mean, it’s not like I hate it or anything but… I still have things to do! …Just wait a little. I won’t forget your proposal.”

She had hidden in a corner, face flushed red, clutching her cheeks in embarrassment.

And then—

“A barrier that blocks divine access… What a petty scheme. It must’ve been prepared for a long time. If I am to pierce it and send my power to you, I’ll have to consume my divinity… even at the cost of vanishing.”

Her final moments.

“I’m sorry. It seems… I won’t be able to keep my promise to stay with you until the end.”

…

“Once you reached the summit and returned to the other world, I wanted to show you the newlywed home I prepared just for us.”

“Stop.”

“Not a single moment I spent with you was unhappy. I was the one meant to bless you… yet I feel as though I was the one who received the blessing.”

“Stop it.”

“But even without me, you are already a perfect Apostle. Now, you stand tall at the summit of the Tower—a true hero. You’ll be fine. Even without me.”

“Stop!”

“Meeting you… and becoming your Star of the Seat… made me truly happy. My only regret… is not being able to see you reach the summit with my own eyes.”

“Please! Stop…!”

The final vision began to fade.

Laizeol dashed forward, trying to hold the image in his arms—but it was nothing more than a memory.

No matter how tightly he held it, nothing would change.

He could only watch as the illusion crumbled.

“My Apostle… my one and only… my proud and beloved……”

It was nothing more than the final letter left behind by a vanished god.

“In the name of the goddess of dreams and hope, I wish you boundless happiness. So, please…”

And from the smiling woman’s eyes—something fell.

Something he had never seen before.


“Be happy. My Apostle.”

As the vision disappeared, and even the last fragment—a single tear—vanished before it could hit the ground…

“AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!”

At the top of the Tower, at the edge of the world, a cry rang out.

A cry soaked in grief, somewhere between a scream and a wail.



 
  Chapter 138: I couldn’t save the constellation


—Your Apostle has recklessly abused your authority, disrupting the laws of the universe. A price must be paid. If you tear your Apostle apart and seek a new host, you may survive. But if you remain as you are, you must bear the consequences. What will you choose?

“……!”

Tistina’s eyes widened as the unexpected choice appeared before her.

To think that simply using her authority would be enough to disturb the cosmic order—it was absurd.

‘Is it because the constellation I oversee is not a god of this universe, but an outer god?’

The price for disrupting the cosmic order must be paid by the constellation. 

And as the constellation, she understood exactly what that meant.

Just as a heavenly god must pay with immense divinity when intervening in the mortal realm against universal law, so too must an outer god—who is the source of authority—endure a dire cost.

A cost that might even mean annihilation.

‘…So that’s how it happened!’

She felt the pieces falling into place—how the current Overseer became who he is.

The Overseer and the constellation from the original story she was watching… if that constellation had been destroyed, then it would make perfect sense that the present Overseer no longer served anyone.

And sure enough, the vision that followed her choice unfolded just as she had expected.

The Overseer, standing atop the tower with his constellation beside him.

The cowardly boy who once cowered before a mere golem at the tower’s base—was nowhere to be found.

The youth standing before her now, no longer a boy, had become the true Apostle of Dreams. 

No matter the foe that blocked his path, no matter the hardship ahead, he would never retreat.

“Constellation! I did it! I conquered the tower!”

To her, he was just an adorably naive boy.

But for him, this was the final chapter of a long, arduous journey.

“Constellation… there’s something I want to tell you.”

It was a special day for him.

A day when he could finally say the words he had long kept hidden in his heart.

“I… I love you, Constellation…”

A mother. 

A teacher. 

A friend.

And now, beyond all that… the woman he loved.

‘When did he grow so much?’

Just from his presence alone, Tistina felt as though her heart might stop.

And the moment he made his decision and opened his mouth—

Bang!

The divinity that Tistina had imbued collapsed.

She had always known this day might come.

She had tried to prepare herself.

But now?

‘That’s not fair!’

At the very least, she should’ve been allowed to respond—

The sudden farewell.

She vanished without ever giving a proper answer.

***

—You chose annihilation to protect your Apostle. You may have wished for him to forget you and live happily, but he could never forget you. No matter what it takes, he begins a journey that may never end, determined to bring you back.

The playable character had perished.

Was this truly the end?

Yet Tistina could still witness the Overseer’s journey following her disappearance.

“Constellation? ………Constellation!”

No matter how many times he cried out, she did not return.

From the complete absence of her divine presence, he knew—she was gone.

But he couldn’t bring himself to accept it.

She wasn’t just a constellation to him. She was everything.

He had conquered the tower’s summit and taken the entire universe into his hands, and yet… his heart was hollow.

“You promised… you’d be with me forever.”

He could still hear her warm voice. 

Still feel her touch.

How many days and nights had passed?

Eventually, the boy with hollow eyes rose to his feet.

‘If she’s gone, then I’ll bring her back.’

No matter how impossible it was, he would make it real.

That was his authority—his inheritance from her—the power to turn dreams into reality.

His divine power spread across the entire universe.

Now that he was the master of the tower’s system, governing the universe was no longer difficult.

The problem was… his power extended only within the universe.

No matter what he did within, he could not resurrect an outer god born from another dimension.

But the place where the outer god of dreams and hope had perished… was within the tower, within the universe.

Her fragments still remained, scattered somewhere within.

If he could find them… he could bring her back.

And so the boy wandered across countless dimensions within the universe, searching.

He became a member of a hero’s party fighting the Demon King’s army. 

He stood against the bloody rampage of the Heavenly Demon.

He destroyed the core computer of an interstellar civilization, befriended the queen of a hive mind that ruled an entire star system.

He encountered more dimensions than he could count, and even more intelligent beings.

Even gods he once could not dare to gaze upon now bowed their heads before him.

Yet his one and only, most desperate wish remained unfulfilled.

“Constellation…”

No matter where he went, he could never find her.

‘Was it because she was a fragment of an outer god?’

She could not be found simply by searching.

The moment she was observed, she vanished to another corner of the universe.

And if he found where she had moved—she would disappear again.


An eternal game of hide-and-seek.

No matter how close he came… he could never reach her.

Despite endless efforts across an eternity of time, no answer could be found.

The boy—fell into despair.

An Endless Nightmare.

Please, someone wake me from this dream.

“Director…”

Tistina, overwhelmed with pain, reached her hand out to him, her heart aching beyond words.

“Was that dream you had down below… truly the end? Is that all your long-cherished desire amounted to?”

“Do you know why dreams are born?It is because they are things we cannot yet do. So do not despair because it seems impossible. You can make that dream a reality.”

“…Constellation?”

For some reason, she could hear the voice of the Constellation—one she should no longer be able to hear.

“…Yes. I will turn dreams into reality.”

He couldn’t fall here.

Not yet.

To reclaim the love he lost.

To repay the grace she once gave him.

That was the hope he would drag into the real world.

Amid the endless wandering through dimensions, witnessing worlds fragmenting into dreams, he found his answer:

I will reestablish the universe I’ve experienced as a single, unified world.

A cosmos to serve as a vast archive of all stories, preserved in the form of books.

Within it, I will endlessly repeat dreams—until I find her.

If I can store the entire universe, then even if I observe her again and again, I will not lose her.

I will make the universe my story—and meet her once more.

And on that day, when we meet again, I will tell her my story—through the Akashic Archive.

The moment that name echoed in the air, Tistina felt goosebumps rush across her entire body.

The Archive wasn’t merely a repository of tales gathered from across the cosmos.

No. 

Every single story inside—

They were his stories.

Countless dimensions he had wandered, all to save his Constellation.

All of them, preserved as narratives.

“So that’s why in the Subspace, strange spaces and enemies from other stories kept appearing!”

What the players assumed was just asset reuse had a deeper truth they couldn’t see.

He stored the universe’s stories.

Became their Director.

And at the same time, he shattered himself into infinite selves—each one searching for a way to reach her.

As more Directors explored more universes, the Archive grew ever larger.

If he could complete the Archive, she would return.

But…

There were those who sought to stop him—followers of the Outer Gods, beings from beyond the universe.

They feared the return of the Dreamborne Outer God.

From the shadows, the forces of the Abyss launched assaults on the Archive, staining its stories.

The Director stood in defense, preventing the corruption of the original tales.

But the Archive’s expansion came to a halt in the chaos of war.

Fending off the Abyss alone was no longer enough.

At this rate, he would never get her back.

At last, the Director reached a conclusion.


No matter how many times he split himself, as long as they were all still him, it wasn’t enough.

A new Director was needed.

Someone who was not him, yet could become a Director like him.

His successor. 

A Director-in-waiting.

That was the answer he found—

To revive the Outer God of dreams and hope.



 
  Chapter 139: Director


The Crown Prince Watched from Within the Illusion

The Crown Prince observed the Director’s path unfold within a vast illusion.

A being that surpassed even the original story stored in the [Archive]—the Provisional Director.

To the Director, this new figure was a symbol of hope.

A chance to find the path toward her—a path he could not reach by his own strength.

But their first encounter had been disappointing.

To someone who had already drifted through countless dimensions, the Provisional Director was sorely lacking.

The Director recalled the constellation who had once guided him—a being even more lacking than the Provisional Director, yet who had lifted him up nonetheless.

The one who had ceaselessly encouraged him when he was paralyzed by fear and ready to give up.

Now it was his turn to play that role.

The Director began the Provisional Director’s training.

The world of [Knight Ren].

The world of the [Magitech Engineer].

Even the world of the [Demon King].

The Director taught the Provisional Director what it meant to be an director of the Archive and how to fight against the Abyss.

To the Director’s surprise, the Provisional Director grew rapidly.

Before long, they were capable of standing against the Abyss’s threats.

But a problem emerged.

“The stories are changing.”

The stories stored in the Archive, which were never meant to change, began to twist under the influence of the Provisional Director.

‘No. The Archive is the universe’s reservoir—her restoration depends on preserving the originals. They cannot be corrupted.’

The Director sternly reminded the Provisional Director of the need to preserve the originals, then cast them into the Demon King’s world.

And there, he discovered it.

The Provisional Director’s ability to alter the original narrative and achieve a better ending through [Salvation].

At that very moment, an assassin born of the Abyss launched an attack on the Archive.

Crash!

The Director sacrificed one being to observe how the Provisional Director would confront the threat.

His conclusion was clear:

The Provisional Director could find the answer he himself had never discovered.

He completed the Provisional Director’s training.

Now, it was time to advance to the next stage.

Through the tales of [Bercia] and [Gaizerus], the Provisional Director eventually came face to face with the gods of the Pantheon.

He experienced the tragedies of gods cursed by one malevolent deity—

And destroyed that evil god from within.

Even the dark god reborn through the Abyss—

The Provisional Director overcame them all.

By then, they had become a true Director—

Capable of overseeing the Archive.

So, the Director entrusted it to them.

His story.

The heart of the [Akashic Archive].

And the final fragment of his constellation—the Inner Space.

***

Two Paths in the Director’s Past

The players experience the Director’s past in two major storylines:


	As an ordinary resident of the Tower who meets a constellation and ascends to the top.


	His struggle to reclaim the lost constellation afterward.




The first could be adapted almost directly from my past life.

But the second required significant revision.

Because my story had to intertwine with the Director’s.

Fortunately, since the Director’s backstory hadn’t yet been revealed, integrating my additions was seamless.

From why he chose the Provisional Director to what he sought to achieve—

Everything connected naturally.

This would allow players to truly understand and empathize with the Director.

And as they progressed to the final stage, they’d enter the Inner Space—the roguelike challenge the Director entrusted to the player.

There, the player would gather the shattered pieces of the Director’s constellation.
And eventually, bring about her resurrection.

BOOM! BOOM!

As the Provisional Director stepped into Inner Space, the Abyss launched a massive assault against the Archive.

“Relentless… they just keep coming.”

A legion vast enough to fill the universe.

Their singular mission, born from the far reaches of outer space:

To prevent the resurrection of their ancient enemy,

As commanded by their origin and master—The One Who Is All.

They would stop the fallen outer god from ever returning.

Now that the Provisional Director had entered Inner Space, the battle had begun.

If he succeeded in achieving resurrection, he would win.

If he fell and the invaders broke through—he would lose.

It was that simple.

“They will go no further.”

***

The Director summoned a boundless dream.

He multiplied, splitting endlessly to counter the astronomical number of enemies.

His face was etched with unwavering resolve.

A clash between the master of the inner universe and the master of the outer void.

His struggle to reclaim the woman he loved was fierce.

His arms were crushed.

His legs shattered.

His torso torn apart.

His skull splintered.

His spine snapped.

His body melted away.

Even if it was all a dream—

He experienced every moment.

The man endured it all with superhuman resolve.

He had waited for this moment.

“Back then, I didn’t realize it…  I was the most blessed man in the world.”

His waist vanished.

“I didn’t understand that I already had happiness.”

His clavicles disappeared.

“She was more precious than the entire universe, and she was right beside me—
Yet I failed to recognize that gift.”

Beneath his eyes, nothing remained.

“And that is why I will take it back. Even if it costs me everything—myself and this entire universe!”

The dream shifts.

A new dream blossoms. 

A fully awakened Warden swings their sword.

Another Warden shatters, and a new one strikes with authority.

Some wield transcendent magic through mana; others summon massive storms with chakra.

Countless lives, lived and lost across the universe, now pour out through his dream.

The armies of the Outer Gods are infinite, but his will knows no bounds.

Because soon—he would meet her again.

FWOOSH!

The Crown Prince suddenly found himself flung outside the story.

“…The end?”

Was it because the tale had been so unbearably long?

He stood there, dazed, unmoving.

WUUUUNG!

Just then, shimmering light gathered before his eyes.

A mysterious energy, condensing into a single point.

It began to form a shape.


A familiar shape.

“Constellation!”

Could it truly be her?

Had she returned?

The Crown Prince rubbed his eyes.

It was hard to believe—but there was no doubt.

Floating before him was the Constellation of the Warden: the Goddess of Dreams and Hope.

Her eyes opened. 

She smiled at him, warmly.

“Y-you’re alright, my lady Constellation?”

The Crown Prince approached her, on the verge of tears. He had thought he’d never see her again.

But—

[I’m sorry, but there’s no time for this right now.]

She seized his hand—and soared into the sky.

“Wha—!”

The Goddess of Dreams surged upward, powered by the fully restored strength of the Outer Gods.

The speed surpassed even the speed of light, and the Crown Prince’s senses blurred.

Yet even in that dizzying flight, he felt a comforting warmth flooding through their joined hands.

Moments later, he realized—they were no longer in the hidden realm.

They stood outside the Archive, at the heart of the battlefield—where Wardens clashed against the hostile Outer God armies.

[I have imbued you with my power. From this moment, you are once again a proper apostle of mine.]

“W-what do you mean? I was always your apostle, wasn’t I? Don’t tell me… you don’t remember me…”

Just as the Crown Prince’s voice faltered—

“L-Lady Constellation…!”

A Warden appeared.

[You’ve been well, my apostle.]

“Lady Constellation!!!”

Unlike his usual composed self, the Warden’s voice was raw with emotion.

And the Goddess of Dreams gazed at him with tender affection.

Watching this scene unfold, the Crown Prince realized a painful truth:

Everything he had experienced—was merely part of the Warden’s story.

He was not the protagonist.

He was just an observer… a prospective Warden…

That was his place.

But a tremendous power surged within him now.

The power granted by the resurrected Outer Gods—the strength of a true apostle.

It was a power that could be wielded even beyond the story of the Warden: the divine authority of dreams.

For the first time in his life, the Crown Prince had tasted heartbreak.

He turned away—from the Goddess, and from her first apostle.

Beyond the haze of his tear-soaked eyes, he saw them.

Countless enemies.

Though his heart overflowed with sorrow and rage, he was grateful—

Grateful that there were enemies to unleash it upon.

WUUUUNG…


Across the continent, divinity gathered.

Born from countless dreams scattered across the land—centered around one Constellation and her apostle.

The divinity condensed—

BOING!

—and gave birth to a miracle.



 
  Chapter 140: Can you follow?


“Well? What do you think?”

My voice brimmed with confidence, and the ‘me’ from my previous life stood there, mouth agape, seemingly unable to form a single word.

All across the continent, I could feel immense divine energy surging through the players. 

That meant the newly released storyline of the Director had struck a powerful chord—immersive and intense in ways no one expected.

A story that dwarfed all previous quests in both scale and depth.

And at the center of it all—the protagonist—was none other than the Director. 

A guide, a mentor who had been by the players’ side since the very beginning. 

(Granted, it was more about dying repeatedly than actually teaching anything.)

A climax born from foreshadowing planted since the opening scenes.

If this kind of buildup didn’t create lasting impact, what story possibly could?

I was certain that an overwhelming surge of divinity would gather, surpassing even what past investors had witnessed.

‘…Ha. You suddenly rushed out, and I wondered what reckless thing you were about to do.’

The former ‘me’ let out a hollow laugh.

“To think you’d use a method like this. I never even considered it.”

That laugh—it carried confusion, amusement, relief, and a strange sense of emptiness all at once.

“That something like this was even possible… I never imagined it. Is it because you’re the best ‘me’ there’s ever been?”

“And you don’t have to disappear either.”

“…Disappear, huh. True. But it’s probably not what you think.”

“What do you mean?”

“You assumed I pulled this off because I was about to vanish, didn’t you?”

“…Was I wrong?”

Hadn’t I acted like someone ready to die—talking about burdens, the price that had to be paid, how I was tired of it all?

If everything had gone according to ‘my’ plan, the old me would have been erased, and only I would remain.

“Well, you’re not completely wrong,” I admitted. 

“But that doesn’t mean I won’t disappear in this process either.”

“What are you saying?”

By using the Director character in Akashic Archive, I’d massively expanded the players’ recognition of him.

That collective, unwavering awareness of countless players would have converged into him. 

That, in turn, helped birth the divine power of the Director as a celestial being.

I’d gained fully-formed divinity—so how could I just vanish?

“How do I even explain this…”

I scratched my head.

“I’m your past life. But you don’t have my memories. So you act like a completely different person.”

“…Right.”

“So why am I considered your past life?”

Our appearances, powers, and memories were all different—by all accounts, we were entirely different people.

Then why was ‘I’ your past?

The only thing we shared…

“My soul?”

“Exactly. We share the same soul. That’s why we’re the same person.”

Across endless worlds and dreams, our connection remained intact—because our soul was one.

“A soul can’t be split in two.”

The only reason multiple versions of me could exist until now was thanks to the power of dreams.

‘The me’ inside retained memories and strength but remained separated through the power of dreams, existing in suspended delay.

But once this dream ended, I would merge with myself.

The old ‘me’ would cease to exist.

“W-Wait! The Celestial’s resurrection is imminent! And you’re saying you’ll vanish?!”

The whole point of this plan was to prevent ‘me’ from disappearing.

And yet now ‘I’ was vanishing anyway?

Then what was the point?

“Well… in a way, it’s true that I’m not disappearing.”

“No! Hold on! Just stop for a second!”

The old ‘me’ was already starting to fade.

‘My’ form blurred at the edges, dissolving.

“I don’t want to add more shame to my legacy. Everything’s come together now, so there’s no need for any more delays.”

Fwoosh!

The old ‘me’ scattered in a radiant burst of divine light.

Countless particles of glowing dust floated…

And entered me.

The power ‘I’ had.

The authority ‘I’ possessed.

The divine essence, and even the memories—

All of it flowed into me.

With the memories now in place, I understood the full picture, and—

My face flushed with heat.

A tidal wave of embarrassment hit me all at once, and I could feel my ears burning.

‘What the hell did I just do!?’

It wasn’t true disappearance—not erasure—but unification. 

We were always meant to become one eventually.

And all that ridiculous drama to stop it?

It had always been an inevitable future.

…Though, to be fair, it wasn’t entirely pointless!

Still, I wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear from sheer mortification.

And the one who witnessed all this embarrassing mess… was also me.

I was the one playing every part in this tragic comedy—a one-man circus of absurdity.

…At least no one else saw it. 

Only ‘me’s were around.

Yeah.

These memories are coming with me to the grave, dear past selves.

That said, everything I did through the Director storyline in Akashic Archive wasn’t for nothing.

Though ‘I’ vanished, I wasn’t erased.

If I had gone through with the original plan and kept the selves separated, the Celestial may have been resurrected…


But I would’ve been lost.

Along with all the memories, the powers, everything.

That’s why I intentionally kept the separation—

But once the players’ collective awareness coalesced and birthed the divine form of the Celestial Director…

There was no need for that anymore.

In the end, I was erased—but not gone.

Though I died and no longer exist in the way I once did, I somehow continued to live on… merged into this back, this heart, as one.

You could say that the past life, which should have been wiped away, was instead inherited.

From the beginning, that was me—and also still me.

Power surged within my body.

And no wonder—the strength I inherited wasn’t something as simple as divinity.

It was the accumulated might of the overseers drawn in through the Akashic Archive…

All the memories of my past self, who had reached the pinnacle of the tower and desperately repeated dream after dream in order to save the Starborn Lady.

It was as though I had pressed New Game+ after watching the game’s ending hundreds—no, thousands—of times, with all stats and experience from every playthrough carried over into this new beginning.

A mere human, once ordinary, had now become a god.

!!!

Suddenly, it hit me—not just the divine energy, but the memories too.

It was overwhelming, nearly impossible to keep my mind intact.

But I didn’t have time to waste in this daze.

She had returned.

Fwoosh!

I tore open the fabric of space.

The place where she was, and the place where I stood—became one.

No wall or material between us could hinder me now.

Because I possessed the power to make my will… reality.

As the space split open, I saw her—confused, disoriented.

Just as I had been moments ago.

She, too, must have awakened—fully aware of her past life, now fused as one.

But one thing was certain:

She had come back.

I descended through the rift—toward her.

“Starborn Lady,” I called.

“…You,” she whispered.

In our first meeting, it had been she who descended to me.

Now, I descended to her.

Though our roles and situations had reversed, we were both here.

Together.

“I missed you… so much.”

“…As did I, my eternal apostle. My one and only—Liani.”

No matter how many times a dream is repeated, this was a world unlike any other.

A new world, a new setting.

In it, I hadn’t known her.

And she hadn’t known me.

How, then, did we find each other again?

Was it mere coincidence?

No—destiny wears the mask of chance.

Across infinite worlds, through endless cycles,

We were always bound to reunite.

This meeting, too, had been foretold.

Fate had no choice but to lead us here.

Through blurred vision, I threw myself into her warm, soft embrace.

Just like the time we climbed the tower together.

Just like those memories, never to return.

Her touch—something I couldn’t forget, even after wandering countless worlds through eternity—wrapped around me.

How I’ve missed you, my one and only…

My beloved Starborn Lady.

***

Meanwhile…

In a small, lightless room where not even a sliver of light could slip through,

A girl with violet hair crouched, wiping away the endless stream of tears.


“You knew this would happen…” she whispered.

“You knew it would come to this…”

It was all predetermined.

A destiny that would one day be fulfilled.

The bond between the two Starborn and their apostle had already been decided—long ago, at the origin of the tower.

For her, a stone that had merely rolled in…

It was a relationship she could never hope to stop—no, one she mustn’t stop.



 
  Chapter 141: Three Goddess Alliance


She was my favorite.

More than anyone.

The Director—he was like rain in a drought during my suffocating life in the heavens, where I had to go on after losing my sister, who had been like family to me, in a forced separation.

Even after the Evil God was defeated and I was reunited with my sister, that deep affection didn’t fade.

No—if anything, it grew stronger.

Because the Director wasn’t just real—he had become her salvation, the very one who had destroyed the Evil God.

Maybe that’s why…

Tistina, who had wished more than anyone for his happiness, felt her heart tear as she watched the Director meet his constellation.

She had immersed herself in the story, imagining herself as his constellation.

But she was not the heroine of some bittersweet tale.

She was just an outsider, a foreign impurity witnessing a completed story.

She had no right to be part of their reunion.

Why…?

She had prayed so fervently for his happiness.

This was the very moment she had hoped for above all else.

So why did it hurt so much?

Even when she turned away, her thoughts spiraled.

She knew she shouldn’t be thinking this way.

She knew this was what was best for him, for his constellation, and—ultimately—for herself.

But the thought wouldn’t leave her.

‘It should be me in that place. If only you weren’t here. If I were there instead of you!’

She startled herself.

‘What… what am I thinking?’

She had witnessed every step of his journey.

She knew just how hard he had fought to reunite with her—his constellation.

Even from a divine perspective, it was impossible to measure the effort.

Compared to what he endured, what she had done to fight the Evil God was no more than a drop in the ocean.

To envy a love that had overcome such time and resolve…

Could someone who called herself a true fan of the Director think something like that?

‘No.’

‘If he’s happy, that’s enough… isn’t it?’

‘That’s all that matters… right?’

Tistina lowered her head, surrendering all.

She turned, swallowing her tears.

Whrrrnnng!

The space before her split open.

“…The Goddess of Wisdom!?”

She gasped as the deity appeared from nowhere.

“Master of the Night. I propose an alliance.”

Once more, she was left speechless by what followed.

‘Are you really going to give up like this?’

‘No.’

‘I can’t give up.’

‘He’s my prince.’

‘My prince… is leaving me behind.’

‘There’s no way I can endure that.

But she couldn’t step between them.

His first love—discovered after countless cycles of eternity.

How could she possibly ruin that?

If he was happy, wasn’t that enough?

Then why… why wasn’t she okay?

‘No!’

‘I’m not okay at all!’

‘What the hell is this!?’

‘He was my prince!’

‘He saved me on his own!’

‘Shouldn’t he take responsibility for me now!?’

‘I’d do anything for him. Anything!’

‘If he just asked, I’d throw away my divinity, pluck a star from the night sky for him!’

Yes.

‘I can’t let go.’

‘Never.’

“I’m sorry, my prince.”

“I can’t give you up.”

‘You’re the one who seduced me first.’

‘So take responsibility.’

I’ll find a way to make you mine again.

The gap between us has grown too wide.

In this life—and the last—he resurrected a love born of countless cycles of reincarnation.

There’s no winning against that by normal means.

Even if I think it’s unfair she was only first by chance, I can’t demean that love.

Because to do so would also demean him.

…Even with all the divine wisdom at my disposal, I can’t find a way.

The gap is overwhelming.

I could use things like:

“male: mind break, male: mind control, male: bondage, male: netorare, male: rape, male: forniphilia, male: facesitting, male: reverse gangbang…”

…but all of them would harm him or defile his will.

No matter how badly I want to make him mine, I could never do such things.

“I can’t make him mine.”

It was a conclusion she didn’t want to accept.

The heartbreaking truth that she could not monopolize him.

But…

“Sharing him… that much I can do.”

Just like in old war texts, where the enemy of my enemy is my friend—

She would fight this powerful rival who had already claimed the top position, not alone, but with allies.

It was the only choice left if she truly wanted to become one with him.

***

The first main story featuring the fully unlocked Director character.

The developer had poured more effort into this narrative than any other, leaving players shaken.

“Why doesn’t my constellation come for me like that!?”

“Wait, this is real??”

Analysis of the Akashic Archive – Why Our World Is a Brain in a Vat

It wasn’t just that the long-awaited lore of the Director had finally dropped—

Or that the mysteries surrounding the Akashic Archive had been revealed.

What truly shocked everyone was the raw, powerful story behind it all.

The creator of the game had held nothing back.

Every tool, every technique, every cliché he had absorbed in his past life on Earth—he poured it all into the Akashic Archive, ensuring players would become enraptured instantly and completely. 

There was no secrecy, no restraint—only a ruthless pursuit of immersion.


To the people of this continent, untouched by such foreign storytelling devices, the result was nothing short of a revelation.

It left a profound impression, powerful enough to surpass their faith in any other constellation they had ever witnessed.

Had it been any other time, Rian might have held back, tailored his creation more cautiously. 

But he had no such luxury. 

The impact the Akashic Archive left on its players exceeded even his wildest expectations.

Now, men across the land dreamed of a radiant constellation descending from the heavens to choose them.

Women, too, fantasized that the apostles they once trained in a former life might come searching for them once more.

The entire continent was in a frenzy, swept up in adoration for the overseer and the Goddess of Dreams.

“To endure eternal time just for their constellation! …I wonder if our apostle would do that for us.”

“Before you start dreaming, try treating your apostle better. The Goddess of Dreams even sacrificed herself for hers.”

But this feverish admiration wasn’t limited to awe and longing.

Constellations, moved by the passionate love stories between their fellow divines and apostles, began showing tenderness to their own followers. In return, apostles grew fiercely loyal—more than ever before.

Even the game’s creator hadn’t foreseen such a shift.

“Constellation, I’ve liked you from the very beginning. I’ve wanted to confess for so long, but I was too much of a coward. Now, before all these people, I want to say that I love only you. Every day in the temple, my heart raced just seeing you. During my missions, I only saw you. I only thought of you. It’s been like this since last year. Every time you used your healing powers and looked worn out, my heart ached so much. I thought about how to say this for so long, and today, I gathered all the courage I had in life. I wanted to make the grandest confession, in front of the world, to the one I love. My constellation—no, my beloved sister. Will you be mine? I’ll be your overseer. Your apostle who loves only you.”

[The kind-hearted Healer has sealed herself away in a dimensional space.]

[…Who’s going to do the healing now?]

Of course, not every effect was positive. But on the scale of cosmic tides, it was all just… adorable.

The people of the continent began dreaming of constellations and apostles of their own.

And elsewhere…

“Was I too arrogant?”

The red-haired goddess curled into herself, sitting hunched in a corner of her room.

She had once cast off the sin of [Sloth] to step boldly beyond her chamber door. 

But now, she had no desire to leave. Not today.

She didn’t want to face this cruel reality.

For the first time in her long existence, she had tasted the emotion called love.

Even with all her divinity, her power, her ancient wisdom—this foreign feeling was enough to twist her heart in ways she couldn’t control.

Perhaps it’s true what they say—first love never lasts.

‘Maybe I’m one of those stories too.’

‘Maybe I’ll just sleep it off.’

‘Even if it takes hundreds, or thousands of years to forget… it’s still better than living with this pain forever.’

Ren buried her face between her knees.

That’s when they appeared.

‘Vrrrmmmm…!’

They had arrived.

“You look like a proper loser. Just like the old days.”

“…Master of the Night? The Goddess of Wisdom, too?”

Two goddesses had torn through the fabric of space to find her.

“Are you really going to stay like this?”

“What do you mean, stay like this…?”

“Are you just going to sit here and give up on him?”


“If not—if even a sliver of that love remains—”

[Take my hand.]

And so it was.

The secret alliance of three goddesses began with a single outstretched hand.





 
  Chapter 142: Constellation pahupahu


The Domain of Tistina

In the deepest, most secret recesses of Tistina’s domain, three goddesses had gathered.

“…What is this?”

The room was filled with countless pieces of merchandise, all bearing the face of the Master.

Posters and bromides featuring the Master in striking poses were pinned to the walls,
a tapestry depicting the Master dancing with a prospective (female) master at a ball was hanging proudly.

Chibi-style plushies of the Master were scattered about the room, and a special fusion-concept doll of the Master and Por was placed right at the head of the bed.

Miniature figures (unofficial merchandise) portraying various battle forms of the Master stood in formation atop a mithril-plated shelf.

But the pièce de résistance among the collection was something else entirely.

“H-How could a pillow like this…!”

A body pillow emblazoned with the Master’s image.

The front was tame enough—just the Master in a handsome suit.

But the reverse… revealed a completely different side: the Master, nude, wearing a sultry smile.

“…Is this heaven?”

The celestial Ren, seeing Tistina’s room for the first time, breathed out in awe.

“E-enough!”

Flushed red in the face, [Master of the Night] Tistina hastily waved her hand, sweeping all the merchandise into her subspace.

Each piece was a precious collectible, and she took care not to scratch or damage a single one.

Fortunately, it seemed Ren hadn’t caught sight of the body pillow’s most controversial detail:
a certain long object attached to the Master’s lower abdomen… and the chastity belt fitted tightly over it.

Tistina let out a deep sigh of relief.

This was the innermost sanctum—off-limits to any deity without Tistina’s express permission.

There, around a small table, the three goddesses sat.

“To propose an alliance like this… must mean you think we have a chance of winning.”

Tistina spoke first, reclaiming her dignity as a queen as she turned to the goddess of wisdom.

“A chance… is hard to say,” came the cold reply.

Bercia’s face was unreadable, her expression devoid of warmth.

Even [Master of the Night] Tistina hesitated before her, sensing the madness that lurked beneath the surface.

“The tide has already turned against us. Even without the title of ‘Celestial,’ he was formidable… and now, he’s the First Celestial. There’s no way we can win.”

“Then why ask us to form an alliance?”

“We may not be able to win… but we don’t have to lose. We might not be able to monopolize the prince… but we can still be by his side.”

The goddess of wisdom laid out her plan to the other two.

“T-That’s just…”

Tistina was too shocked to finish her sentence.

“The best way to fight narrative… is with a better narrative. But we can’t create one—not without hurting the prince. And we would never do that. That’s why we’re aiming for charm. And if that doesn’t work, well… we could always overwhelm him together. But… I doubt either of you wants that.”

“Actually, I wouldn’t mind… No, wait. On second thought, maybe not. Fine. I’m in.”

“And what about [Sacrifice]?” 

The goddess of wisdom asked, turning to Ren.

Ren hesitated.

Could someone like her—who had only ever known the sword—really do such a thing?

But if not… she’d have to give him up.


The one who had pulled her out of the hell called Sloth.

That was something she couldn’t accept.

“I’ll do it too.”

If it meant not losing him, she’d give up her divinity without hesitation.

Thus began the secret conspiracy of the three goddesses.

“Alright. Let’s start with Phase One.”

It was the beginning of what would later be known as the [Rian Distribution Society] or, less politely, the [Rian Butchering Club]—the prototype of the future “wives’ council.”

***

If I ever see her again…

If I ever see her again, I will confess my sins.

If I ever see her again, I will beg for her forgiveness.

If I ever see her again, I will make her happy.

If I ever see her again…

Countless times I had imagined it.

All the confessions I would make, all the things I would do for her—my celestial—on the day I saw her again in this infinite dream world.

But now that the dream had become reality… it wasn’t going the way I expected.

“Nom… Gimme another one.”

Sitting on my lap, my celestial chewed thoughtfully on the ice cream I was feeding her.

She had returned—not in the form of her previous life, but in the body of a child from this one.

She told me it was simply more comfortable for now.

Unlike me, whose reincarnation was more of a continuation, she had been revived through divine condensation.

It made sense that adjusting to her past life would take time.

Still, I was a little disappointed.

I had awakened my past life, reached complete divinity, and changed completely.

The divine power I had accumulated over endless ages now belonged to me.

It made my former self as For seem pitifully weak by comparison.

Normally, I would’ve summoned the goddess of wisdom and the magi-engineer in a panic to analyze my new state.

But not now.

Now, I didn’t want to be disturbed.

Not while I was spending time with her.

If I’d once been a newbie playing a game for the first time,

Now I was a seasoned player who had seen hundreds, thousands of endings.

I knew better than anyone how to wield this power.

“Would you like to try this next?”

Using my divine power, I conjured a luxurious spread before her.

Delicacies from Earth.

Desserts from countless worlds I had traveled through.

Treats more precious than gold—impossible to taste even for the gods of heaven.

But for her, they were mere trinkets.

No gesture could ever truly match what she meant to me.

“Sweet!”

Unsurprisingly, Earth’s desserts ranked highest.

Fantasy worlds, martial worlds, even hyper-advanced sci-fi civilizations…

None could match Earth’s bold, sugary bliss.

…Was it because Earth’s food was the most stimulating?

If I hadn’t been from Earth, maybe I wouldn’t have created the [Akashic Archive].

Maybe I should add some of these foods to the next game.

But now what do I do about [Akashic Archive]?

I rushed into this, didn’t even think it through…

I revealed all the endgame lore—everything about the Master and that Celestial.

What else is there for players to be curious about now…?

…Should I just end it here with Akashic Archive – The End, and roll out a Season 2?

Thinking back on it, maybe I made a reckless decision.

But if I hadn’t done it that way,

She wouldn’t have returned to me like this.

So in the end… maybe it was the right call.

“Eek!”

Suddenly, two small hands shot out and grabbed my cheeks.

The constellation’s tiny, fern-like fingers pulled at my face, stretching my cheeks out wide.

“What are you thinking about all by yourself?”

“Uh…”

How could I possibly tell her I was thinking about the game while sitting right next to her?

As I scratched my head, stuck in that awkward moment—

“Mmph!”

A soft, plush mound engulfed my face.

It was her breasts—no, her chest.


“What’s this? You claim to have wandered across the entire universe, but you’re still just a kid.”

Before I realized it, the Constellation had returned to her original form.

With a mischievous smile, she wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.

“…I’m not a kid!”

A kid? She was more childish than I was!

“Ahahaha! But to me, you’re still just a baby.”

She burst out laughing at my reaction.

Watching her radiant smile, I felt like I’d been transported back in time—back to when I first met her in the Tower.

A fallen outer god, and a small-time resident of a meager Tower.

We were nothing back then.

Every day was a struggle.

And yet, those were warm days, simply because we were together.

The happiness I had longed for, dreamed of seeing again— it was all right here in the curve of her chest.

…I didn’t even want to pull my face away from her cleavage.

There was something… soothing about it. 

Like a breastfeeding fetish?

…Wait, what kind of thought is that?

Sometimes my mind just runs off in weird directions.

Maybe it’s a side effect of inheriting all those past lives.

“Look at you. Not only are you not pulling away, you’re burrowing in deeper. Is our baby hungry for mommy’s milk~?”

“Oh, come on!”

I hated how I couldn’t muster up a real retort while she teased me like that, laughing all the while.

…Maybe I did want some milk.

No, no. 

Get it together.

I need to push back! 

Stand my ground!

“…Will you let me have some, then?”

I looked up at her face with a serious expression, voice low, filled with sincerity.

For a moment, the smile faded from hers too.

A brief, awkward silence fell between us.

“I’m sorry…”

She whispered softly.

And just then—

Bang!

“Boss! We’ve got a huge problem!”

The magitech engineer burst in, panting and breathless.

Startled, we both leapt apart.

Great. 

Now it’s even more awkward because I couldn’t control my desires.

What am I supposed to do with this atmosphere?

This god—no, this man—why did he have to barge in at that exact moment?

…Or maybe I should be grateful?

“Ahem. So… what’s the matter?”

“It’s the Goddess of Wisdom…!”

But what came next was big enough to sweep away all the confusion and tension.

“She wiped out the Abyss bastards. Every last one!”

…What?

When did she grow up so much?

She used to be just a cute little child.


Now, the goddess clutched her chest, heart pounding like mad.

A heart she shouldn’t even have.

She was an outer god—she couldn’t even get pregnant.

So why did it ache so much?

Even though both of their wishes aligned perfectly… it was a [dream] that could never come true.



 
  Chapter 143: I heard the house over there collapsed so I went to see it.


Beyond the Dimension of Leyphania– The Rift Between Worlds

Three beams of light shot through the void that lay between the dimensions—a space that connected countless worlds.

“After ascending to the heavens… I thought nothing could shock me more than that,” one voice murmured.

Simply floating through this hollow vacuum of space unveiled an unbelievable sight.

Tistina marveled as she beheld the sight of hundreds, thousands—perhaps even infinite worlds glowing across the vast expanse. 

It wasn’t so different from a star-studded night sky seen from the continent, where the stars seemed ready to spill from the heavens. 

But from the eyes of a god, who could perceive each of those worlds individually, the sheer flood of information was enough to leave her dizzy.

“Focus, Tistina. One wrong move out here and you’ll bounce off into the void, lost to the dimensions forever.”

“Ah—of course.”

This wasn’t quite the outermost edge of the universe, but even getting lost in the space between dimensions was dangerous enough.

Heeding Wisdom’s warning, Tistina turned her gaze forward once more.

Even as goddesses, the place they were headed now was one no divine being had ever dared reach—the deepest, most extreme abyss of existence.

There was no room for distraction.

To confront the powerful enemy who reigned as the Goddess of Dreams and sole constellar entity tied to Rian, the three goddesses had settled on a single strategy: [Allure].

None of them had experience with romantic relationships. 

Yet, among mortals, the three were some of the most beloved deities across the continent. 

Their plan? 

To rise as women of irresistible charm and beauty, so captivating that Rian would have no choice but to look back at them.

Wisdom’s devised strategy had multiple stages.

Step one: Appear just distant enough to spark jealousy.

Step two: Cosplay as characters and idols Rian once adored during his time on Earth.

Step three: Hire part-time agents to spark viral rumors across communities.

Step four: Fabricate gossip that the three goddesses were romantically involved with their constellation’s manager… and so on.

But their first decisive step was a grand operation to purge the Abyss.

Before the Goddess of Dreams and Rian’s past lives became the focal point, Rian’s primary concern had been the Abyss. 

A threat from beyond the dimensions, the Abyss was the greatest danger the continent had ever faced—an otherworldly force that could strike again at any time.

How capable would they seem if they eliminated such a threat? 

How cool would they look?

That was what Wisdom was aiming for.

After drifting through the void between dimensions for what felt like an eternity, the goddesses finally reached the bottommost layer of existence.

“Down there—those are the bastards who went after Rian, right?” 

Ren asked as she set one foot on a protrusion of dimensional rock and drew her sword.

Perhaps it was the impending battle, but the woman who had once seemed little more than a cheerful airhead now carried herself like a hardened general commanding a battlefield.

“That’s right. The ones we’ve been calling ‘the Abyss.’ According to the Demon God, they ambushed the prince from behind.”

“They dared go after Rian’s first time…?”

A chilling aura surged from Ren’s blade.

“Before we begin the real fight, let me explain,” Wisdom said, pulling a small orb from a subspace pocket.

“This is a special anti-Abyss weapon I made by analyzing their energy signatures.”

In the past, Rian and his investors had managed to capture two of the Abyss invaders. 

One became the weekly boss of the Akashic Archive, the other was permanently sealed in a magitech lab. 

Using the accumulated data from countless player experiences, they had finally been analyzed.

And recently, Wisdom had succeeded in decoding the very essence of the Abyss.

“They’re beings corrupted by the power of an entity from beyond this universe—what we’d call an Outer God. But if you flip that idea… it means they’re nothing without that power. They’re puppets, created by an Outer God who cannot interfere directly in our world.”

By severing the threads connecting the puppets to their master, Wisdom had found a way to neutralize their powers.

“What I can do is cut those strings—disable the Outer God’s influence. Unfortunately, that alone won’t be enough to defeat them. They’ll still retain their original strength. That part… is up to you.”

“That’s more than enough,” Ren said with a grin. 

“Even if a swarm of fake gods without proper divinity shows up, I’m confident we can crush them.”

The three goddesses limbered up, battle-ready.

“Then… let’s go.”

PING!

The moment Wisdom shattered the orb, a mysterious energy spread outward like a wave.

And with that, the other two goddesses plummeted downward.

KWA-KWA-KWA-KWAAAANG!!

***

“…So you’re telling me… you three really captured all of them?”

Rian stared in disbelief at the Abyssal entities the goddesses had dragged back, bound like fish in a net.

These were foes he had once feared—beings he’d been wary of even before reclaiming the power of his past life. 

They possessed abilities that could neutralize even divine powers. 

He had once thought they were so powerful that even gods needed to band together to fight them.

And now… just like that, they were defeated?

It felt like hearing a belated April Fools’ joke.

Rian enhanced his vision with divine power and examined the captured enemies. 

Excluding the two already accounted for, there were five new ones.

Each emanated power at least on par with a high-ranking god.

Sure, the current him could crush them effortlessly with his eyes closed. 

But… could just three of his investors truly take them down?

Even though Ren and Tistina were combat-oriented constellars, Wisdom wasn’t even a fighter, was she?

Sure, she probably knew more about battle tactics than anyone else on the continent—but still. She was a strategist.

Right?

‘Well… maybe it’s better this way.’

What once instilled fear in the past no longer posed any threat now.

Rian, having reclaimed the accumulated strength of countless past lives, had ascended beyond the realm of a god. 

In the vast universe, no being could stand as his equal.

Even if the beings of the Abyss once again targeted him, the mere intent to harm him would have rendered them powerless.

Among the three goddesses, Wisdom in particular looked up at him, her eyes glimmering with hope and anticipation, as if craving praise.

“How did I do, my prince? I was good, right?”

If she had been a puppy—or perhaps wearing a tail plug—one could almost imagine her wagging that tail with gleeful abandon.

But Rian’s first words were not words of praise.

“That was reckless.”

The brightness in Wisdom’s expression froze in an instant.

…Oh.

She realized her mistake.

As the goddess of wisdom, she could immediately sense what Rian wanted to say—what he was thinking.


“You went to that dangerous place—just the three of you—without telling me anything. What would you have done if something happened?”

…Blinded.

They’d been too blinded by the mission and their desire for achievement.

Rian’s concern was completely predictable. She should have seen it coming.

Driven by the obsession of defeating the Dream Constellation, they’d acted too impulsively.

“I know,” Rian said, his voice softer.

“I know the princess is always ten steps ahead, with plans even I can’t grasp. But couldn’t you have at least told me? Why did you go without a word?”

“I… I was wrong,” Wisdom whispered.

She had hoped for praise—and instead, she’d been scolded.

A mistake.

In an already disadvantageous situation, she had only made things worse.

The one and only consolation was that he still called her ‘princess’—a word that sent a warm ache through her lower belly, a happiness so overwhelming it nearly hurt.

But aside from that… nothing good came of this.

What do I do now…?

Her usually brilliant mind ground to a halt under the weight of emotional pressure.

Watching from the side, the Goddess of Dreams thought to herself:

Maybe… those three will be enough.

When she first merged with her past life, she had been overjoyed.

How could she not be?

To realize he had never forgotten her, that he had spent an eternity running toward her and her alone—it was overwhelming.

Beautiful. Almost painfully so.

A man, having gained everything, choosing to give up the entire universe… for her.

It was the kind of romantic tale one would hardly find, even in the most fanciful storybooks or love-struck ballads.

But the closer she returned to reality, the more her heart ached.

Because in the end, she was a god from beyond the dimensions.

She was not meant to be with him—should not be.

Even the fact that she was able to become his constellation within the Tower had only been possible due to a unique set of coincidences: her lost divinity, the Tower’s unique nature, and Rian’s… intimate claim over her.

Now, with all of it over… her fate was clear.

She had to return to where she came from.

She had to leave him.

She didn’t want to admit it—but she knew it to be true.

Back when they first started ascending the Tower, it hadn’t seemed like something worth worrying about.
Someday, he would conquer the Tower.

She would reclaim her divinity and return to her rightful place.

But as they climbed higher, she became too attached.

And so, she made the choice—to sacrifice herself for him.

She hadn’t known…

Hadn’t expected him to bring her back like this.

She had hoped he would forget her. That he would move on and live well.

Across the vast universe, through countless dimensions, including the continent of Leyphania…

Nowhere—nowhere at all—was there a place for a god from outside the system.


This world was not compatible with her.

She could not be with him.

Could never bear his child.

Soon, the laws of the world would cast her out.

She had planned to simply enjoy what little time they had left together…

But now, she wasn’t sure she could do that.

She had to prepare everything.

To ensure he could live happily—even without her.

And maybe… just maybe…

With those three, he’d be alright.



 
  Chapter 144: 4 girls 1 boy


Realm of Dreams

Around a beautiful table sat four goddesses.

“Thank you all for accepting my invitation.”

The Constellation of Dreams, owner of both the table and the space they now occupied, crossed her legs with graceful elegance. 

It was hard to believe she was the same girl who had once puffed her cheeks in frustration, failing to cross her chubby, short legs. 

Gone was the child—before them now sat an empress radiating dignity.

The other three goddesses were overwhelmed by her presence.

Even Ji-Hye, the recluse war strategist; Ren, the reclusive swordmaster; and Tistina, who bore the title of Queen—none could help but feel small in her presence.

‘This woman… is she really the one tied to the Prince, the Guildmaster, and Rian’s Constellation?’

‘This isn’t the Dream Goddess I knew.’

‘I was… trying to win against her?’

Though she had spoken no words beyond a simple greeting, the three goddesses felt their will to fight drain from them. 

Just recently, they had forged an alliance and stood united in spirit. 

But now, things had changed entirely.

The Dream Goddess quietly observed their reactions.

***

‘None of them are perfect.’

‘Each is lacking something.’

Ren possessed immense strength and a sincere heart—but she wasn’t particularly bright.

Ji-Hye had a brilliant mind, but she was far too fixated on all things sexual and lacked experience.

Tistina had both intellect and experience, and her abilities were extraordinary—but her tastes were… peculiar.

If she had to choose one of them to marry her child, Rian, she would object instantly.

Despite being adored not only on earth but in the heavens above, none of them felt even close to good enough.

Rian had grown under her guidance throughout his journey to ascend the Tower. 

He was now someone who could bring her back to life—her proud child.

‘But… time is running out.’

She could feel the universe rejecting her. 

Sooner or later, she would be cast out beyond its edges.

She had to finish what she could before that happened.

‘They all lack something—but their love for Rian does not.’

More than anything, they had never loved—or even been interested in—any other man.

That, above all, was what pleased her.

She wanted Rian to only know purity.

Clink.

The Dream Goddess set her teacup down on the table with quiet grace. 

The cup bore messy, childish lettering: Rian.

“The reason I have summoned you here today,” she began.

The gathered goddesses leaned in, attention sharpened.

‘What could she possibly want, bringing us together like this?’

“I know that all of you love our Rian—as a man.”

‘W-We’ve been found out!’

‘She knew? Then why call us here!?’

‘A declaration of war?’


“He’s mine. Stay away.”

“I’ve seen through your dirty, lustful schemes!”

“Here—take this money and leave him alone!”

Was that it?

The three goddesses trembled, waiting for the next words to fall from her lips.

But what she said next shattered every expectation.

“If you wish… I will allow you to stay by Rian’s side.”

“…What?”

Stay… by his side?

What did that even mean?

Surely, she didn’t mean just physically remaining near him.

Could she mean… letting us be with him?

Even Ji-Hye, with her divine mind, froze in place.

‘Why?’

“Because after I’m gone… he’ll need someone by his side.”

Her voice carried a quiet sorrow. 

The Dream Goddess’s eyes gleamed with melancholy.

The three goddesses said nothing, listening intently.

And in that moment, they understood—

They understood something even Rian did not:

Her situation.

The terrible, tragic truth she carried.

“Does Rian… does he know?”

“No. He doesn’t.”

“Why not?”

“…How could I tell him?”

The goddesses could not begin to fathom what she must be feeling.

The most powerful rival was destined to vanish.

The woman they could never outshine—her love unreachable—would soon be gone.

With her absence, a chance to stand at Rian’s side would open.

And yet…

They could not be happy.

They could not step forward.

Because he would grieve.

Thud!

“Cut the crap!”

Suddenly, Tistina shot up, slamming her hands on the table.

She rushed toward the Dream Goddess, grabbing her by the front of her dress.

“You know how much the Guildmaster loves you! You know how much he sacrificed just to save you! You know what you mean to him!”

‘What is this goddess saying right now?’

Some people would give anything just for a chance at that position.


Some formed ridiculous alliances with potential rivals just for the chance to be near him.

And still, they couldn’t reach him.

Couldn’t even gain proper attention.

And yet—

The one who had received all of his love,

The one who had been saved by his undying devotion…

Was giving up?

Saying she wanted to be by his side but had no choice but to leave?

“Why won’t you even try?! He gave up dominion over the universe just to bring you back! For your sake, he would do anything! If you asked him to live with you in the far reaches of the outer universe, he would follow without hesitation! So why?!”

“Because of that!!!”

The Constellation of Dreams rose to her feet, her voice trembling. 

Her eyes shimmered, heavy with the weight of sorrow and long-suppressed emotion.

“He gave up everything for me! Thanks to him, I was able to return to life. Because of his grace, I got to see him again. And yet…!”

Her voice cracked, tightening in her throat.

“And yet, that’s as far as it goes. I am an Outer God. I do not belong to this universe. Misfortune follows those who become entangled with beings like me. If I were to tell him the truth, he would follow me—even to the edge of the outer cosmos. But no matter how mighty a divinity he has become, he was born within the bounds of this universe. He cannot withstand the outer realms. At the end of that path lies only tragedy and ruin. I can no longer……be his burden….because I love Rian.”

What kind of feeling was this?

To return to the side of the man she loved, only to realize she could no longer stay.

She couldn’t even tell him the truth.

Because he loved her—and she loved him.

A tragedy written since the beginning of time: a man of the inner universe, and a goddess from beyond it. Fated never to truly be.

A heavy silence wrapped around them.

“Then…”

Wisdom stood suddenly, defiant.

“Why don’t we talk about it together? If it’s with the prince, we can find some way.”

Crack!

The space split open. 

And from beyond that crack, Rian stepped into view.

“…Your Eminence.”

His face was devoid of its usual warmth. 

Hardened. 

Serious.

Wisdom discreetly tossed the artifact she’d used to contact him into a subdimensional pocket.

A flicker of regret passed through her.

Maybe… maybe she should’ve just waited for the goddess to vanish into the void. 

Then she could’ve comforted the heartbroken prince. 

Then she could’ve had him all to herself.

But she shook her head.

No.

That’s not right.

He’s my prince. 

The man I love.

Even if I can’t have him all to myself… I want him to be happy.

So even if that means I can’t stay by his side…

I’ll never accept a future where he suffers.

Somewhere beyond the stars—perhaps everywhere at once.

At a time that was the past, the present, and the future.

The One who is all, and yet one… opened Their eyes.

[He] sensed it instinctively.

As foretold by prophecy:

[She] had returned.

At last…

The time has come.

He had observed every possible timeline.

Each one told the same story: that [She] could never return. 

That she had vanished—erased beyond any hope of restoration.

But [He] had known. He had believed. 

That according to prophecy, [She] would return from beyond the known universe.

Because she was Her.

The Sleeping Chaos feared and revered by all creation.

The Sovereign of All That Is.

Tremble—

Even now, the memory of [Her] reign sent shivers through every version of [Him] across all timelines and worlds.

So terrifying was her rule that he dared not even recall it.

If not for the overlapping, infinitesimal chances that led to a miracle beyond miracles, he never would have become ruler of the outer cosmos.

But now… things were different.

[She] had lost her power.

And [He] had gained dominion over the outer realms.

No longer the second to her, but the undisputed sovereign of the Void Beyond.

He who sees all, knows all—

The Lord of the Hollow Geometry:

Sog-Yothoth.

Even the Outer Gods beyond the stars called him Father and followed in his wake.

Even the Primordial Outer Gods could not match the current [Him].

For [He] was both one and infinite.

How long he had waited for this moment.

To break [Her] completely—and build a Void of his own.

At last, the opportunity to become a true king.

[He], and [They], slowly rose.

The true ruler of the outer realms had begun to move.

No matter who stood in his way—not even [Her]—they would not escape his grasp.

Through the woven threads of connection, [He] gazed upon the inner universe.

The first of many plans, carefully laid.


Though not enough to defeat [Her], they would suffice to slow her down.

And yet…

As he observed the inner cosmos—

His thoughts froze.…?

Where did everyone go?



 
  Chapter 145: Kisama and Yowai


Chapter: Across the Stars

Rian strode boldly toward her constellation.

“R-Rian…!”

The Goddess of Dreams stumbled back, her face etched with panic.

‘How much did he hear?’

‘No way… Did he hear everything?’

‘What should I do? If he knows—’

Even with all the emotional preparation she had done, the thought of him finding out was too much to bear.

Tap.

Rian reached out and gently grasped her wrist.

“What do you mean, you’re leaving this universe, Constellation? Leaving… me?”

She couldn’t meet his eyes.

She knew those clear, earnest eyes would undo her.

“R-Rian… that’s… I mean…”

Her eyes darted left and right, trying to come up with an excuse.

And the next moment, she was pulled into his embrace.

“Constellation. I gave up the entire universe just to see you again. I repeated the eternity of time to repay you. For you—I’ll do anything.”

‘When did he get this big?’

He used to be just a small boy when they first met.

But now, without her noticing, he had grown large enough to hold her so fully in his arms.

“Outer universe? Outer gods? What does any of that matter? For your sake, I will conquer even that.”

“R-Rian…! No! You don’t understand how dangerous the outer universe is!”

She, too, had once been a sovereign among the outer realms.

Those outer gods were beings of such transcendent nature that even perceiving them could drive mortals to madness and annihilate their existence.

They were nothing like the gods of the inner universe—those harmless, ordinary divinities.

There’s no way such beings would let a vibrant soul like Rian roam freely in their territory.

“No matter how dangerous it has become,” he said firmly.

Squeeze.

“I will never let you go. You once told me, Constellation—that I was your apostle who would make dreams real. I still believe that.”

“R-Rian…”

Even the most pessimistic of souls would have found the sight of the two—man and goddess intertwined—undeniably beautiful.

But beauty did not bring peace to those watching.

‘If only I had been in her place…’

‘Maybe I should have pretended I didn’t know anything.’

‘No… maybe this is for the best.’

‘Even if I can’t be with him, it’s better for him to be happy… than to lose her and be in pain.’

At that moment, none of them could have known:

The choice they made—the sacrifice—would, in the end, return to them as the best outcome possible.

***

The Constellation had sobbed and apologized to me until she fell asleep, her body curled like a child.

Now she lay resting on my lap, letting out soft sounds in her sleep.

‘To think she was planning to leave me without a word.’

‘How outrageous, my dear Constellation.’

And to think her reason wasn’t that she hated me, but that she was trying to protect me?

‘Even more outrageous.’

Utterly, unreasonably infuriating.

If it had been because she hated me—because she couldn’t bear the sight of the fool who doomed her to annihilation in the tower—I would’ve let her go.

I would’ve prayed for her infinite happiness, away from the weight of me.

But what did I hear?

Outer gods?

Outer universe?

What are those even to me?

I’ve already brought her back from annihilation.

I’ve wandered eternal universes and done the impossible.

If she wishes, I can literally pluck the stars from the sky and place them at her feet.

Does she still see me as a child?

Just like she once said…

“You’re the one acting more like a child.”

Me? 

In danger?

No.

They’re the ones who should be afraid.

The outer gods—if they know what’s good for them—they should curse the laws of this universe that brought me into being.

Because I am their danger.

I gently brushed a strand of her hair while she slept.

I understood what she meant now.

She didn’t belong to this universe.

She was a fallen outer god—born outside of all things.

Even her divinity felt alien, foreign.

The physics of this universe rejected her.

Was the inner cosmos casting her out?

Or was the outer realm pulling her back?

I made up my mind.

I would break that boundary.

Inner universe.

Outer universe.

Why should they remain divided?

I’ll make them one.

Whatever consequences follow—I’ll deal with them.

I have the power.

I placed my hand gently on her forehead.

Through her essence and divinity, I traced the path to the outer universe.

And there—beyond that veil—I found it.

Some wretched thing… daring to look upon my Constellation.

—Who are you?

A desolate wind, followed by chilling silence.

It stood there, in the vast, boundless space.

The scenery was surreal—like an optical illusion born of distorted art and dreams.

It was the past, and yet the present.

The present, and yet somehow… the future.

It was one, yet it was all.

And though it was all, it was also just one.

An existence so arcane and esoteric, it defied rational comprehension—more suitable for driving one mad than being understood.

Simply gazing upon it felt as if the world itself might collapse.

Had I not remembered my past life before locking eyes with that being, my mind would’ve shattered instantly.

[What are you, then?]

A space of pure white—or was it black?

There, at the edge of a bottomless abyss, I stood face-to-face with it.

We both knew.

Instinctively.

The other was no mere being to be trifled with.

[I smell dreams. Has she turned into a man…? No. A successor, perhaps.]

“So you’re the Outsider God, or whatever the hell they call you.”

No adversary I’d faced until now had exuded such overwhelming force.

Even the ancient evil deity I barely managed to defeat—after immense suffering—would have lost all will to fight and gone mad if it stood before this presence.

This was an Outer God.

This… was the true enemy.

The one the Star Deity feared above all.

Perhaps the Star Deity had once been this powerful, before their fall into the Tower.

Even with the strength of my past life returned, I couldn’t imagine winning against it.

And I, of all people, would never fight without a reason.

I don’t throw myself at unwinnable battles just for the thrill of it.

But now, I had a reason I couldn’t walk away.

—I am her one and only… Apostle.

[Impossible. You’re… her Apostle!?]
—And you? Are you the gatekeeper of this Outer God?

[Ha! Foolish creature. I am the master of the Void, the only and singular king of the Outer Cosmos—Nira!]

Of course.

No matter how strong its kind were, something like that would never be just a mere gatekeeper.

So that’s how it is.

That makes things simple.

—If I take you down, it’s over.


[Insolent little wretch.]

Its laughter echoed from beyond the void.

It was everywhere, and yet, nowhere.

Unlike those laughable deities I’d seen before, this one was different.

It was, in the truest sense, a god.

[Even if she regains her former stature, she cannot stand against me—the pinnacle of the Void. And yet you, a mere Apostle—!]

Infinite power.

A divinity existing across all time and space.

What I was seeing now was both its true form—and just an avatar.

It was a paradox that shattered every law I once believed in.

A hollow thing that defied reason.

And yet…

I had encountered this kind of being before.

—Do you remember these?

I conjured the illusion of the abyssal remnants I’d just cleansed.

The being’s face remained stoic, but I could feel its fury boiling beneath the surface.

They were probably its underlings.

Planting twisted evils in our realm, attempting to devour it from within.

It explained everything:

Why the Star Deities had faltered.

Why I’d been attacked so many times.

All of it—because of this thing.

I still didn’t know why those foul creatures had become pawns of the Outer God.

But the strange power they wielded, the kind that nullified divine energy, clearly came from it.

—Wait right there.

‘I’ll make you just like them.’


[You dare, filth of my universe—!!]

It doesn’t matter how strong it is.

Doesn’t matter if it seems unbeatable.

I’ve slain worse.

Even back when I was just a powerless, ordinary human.

Infinite?

An eternal existence spanning all space and time?

The One that is All, and the All that is One?

Perfect.

An endless stream of content that doesn’t even need to be developed.

The players are gonna love this.



 
  Chapter 146: Power of Dreams ∝ Parkuri






The reveal of the Director’s main storyline left players in shock.

From the Director’s backstory, a character who had been present since the early days of the game, to the origins of the Akashic Archive itself, the entire foundation of the game’s lore had been laid bare. 

This massive lore drop sent player ratings soaring to record highs. 

Director-themed merchandise outsold even the once-unbeatable For, and fierce debates erupted across the community. 

Some players pledged loyalty to the “Director or nothing” faction, declaring that the Director or their constellation must be the only true choice, while others countered, asking, “How can you even consider breaking their love? Are you even human?”

Yet, amid this wave of blissful gameplay, a quiet dread began to creep into the hearts of the player base.

The game’s main story, its core narrative, felt like it had reached its conclusion. 

The Goddess of Dreams and Hope, the very purpose behind the Akashic Archive, had been revived.

So… was there still a reason for the Akashic Archive to exist?

Could the story really continue from here?

Or… was this the end?

Then came a sudden, unexpected update: a new story drop. 

The game’s official broadcasts went silent afterward, and the once-predictable update schedule vanished. 

It felt less like a game company’s marketing plan and more like the aftermath of a real-world event, as if the battles within the Akashic Archive had truly happened.

“No way,” one player scoffed in a forum thread. 

“It’s just a game.”

“Yeah, and if this is real, then all the weekly bosses we’ve fought were real too?” 

Another player chimed in, laughing.

Most dismissed the notion outright, calling it a delusion. 

The Akashic Archive was a masterpiece, a game so meticulously crafted that even the largest studios failed to replicate its success. 

It felt real, but that was the point. 

If it were real, then every player was a hero—a ridiculous thought.

Yet a surprising number clung to the theory.

“Don’t you get it? Every main character’s backstory is based on a real constellation,” one post read.

“So you’re just going to deny the entire journey we’ve been on? Call it all fake?” 

Another fired back.

“Long live the Director!”

A third comment proclaimed, rallying others to its cause.

The debate spread like wildfire, consuming even the highest ranks of the continent’s leaders. 

The crown prince of the Stral Empire himself waded into the argument, and before long, the controversy had engulfed the entire known world. 

Even the constellations, the very beings at the center of the debate, remained silent, offering no answers.

Then, just as the storm reached its peak, a shocking announcement cut through the noise, silencing both sides at once:

Akashic Archive – Part II Released.

The entire game, everything players had experienced so far, was merely the first part. 

The announcement promised that all character progress and story choices would carry over into this expanded universe, which was said to stretch far beyond the original scope.

“What? Part II? Part II? Part II?!” 

Forum threads exploded with confusion.

“Expand the lore? But the Akashic Archive already spans the entire universe!”

Another player protested.

How could the lore expand when the game already included the vast, galaxy-spanning travels of the Director? 

But as release day approached, players could only wait, torn between excitement and dread.

When the day finally came, they logged in—only to be met with a staggering revelation. 

The outcome of their once all-consuming debate had been rendered irrelevant, shattered by a single, earth-shaking truth.

***

Hans was just a small-town boy, frail and often sickly, an easy target for the local bullies. 

But through his terminal, he could escape into the world of the Akashic Archive, where he was no mere boy, but a future Director, heir to the power of legends. 

It was the one place where he could become someone extraordinary.

When he heard about the new story update, Hans raced to his room, booting up his terminal with trembling hands.

As the new story loaded, he was greeted by his longtime ally, the Director. 

The Director had recently recovered their beloved constellation after a long and perilous journey. Now, they had come to share an urgent message.

“The Akashic Archive remains secure, thanks to our efforts,” the Director began, their voice steady but intense. 

“But in the process, the Archive has connected to the Abyss.”

Hans felt his heart quicken. 

The Abyss—a realm beyond the known universe. 

A place of nightmares.

“It’s time to strike back,” the Director said, extending their hand. 

“Take this.”

In their palm lay a shimmering, multifaceted device.

“This is the Atlas,” the Director explained. 

“It connects to the boundless worlds beyond the Abyss. You must purge the evils of each world if the Archive is to survive.”

Hans hesitated only a moment before taking the Atlas.

Just like old times, he thought, gripping the device tightly. 

Another adventure, another world to conquer.

The first world was a barren wasteland, a sea of cracked earth and swirling dust. 

Hans materialized within it, his avatar a lone boy—weak, vulnerable, and very, very real.

For a moment, he hesitated. 

Something felt different. 

The air, the weight of his body, even the grit beneath his feet. 

It all felt… real.

Before he could process the unease, a massive creature burst from the sand—a colossal scorpion, its many legs skittering toward him at breakneck speed.

Hans stumbled backward, his heart racing, sand spraying around him as the creature bore down. 

Its pincers snapped open, poised to crush him.

‘This is it,’ he thought, terror numbing his limbs. 

‘I’m going to die here.’

“Hey! Boy! Grab me!”

The voice rang out from a small, red stone beneath his hand, half-buried in the sand. 

In his panic, Hans snatched it up without thinking.

Merge!

Flames erupted around him, the stone fusing to his palm as a surge of raw, scorching power flowed into his veins.

He rose, eyes blazing, the elemental spirit within the stone roaring alongside him.

“This place…” 

He whispered, clenching his fist.

For the first time in his life, Hans felt truly alive.

The chaos of the scene was overwhelming.

Before him stretched a wide road, its surface thrumming with mana-powered vehicles far more advanced than anything found on his continent.

Here? 

I’m supposed to vanquish evil here?

How was he supposed to track down the Abyss in this tangled maze of mana engines and glass towers?

Just as the prince was about to let out a sigh—

SCREEEEECH!


A mana-powered car, speeding along the road, suddenly skidded to a halt right in front of him, tires screaming against the pavement.

CLUNK!

The door flew open.

“Hey! Get in! Quickly!”

…What?

Beyond the open door, gripping the steering wheel, was a cat.

“No time to explain! Hurry!”

As if bewitched, he climbed into the car.

***

Meanwhile, the elven streamer Legatia logged into her game, her channel already live.

‘Where is this place?’

‘Looks like an academy city.’

“It really does,” she mused, glancing at the unfamiliar skyline. 

“Kind of like Reyra, but the architecture is different. Maybe it’s some kind of outer-world setting?”

She continued chatting casually with her viewers, wandering through the midnight-lit city, when—

BOOM!

The wall of a nearby building crumbled, stone and metal cascading into the street.

“W-What the—?! Isn’t this supposed to be a peaceful area?!”

From the debris emerged a towering, grotesque creature, easily ten meters tall, its twisted form radiating a malevolent presence.

Before she could even react, the beast lunged at her.

“Eeek!”

But just before it reached her—

“Explosion!”

KA-BOOM!

A voice rang out, and the creature’s head erupted in a violent explosion, the force blasting it backward.

As Legatia froze, struggling to comprehend what had just happened, a tall man in a long, tailored coat and glasses stepped into the light, his wand still raised.

“Hmm. Almost got an innocent caught in the crossfire. That was close.”

He moved past her, barely acknowledging her presence, his focus entirely on the recovering beast. 

He pointed his wand at the creature, its tip beginning to glow.

“Worthless Hollow. Begone.”

The staff blazed with radiant energy, casting long shadows against the rubble.

“What… Who is that?” 

Legatia muttered, eyes wide. 

“Wait, is this place actually dangerous? Why wasn’t I warned?”

The man’s head whipped around, his glasses slipping slightly down his nose as he turned to stare directly at her.

“…What? You… can see me?”

“Huh? Of course I can! I have excellent vision!”

That was his mistake.

CRASH!

While his attention was divided, the beast seized the moment, barreling into him with a force that sent him crashing into a nearby wall, stone and metal buckling under the impact.

“Oh no! Are you okay?!”

Legatia rushed to his side. 

The man, battered and bloodied, was struggling to rise, his limbs twisted at unnatural angles.

“R-Run… Get out of here…” 

He managed to gasp, blood pooling beneath him.

Legatia’s eyes fell on his fallen staff, its crystal tip still flickering with residual magic. 

She grabbed it, her grip trembling.

“How am I supposed to run when this happened because of me?!”

The grotesque creature turned its many eyes toward her, each pupil a swirling void of hunger and rage. 

It lumbered closer, each step shaking the ground beneath her feet.

Every instinct screamed at her to flee, to drop the staff and bolt. 

But she didn’t.

He had thrown himself into danger to protect her, a complete stranger. 

She couldn’t abandon him now.

“No… No! Stay back!” 

She shouted, gripping the staff tightly.

In that instant—

SHIIING!

A blinding white light enveloped her, wrapping her in warmth and power.


POP!

When the glow faded, Legatia found herself clad in a frilly, ribbon-adorned outfit, every inch of it practically sparkling with raw mana.

“W-What?! What just happened?!”

The man, bloodied and gasping for breath, managed to push his shattered glasses back up his nose, his eyes widening.

“It can’t be… A magical girl?!”



 
  
    Chapter 147: Destroy the final boss





“Fusion!”

Hans stumbled upon a spirit stone by sheer chance, and through it, he experienced the rare and extraordinary process of Spiritual Integration—becoming one with the fire spirit, Salamander. 

For a seasoned adventurer and would-be guild master who had saved countless worlds, the sensation of his entire body igniting into a living inferno was a revelation. 

Power surged through him, raw and untamed, the very essence of the spirit coursing through his veins.

With this newfound strength, Hans and Salamander swiftly tore through the swarm of scorpions, their joint flames searing the creatures into oblivion.

“You’ve got talent,” the spirit rumbled, its voice a crackling ember within his mind. 

“Let’s make a deal. Partner up with me.”

And just like that, Hans gained a powerful new ally, and together they set off toward the wastelands—a once vibrant land now reduced to barren ruins by the invasive horrors that had slipped through cracks in reality.

As their journey stretched across the blighted world, Hans encountered countless other spirits, each bearing its own burdens and grudges. 

He learned of his true enemy:

The Demon King of Calamity.

United by a common cause, spirits rallied to Hans’ side, driven by the desire to free their world from the Demon King’s iron grasp. 

Their journey tested them, each battle against the Demon King’s minions pushing Hans and his allies to the brink.

And then came the day they encountered one of the Demon King’s Four Heavenly Generals.

“Heh? You think we even need to bother with you?” sneered the towering figure, its shadow stretching across the desolate ground.

“Don’t judge them by appearances,” the other growled, its eyes like shards of ice. 

“That’s a bad habit of yours.”

Hans clenched his fists, his spirit flaring.

“Fusion, partner!!!”

The flames roared to life, and for a moment, it felt as though he and Salamander could overcome anything. 

But the Generals’ power was overwhelming—a storm of strength beyond anything they had faced.

“Kuh… Impossible!” 

Hans gasped as the wave of force shattered his defenses. 

“We… We can’t win… We have to retreat!”

SLAP!

“Snap out of it, partner!” 

Salamander’s voice thundered through his mind, as scorching as his flames.

“Salamander…?”

“I told you, didn’t I? I’ll scold you whenever you start acting like an idiot. I’m still here, right beside you. So—”

With a final, blistering roar, the flames surged again.

CRACK!

“Live.”

Hans felt his connection sever, a searing pain that cut deeper than any blade.

“Salamander!!!!!!”

When the battle smoke cleared, Hans staggered back, his chest heaving, his flames extinguished. 

His greatest ally had given his life to save him.

“Salamander is gone. He’s not coming back. But… he lives on in me.”

Driven by loss but empowered by his partner’s final words, Hans swore to continue their fight. 

He shattered the chains of despair and rose once more, becoming a beacon for spirits everywhere. 

With each battle, his fire burned brighter, his resolve unshakable.

Even the Demon King’s most loyal generals, those he once feared, fell before his blade. 

Yet, when at last he reached the heart of darkness, the Demon King himself loomed over him—a being of unimaginable power, a living nightmare that defied the very nature of their world.

Hans fell to his knees, his flames flickering, his strength spent.

“Hey. Snap out of it, partner.”

Hans’ eyes shot open. 

He found himself standing in a formless void, face-to-face with a familiar, burning figure.

“Salamander…?”

“Hah. You really thought you were dead?” the spirit scoffed, his fiery form crackling with mirth.

“But… I failed. I lost to the Demon King…”

“Idiot. You’re not done yet. You still have a promise to keep, don’t you?”

The flames that had once burned so brightly around Hans now flickered, a fragile, wavering light. 

But as Salamander’s voice echoed through his soul, the fire flared once more.

“I’m going back, Salamander.”

“Yeah… Go, partner. Show them what we’re made of.”

Hans awoke, the battlefield stretching out before him, his enemies closing in. 

But this time, he was not afraid. 

He would burn. 

He would blaze a path through the darkness.

“Fusion, everyone!”

With a roar that shook the very heavens, Hans charged forward, his flames now bolstered by the countless allies he had gathered. 

The final battle had only just begun.

In the relentless battles against the otherworldly abominations known as Hollow Beasts, many of his comrades had already fallen. 

Each loss cut deeply, but there was a darker force clawing at his mind—a voice that had emerged from within, whispering in his moments of weakness.

“Hey. Think you can manage without my power?”

“I told you to shut up!”

He tried to suppress it, but at times, his inner self would break free, unleashing chaos that endangered even his allies.

Yet, over time, he came to accept this twisted reflection, a darker fragment of his soul.

“Unexpected,” the voice mused, a flicker of surprise in its tone.

“You’re still me, after all.”

At the end of countless battles and sacrifices, him and his remaining allies finally reached the queen of the Hollow Beasts. 

Unlike the lesser creatures they had faced, she was a being of absolute power—a god in all but name.

-KIEEEEHHH!!!-

Her roar shattered the air, a scream that felt like the unweaving of reality itself.

For a moment, the prince felt his resolve waver. 

Could they truly overcome this living nightmare?

He gritted his teeth, planting his feet firmly on the cracked, blood-soaked ground.

“The Last Hunter.”

To achieve this final form, he had to sacrifice everything he was. 

In that moment, his aura flared, matching the queen’s overwhelming presence.


“The Last Hunter… it means becoming the very blade of humanity.”

CRACK!!!

With a final, world-shaking surge, he hurled himself at the queen, his form a blazing comet of pure resolve.

***

Legacy of Legatia.

Elsewhere, a small, fluffy creature popped into existence, swirling around a young, 100-year-old mage named Legatia, its tiny wings buzzing like an excited fairy.

“So, how about making a pact with me to defeat the man-eating Hollow Beasts from the Shadow World? Pyon~!”

Legatia eyed the creature, its round eyes twinkling with mischief as it waved a tiny wand.

“You’ll even get a cute outfit, pyon~!”

“No thanks. I’m over a century old. I’m not about to prance around in a little girl’s frilly dress.”

-Oh my, someone’s a bit too old for their own good-

-She’s basically just a middle schooler by our standards-

Legatia sighed, her cheeks burning as the live comments flooded in. 

She could ignore it in private, but with so many viewers, there was no escaping the embarrassment.

Still, if this was the only path forward…

“I-I won’t forgive you, Hollow! In the name of love and justice!”

-Love and justice, LOL-

-Justice she says, haha-

-Not even a hint of shame, wow-

“Stop laughing!” 

She barked, her face glowing red as she fired off a volley of sparkling magic blasts, the chat lighting up with a cascade of laughing emojis.

Despite the humiliation, Legatia continued her campaign against the Hollows, occasionally rescued by a rugged northern duke with the strength of a wild beast, or a young boy she had once saved, now a powerful wizard in his own right.

“Oh, fair maiden, how you flit about like the wind itself!”

Even the ones she had once saved had grown obsessively attached, his letters becoming increasingly poetic and intense.

-She’s got quite the harem going-

-Pick one already-

-No elves in this world, I guess, judging by their reactions-

-She’s a bird in a henhouse, haha-

“Shut up! It’s not like that!” 

She yelled, swatting at the screen. 

“And you, banned!”

As Legatia continued to face down the Hollows, the true enemy revealed itself—the Hollow King, a being that sought to devour the negative emotions of all humanity, smothering the world in darkness.

“People of the Academy City! Lend me your strength! Pyon~!”

-Save us, Legatia!

-You can do it, Tia!

-Big sis, I believe in you!

-Oh, radiant one, you shine brighter than the moon, more splendid than the sun!

Legatia felt their hopes and prayers converge on her, a radiant surge that pushed her past her limits.

“With the strength of everyone… I evolve one step beyond my former self… Golden Legatia Requiem!”

She unleashed her full power against the Hollow King, the sheer intensity of her attack cutting through the creature’s countless forms, each one shrieking as it was annihilated.


[This… this can’t be…!]

[How can so many of me be dying at once? This is impossible!]

The Hollow King, an infinite being whose very nature defied the limits of time and space, felt his countless reflections—each one an equal aspect of his true self—being erased simultaneously.

His entire existence, spread across every possible reality, was being shattered in a single, cataclysmic moment.

[What… what is this power? What are you?!]

The Hollow King’s final, disbelieving wail echoed into the void as Legatia’s radiant light consumed his every facet, banishing him from every corner of existence.



 
  
    Chapter 148: If it’s a dream, I hope you don’t wake up





When I first observed the entity known as Sog-Yothoth, I felt a power unlike anything I had faced before. 

It was a presence that defied convention, a being so vast and multifaceted it made every previous opponent seem insignificant by comparison.

It was as if I had shattered myself across countless dreams, each fragment maintaining the full weight of my existence. 

Sog-Yothoth did not merely replicate itself—it multiplied with every aspect intact, each entity a perfect, unbroken whole.

To defeat it, I would need to overcome not just one formidable foe but a multitude, each one a sovereign force in its own right, reigning supreme over the outer cosmos. 

A direct, conventional approach was futile.

But things were different now. 

I had allies—players who had walked countless paths, conquered countless worlds, and emerged as champions of their respective realms. 

Each had unlocked unimaginable power through the [Akashic Archive], turning their struggles into strength.

“Looks like we have no choice—temporary alliance it is!”

“Dragonheart, release! Night Burner!!!”

“Freedom!!!”

“This is my peak…!!!”

These players had each been shaped by their own journeys, reaching the pinnacle of their worlds. 

They had grown strong through trials not just on Earth, but across entire galaxies, gaining the kind of power needed to shape dream worlds. 

In these realms, even if merely virtual, their strength felt as real as any physical force.

“With all of them together,” I whispered, tightening my grip, “I can bring you down across every world.”

[You…!!!]

Somewhere in the far reaches of the outer cosmos, Sog-Yothoth knelt before me, bound and subdued. 

Unlike our fallen star, this being took on a form wholly alien, one I might have failed to comprehend in my past lives. 

Perhaps I would have gone mad at the mere sight of its true body.

But that was then. 

Now, with my full awareness intact, I saw it for what it was—a boss, integrated into my game, stripped of its cosmic dominance.

“Thanks for expanding my content,” I said, smirking.

In wrestling, they say the most important thing is the “sell,” the way an opponent receives a move. 

Without Sog-Yothoth, I wouldn’t have had the perfect final boss to challenge my players, a villain capable of embodying the true endgame. 

If I had tried to script this myself, I could never have achieved such a perfect outcome.

“Of course, gratitude only goes so far.”

[Urgh!]

I reached out with my authority, wrapping it around the entity, forcing it into the digital confines of my game. 

It struggled, but the countless avatars it had split into had already been whittled down by my players, leaving it with no strength to resist as I imprisoned it within my world.

Each of my players had faced countless trials, reached their respective pinnacles, and vanquished their world’s ultimate evils. 

It was only because of their relentless, astronomical efforts that this outcome was even possible.

Now, as a piece of my game, Sog-Yothoth was forever bound to its rules, unable to rise against me.

“Don’t worry. In here, you’ll live forever.”

A being of infinite replication, a bottomless well of content—Sog-Yothoth would become the eternal fuel that sustained the [Akashic Archive], spawning endless worlds without my direct input.

[How dare you, you wretch of the inner cosmos!!!]

No matter how it struggled, its fate was sealed. 

Once a great conqueror, the very being that had brought down my star, now a mere pawn in my ever-expanding game.

In a twisted way, it was a benefactor. 

Without it, I might never have met her—my fallen star.

“For that, I’ll grant you a small mercy,” I said, my tone a bitter mix of gratitude and disdain. “I won’t give you the worst possible fate.”

Of course, that didn’t mean I would forgive it.

[Cursed fool!!!]

I left the game behind, letting its tormented wails echo within the code as I ascended to the peak of the outer cosmos.

“This is where my star was born.”

This was her homeland—a savage world far beyond the warmth and safety of my own inner cosmos.

Now, standing atop this alien realm, I understood why she had tried so desperately to hold me back. 

Merely existing here would have shattered me in my former state, as if I had stepped naked into a radioactive wasteland.

But Sog-Yothoth had fallen, and with it, the throne of the outer cosmos had passed to me. 

Though I did not fully understand how this power worked, it was clear: this entire dimension now bent to my will.

Perhaps, after my star’s fall, Sog-Yothoth had ruled this place in a similar way, bending its laws to suit its twisted whims.

…But then, how had it managed to cast her down from such a height? 

Had she truly stumbled in her sleep, only to plummet from the peak of all existence?

Well, it didn’t matter now.

The struggle was over. 

Everything had ended as it should.

“I did it, my star. I told you, didn’t I? I said I’d handle everything.”

I had conquered not only the inner universe but the vast reaches of the outer universe as well. 

Nothing could separate us now. 

There was no longer any reason for her to leave me.

From the throne that overlooked all realms, I knelt before my beloved star. 

In my hand, the full authority of a king condensed into a single point—a ring, once hers, transformed from the very dominion she had commanded.

“My dearest star,” I whispered, my voice filled with reverence.

“Will you stay by my side now?”

“Yes!”

She shyly extended her small hand, and I pressed my lips gently to it. 

With a careful motion, I slipped the ring, her rightful claim, back onto her slender finger.

A deep, resonant roar echoed through the cosmos. 

The god of the outer gods, the sovereign of all things, had returned. 

She had reclaimed what was hers.

“No,” she whispered, her voice cutting through the roaring void.

“Yes,” I replied, meeting her gaze.

She intertwined her fingers with mine, the warmth of her touch grounding me.

“Now that we are together,” she said, her eyes glinting with the promise of eternity, “there should be two rings.”

A bright, clear chime resonated through the hall, and I glanced down. 

At some point, an identical ring had appeared on my own hand—a symbol of the authority she had chosen to share with me.

“You’re right,” I said, my heart swelling.

“From now on, we face everything together.”

“Yes!”

With a delighted giggle, she leapt into my arms, her small frame pressing tightly against my chest.

“Rian! I love you so much!”


“I love you too… my precious, little star.”

The goddess who had once saved me from the darkness at the tower’s base, my only savior, now clung to me. 

She had pulled me from despair, from a time when I had been powerless and alone. 

I would cross entire universes for her, even if the fabric of existence itself unraveled.

Even if this world flipped upon its axis and returned to the void from which it was born, I would never forget her.

I am, and always will be, your one and only apostle.

—Rian.

***

“Tatata-tatata-tatata-tatata!”

[The chaos that loves to crawl is now galloping on all fours.]

“Nia! Stop!”

A tiny goddess, her feet caked in mud, had sprinted through the house, leaving a trail of chaos down the polished hallway. 

She had slipped past my grasp, disappearing into the maze of rooms before I could catch her.

“Ugh…”

I stood speechless amidst the aftermath, staring at the muddy chaos she’d left in her wake. 

Just who had she inherited this boundless energy from?

Is this the infamous struggle of parenthood?

Despite my countless lifetimes, this was a domain entirely unfamiliar to me. In all those worlds, I had never once had a family. 

I had ascended to the peak of the tower, conquered the outer gods, and ruled entire realms, yet this—raising a daughter—left me utterly lost.

To make matters worse, despite being newly born, she already evaded my pursuit with the agility of a seasoned rogue. 

Just a few days ago, she had even stopped me in my tracks with a fledgling hypnotic ability.

While I took some comfort in the thought that she’d never be in danger, I couldn’t shake the nagging worry that I might be raising a little monster.

“Let her be,” my wife said with a gentle chuckle, her tendrils twitching playfully. 

“I grew up the same way.”

I sighed, glancing at the dream-bound goddess beside me. 

So this was the childhood of an outer god.

Parenting really is no easy feat.

“But… what do you say?” 

She leaned closer, her tendrils winding around my ankles. 

“Shall we… continue from where we left off?”

I felt my throat tighten, a nervous swallow betraying my composure.

“But… we did that yesterday.”

“That was yesterday,” she whispered, her tendrils tightening with playful intent. 

“Yesterday, we had to share the moment. But today, it can be just us. Just the two of us… What do you say?”

…This is too much.

Of course, it was a happy life—a loving wife, an energetic daughter—but if this kept up, I felt like I’d be squeezed dry. 

I might be a mighty apostle of dreams, immune to death, but this… this was a different kind of suffering.

“I’m sorry, dear! I have work to do today!”

Pop!

With a hurried incantation, I vanished into the [Akashic Archive], my emergency sanctuary.

“…We’ll see about that when you return,” came her playful yet dangerous whisper, echoing behind me.

***

I landed in the main room of the [Akashic Archive], a vast, glowing space brimming with the knowledge of countless worlds.

“Director! You’ve arrived!”

The ever-diligent Sog-Yothoth, my apostle and the one responsible for maintaining this vast repository, greeted me with his characteristic zeal.

“Ah… Sog,” I replied, catching my breath.

“You seem more worn out every time I see you,” he noted with a concerned tilt of his head.

“…Just your imagination,” I muttered. 

“Now, what’s the status?”

“Universes 14432433 and 91345401 have been narrowed down to the final contenders,” he said, gesturing to the console. 

“Please choose which one you’d like to proceed with.”

I leaned over the panel, examining the swirling data streams.

“Hmm… this one looks promising,” I said, adjusting a few parameters. 


“Let’s do it this way.”

“As you wish, Director. I will proceed accordingly.”

Since that incident, our [Akashic Archive] business expanded rapidly.

Not just across the continent of Leyphania, but beyond, into the worlds far beyond.

Our customers increased, and the constellations eager to make their appearance in the game grew as well.

Now, we’ve reached a status surpassing [The Tower], one that stretches across the entire universe.

Back in the days when I knew nothing, I had created the game just to feed our tiny constellation a snack—who would’ve thought it would grow into something like this?

Then again, perhaps it was destined to turn out this way.

Gacha, or drawing.

That system gives everyone a chance.

It plants hope in the form of a dream, making it possible for anyone to gain the best rewards.

A game that turns dreams into reality and grants happiness—that’s what suits me the most.

Through this game, I achieved everything.

I gained back everything I thought I had lost, starting with my love.

Sometimes I wonder.

Is all of this a dream created by my powers?

What if I wake up and all the happiness disappears?

If this is a dream, I hope it never ends.

I hope this happiness lasts forever.

“Abu-a.”

Hm?

I felt something small, like a little hand, squirming around my ankle.
“…Nia?”

As I looked down at our little, round daughter,

Whip!

The world flipped.

“Abooo!”

Somehow, from the harmony of the world, I was flung out of the game.

“Wait, what is this…?”

I was momentarily amazed by my daughter’s brilliance.

Squeak!

Tentacles suddenly shot out, binding my arms and legs.

Then they flipped me over.

“Well done, our Nia.”

Through my flipped vision, I saw my beloved Nia’s mother handing her a golden pacifier.

With a sly grin, Nia, like a fee-paying customer, tucked the pacifier into her little chest.

“Darling… wait a moment.”

“Hmm?”

“Should we talk for a bit?”

“Sure.”

Squeak!

“Wait, you said we were talking!”

“We just did.”

“Wait, no… wait a minute!”

“Now, it’s time for our body’s conversation, Riani.”

Ah.

If this is a dream, please wake me up soon.
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