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    Chapter 1: The Rogue wants to be expelled


The hero party vanquished the demon king. With the honor of saving the world, they were guaranteed substantial rewards and various privileges. So, now they could cleanly part ways and live out the rest of their lives in prosperity. That’s how the Rogue of the hero party, Sentimental, saw it.

“Our journey isn’t over yet!”

Until the hero suddenly went nuts, that is.

“No, it’s over. We defeated the demon king and received our rewards.”

“Rogue! Why are you talking like that… Do you dislike me…?”

“No, that hero? I’m just talking sensibly right now.”

“Our friendship cannot be scattered so lightly by mere common sense!”

“I only joined because they said they’d forgive my past sins!”

It’s a party formed to vanquish the demon king, so if they’ve done that, it’s over.

Where on earth is there room for friendship?

“I guess being a hero isn’t for me.”

Sentimental left behind the anxious hero and searched for someone more ‘talkative’ to engage with. He noticed a saintly figure smiling brightly at the hero.

“Saint? What do you think?”

“Well, since the Goddess hasn’t issued a decree to disband the party, shouldn’t we continue?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Didn’t the Goddess issue a decree when the party was formed? To help the hero defeat the demon king. So, shouldn’t there be a decree when wrapping things up too?”

‘Hmm, that kind of makes sense.’

No, no it doesn’t.

The decree was initially about defeating the demon king, and that’s done now. So, wouldn’t it be okay to disband?

Don’t rely on decrees for everything just because you’re a saint!

“Wizard! Can you say something?”

“Hehehe, the demon king’s horns… heart… new material…”

Ah, this won’t work.

The wizard wasn’t in a state where conversation was possible.

The eyes had lost their focus. The Wizard was even drooling from the mouth.

“…Elf, shouldn’t you return to the forest as well?”

“I rather enjoyed this party. How about we take some time to prepare for our parting?”

“Oh, just a moment─”

“It wouldn’t hurt to enjoy the twilight of our lives for about 30 years.”

‘This crazy long-lived bastard!’

Looking at the elf, who seemed to be wondering what the problem was, Sentimental once again felt despair. You shouldn’t expect anything from long-lived creatures like elves in the first place. All that’s left for an old geezer like him, who’s been living since the era of the previous heroes, is time!

“Hey, everyone! How about we challenge the Great Labyrinth this time? It’ll surely be fun!”

“Hehe, sounds good.”

“Hehehe… the Great Labyrinth… new spells… ancient artifacts….”

“A leisurely stroll seems appropriate.”

Watching the companions deciding on a new adventure, Sentimental felt a renewed sense of despair. I had a grim feeling that this journey would continue for a very long time.
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Sentimental didn’t join the hero party out of any noble cause. I was simply caught by the guards while attempting a bit of thievery and reluctantly joined under the condition that all my past crimes would be forgiven if he helped defeat the demon king.

“I want to escape…”

The demon king had already been defeated, and Sentimental had been pardoned for all my crimes. I had received a reward substantial enough to live a life of luxury, and with the added prestige of having defeated the demon king, I could even spend my remaining years enjoying noble pursuits at some estate.

If only I could retire from the hero party.

But that cursed hero had no intention of allowing retirement.

“Rogue! Where are you going again?!”

“The bathroom.”

“Don’t go somewhere farther away like last time?”

“…Fine.”

Sentimental had even tried to escape using his skills, but all his attempts had failed. The chicken-hearted members of the hero party had better means of exploration than even a skilled rogue like him.

To summarize the process of my failed attempts:

“…Elf? How did you manage to track me?”

“Tracking leftover traces on the road is familiar to me. It’s also the role of a hunter to chase prey, you see.”

The first attempt at escape failed due to the tracking skills and experience of the elf hunter.

“…Wizard? How did you find me?”

“Hehe… I extracted magic from Sentimental’s hair and used wide-ranging detection magic… I tried mixing a few new magical symbols, and the effect was quite good… Hehe, hehehe!”

Learning from the first failure, Sentimental tried to erase all traces and flee, but this time he was caught by the wizard’s detection magic.

I hadn’t anticipated that such extensive detection would be possible.

“…Saint? How did you get here?”

“The Goddess guided me.”

Despite wearing a hood to block magic and hiding, this time Sentimental was exposed by the saint’s divine guidance.

Looks like the Goddess has nothing better to do.

“…Hero? How did…”

“Rogue ! Where did you go alone?! I-I was worried… I searched the whole town!”

Despite obtaining proof of devil worshippers from the black market to avoid the Goddess’s gaze, Sentimental was caught by the hero.

He didn’t dare ask the hero about the extent of what he meant by ‘the whole town.’

“Rogue! Did you have a good trip to the bathroom?!” 

“…Uh, yeah.”

In other words, escaping from the hero party is ‘absolutely’ impossible through conventional means. This is a fact learned through numerous failed attempts.

Sentimental is firmly bound to the hero party. It’s not tied by the power of friendship or bonds, as the hero claims, but quite literally bound. As long as the hero desires a ‘continuing journey,’ it’s likely to continue in the future.

“How on earth can I retire from this party…”

Now, I truly wants to live freely.

After exploring the first floor of the Great Labyrinth and settling accounts at the Adventurer’s Guild for the loot obtained there, Sentimental found little of note. Compared to the vast wealth received as a reward for defeating the demon king, the results were meager indeed.

While the hero happily hummed a tune, Sentimental felt even more miserable due to the contrast in their states of mind.

Feeling like he might die of hypertension if he continued like this, Sentimental averted his gaze. The Adventurer’s Guild was bustling with people moving about or chatting amongst themselves.

However, there was a particularly crowded area in the guild.

Curious, Sentimental looked over and saw a man who appeared to be an adventurer, pointing and shouting at someone.

“Porter! You’re expelled from the party!”

“W-why?”

“Your abilities in cooking, cleaning, laundry, navigation, negotiation, trap detection, crafting, pensions, buffs, healing, they’re all useful, but other people can do those things well enough! Your damage dealt to monsters in the dungeon is overwhelmingly lower than that of other party members, so you’re no longer useful!”


“T-that can’t be!”

Are these guys insane…? Of course support roles deal less damage to monsters than combat roles. Despite seeming quite competent as a porter from what he’s heard, Sentimental couldn’t understand why she was being expelled.

“Surely they’re not really expelling him for such a reason.”

That excuse is pathetic. There must be some other reason, like lacking social skills, causing discontent within the party, or having some eccentric taste that’s hard for others to accept.

Well, those underlying reasons aren’t important. As long as it provides a distraction from my miserable state of mind, it’s enough.

“Rogue! Why are you finding this so amusing?”

“These idiots.”

“I want to see these idiots too!”

However, that momentary tranquility was shattered by the cheerful approach of the hero.

The commotion over expelling the porter ended with the porter, who had been hiding his strength, knocking out the party members. Wait, that guy’s a support role? With that level of power, he must have deliberately concealed his strength to get expelled.

“Deliberately getting expelled?”

Could that be possible?

Suddenly, the thought flashed through my mind: “If I get expelled, I can quit.” It was a realization I hadn’t even considered before, and it left me slightly bewildered. I had only been thinking of fleeing from the hero party; I hadn’t even thought about the possibility of the party members themselves driving me out.

With a slight change in perspective, everything became clear.

If the party members won’t release me from the party due to friendship or bonds, then I just need to break those bonds. By repeatedly behaving unfavourably, I could make the hero expel me. It might be somewhat undignified, but considering I had already defeated the demon king and gained enough wealth and fame, a little stigma wouldn’t hurt.

“It’s not bad from the hero’s perspective either. Hero can just kick me out and continue traveling with the other party members.”

Those who want to rest can rest, and those who want to keep traveling can keep traveling.

“Hero.”

“Yeah? Rogue, what is it?”

“Let’s do well from now on.”

“Yeah! Hehe.”

This marks the beginning of the plan to cause enough trouble to get expelled.

“Um, Hero?”

“Yeah?”

“It’s nothing…”
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Deliberately failing to dismantle traps to make the hero fall into them.

The hero mostly escaped unscathed from most traps. Although the hero sustained minor injuries, it was easily healed by the saint’s divine power.

“Hehe, Rogue, are you tired today? Want me to cast a healing spell on you?”

“No, I’m fine…”

Come to think of it, a rogue isn’t really useful in a party consisting of world-class adventurers…



 
  
    Chapter 2: Elf Slave and the Elf was Mistaken


The profession of a rogue is versatile. It’s not an exaggeration to say that there’s no other profession that can match a rogue in terms of adaptability and opportunism. From dismantling traps to stealth, exploration, lockpicking, navigation, codebreaking, negotiation, and bandaging wounds, rogues can handle a variety of tasks on their own. In a party of novice adventurers, the influence of the “Rogue” profession is immense.

Well, if it’s a party of “novice” adventurers.

Once the party’s capabilities reach a certain level, however, the rogue becomes something else entirely.

“Hero? I haven’t dismantled the traps yet…?”

“Huh? Hehe. Rogue looked tired today, so I thought I’d take the lead and trigger all the traps first. That way, it’ll be easier for the rogue to dismantle them, right?”

Why dismantle traps at all? Can’t we just trigger them all and charge through?

“Oh, according to the map…”

“To the right.”

“Right, to the right?”

“The Goddess guided me. She said that if we touch the left wall while walking along the right path, something good will happen.”

Why bother reading the map? The Goddess guides us through everything, right?

“A treasure chest. Let me pick the lock…”

“Open sesame.”

“Oh.”

“Hehehe.”

Why pick the lock? A simple magical incantation would suffice to open it, wouldn’t it?

“This code is written in Ancient language. If we consider the placement of these characters and interpret them based on the chronological era and hieroglyphs used…”

“Oh, this language seems to be the same as the one used in the book I read when I was young.”

Why bother decoding the cipher? We have a wizard, don’t we?

“Are you guys doing this on purpose?”

“Huh?”

“No, never mind. What am I even talking to you guys about?”

For these reasons, the plan to get expelled from the hero party by causing trouble was doomed to fail from the start. In the party that had even defeated the demon king, the influence of a single rogue was negligible.

“If you’re tired, feel free to rest! Do you want me to cast a healing spell on you?”

“Why have you been trying to heal me so much, Hero?”

“You look tired…?” 

“…I should keep my mouth shut.” 

Seeing the hero smiling as if getting away with something, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

Hero is such a transparent guy, living so openly. With the characteristic low self-esteem and martyrdom, could easily be the perfect hero. If I was like that, I wouldn’t have to strive so hard to get expelled like I am right now.

“Oh, Rogue! It’s the boss!”

“Our adventure to conquering the second floor of the Great Labyrinth ends here.”

It’s not so much a adventure as it is…

A stroll…?
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I reported to the adventurers’ guild about our conquest of the second floor of the Great Labyrinth.

Sitting at a table in the guild hall, I watched people milling about aimlessly. If I don’t take the time to enjoy this leisure, I’ll feel too miserable.

“There are so many people…”

The adventurers’ guild was bustling, as if it was a mass-produced fantasy world.

If so many people in a town are eating simple meals like bread and soup, it might be a sign of troubled times. The ironic thing is, despite that, the world seems remarkably peaceful. Perhaps it’s because even just hunting monsters yields resources. The dungeon economy is divine! Speaking of gods, I wish I was a god in someone else’s religion. Participating in religious activities by force is more than enough for a lifetime.

Lost in such thoughts, I heard shouting from a corner of the adventurers’ guild. It seems like another party is arguing over distributing rewards.

“Isn’t this going too far?! You’re buying slaves without consulting me, the party leader!”

“But they’re personal slaves, so what’s the problem?”

“Combat slaves should be registered under the party’s ownership for better cost management during year-end accounting, you know!”

“That’s tax evasion!”

“Hey! Can’t you say tax optimization instead? People might get the wrong idea if they overhear us!”

“Distributing rewards turned out to be a more troublesome topic than expected.”

Although it varies from country to country, the slave system in this world operates reasonably well. If a master abuses or kills a slave recklessly, they face legal punishment. This is thanks to the concept of human dignity under the protection of the goddess. Depending on the master, many slaves enjoy a more prosperous life than some free citizens.

“Hah! Misunderstanding? You think we wouldn’t notice you skimming off the combat slave’s food expenses?”

“Hey hey! Keep your voice down!”

Of course, that doesn’t mean there are no issues at all. There are always those who exploit the fact that slaves don’t pay taxes for their own profit.

It seems like the guild leader of that party is one of them.

“I’m not bothered by it, so why?”

“Okay, I get it. My bad. I won’t say anything about your slave, so just keep your voice down.”

“Of course, that’s how it should be.”

“But you should be a bit more lenient when it comes to determining the combat slave’s contribution. The authority to manage the party’s personnel is solely mine as the party leader, but you bought a combat slave without consulting me, right?”

“You only need to give half the standard contribution for the slave’s performance. But in return… you know?”

“Sigh, who’s really the party leader here?”

“We’re just trying to work things out amicably.”

The two, who were arguing loudly, suddenly seemed to find common ground and began planning how to skim off the party’s funds together.

It’s a perfect example of how people can reconcile and collaborate when it comes to their own interests.

After submitting the recorded conversation as a video magic item to the guild receptionist, I wrote a brief report on the proceedings.

“Thank you for the tip, Sentimental.”

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

The world is truly a strange place. Some people exploit well-intentioned systems for their own profit, while others may want to cause trouble but lack the ability to do so.

However, I have no intention of attempting tax evasion or anything of the sort. It would be somewhat regrettable to retire from the adventurer’s party and then retire from life altogether.

“But a slave…”

It seems like something is coming to mind.

Perhaps it’s worth considering giving an overwhelming burden instead, if causing trouble directly isn’t an option.

Gifting a slave to the warrior could be a solution. Historically, high-quality slaves were considered as luxurious as precious metals or jewels. It’s even known that during certain periods, nobles would present slaves as part of marriage proposals.

Finding a seller for such a high-grade slave might be difficult, but with money, power, and the means of a rogue, it wouldn’t be such a daunting task.

“Is this okay?”

Gems are easily resold, but slaves are not. Especially for someone as pure-minded as the Hero, the idea of owning another person may weigh heavily on the Hero. It might be easier if the slaves were the ones who desired to be owned.

So, by gifting a slave and burdening the Hero, perhaps they would be inclined to push me away instead.

“Rogue! You are expelled from the party! Your presence… is too burdensome!”

Being expelled from the party in this manner is not just a dream.

“Now is not the time for this!”

I need to find top-tier slaves immediately.


I need information on the slave market.

“Excuse me, is there a rogue guild in this town?”

“Oh, if you go straight ahead for three blocks and then turn left at the intersection, you’ll see it on the opposite side.”

“Thank you.”
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Indeed, the information comes from the Rogue guild.

“Thank you! Rogue! Thanks to you, we were able to save our fellow kin from being sold!”

“Well, elf.”

“I never expected that illegal slave traders would be kidnapping young elves from the Great Forest. Without your help, the forest elves would have suffered greatly. On behalf of all the elves in the Great Forest, I express my gratitude to you.”

“Why would comrades go to such lengths…”

I never expected the slave trader arranged through the rogue guild to be an illegal dealer who kidnapped and sold free citizens.

That’s why you shouldn’t trust rogue kids.

I’ll make sure to punish those rogue guild scoundrels later. Every time this happens, I end up being treated like a hero, but there’s nothing I can do about it.

“Hehe. Indeed, Rogue is kind-hearted! You seemed tired for the past few days because you were worried about that, right?”

“Uh, yeah…”

“I’ll cover all the expenses incurred in rescuing the young compatriots.”

“There’s no need for that…”

As a reward for reporting the illegal slave trader, I also received a bounty from the government.

It is said that significant diplomatic achievements were made by arresting the slave trader and securing the protection and return of the rescued elves to the Great Forest.

“By the way, Elf, were you a princess…?”

“I was called by that title in my childhood. It happened over 1,000 years ago, so I don’t mind.”

During this process, it was even discovered that the elf from the adventurer party was actually a princess of the High Elf tribe.

If we were to compare it to humans, she would be equivalent to an imperial princess. Considering that the High Elves are the guardians of the World Tree, which can be considered the elves’ deity, she also serves the roles of a high priestess or archbishop.

“No wonder you casually read ancient languages…”

“Rogue, you are a benefactor to our elves. If you wish, all elves who follow the World Tree will move for you.”

“Haha…”

“Of course, I am the same. As a High Elf who follows the World Tree and as a fellow member of the adventurer party, I swear to respect any opinion you have.”

Shouldn’t I just ask her to leave the party?


The money keeps increasing, but there’s no time to spend it…

“Wizard, this is a branch of the World Tree that the elves gave us as a token of gratitude. Do you want it?”

“Hehehe, a new material…! A branch of the World Tree! Ahem, ahem.”

“Sigh, okay. Have fun with your research.”

“Hehehe!”



 
  
    Chapter 3: Trap and the Adventurer Guild’s Mistake


[Protest Letter against the Guild-Certified Slave Trader’s Unlawful Acts]

I wrote a protest letter to give the rogue guild a taste of their own medicine, even though the response I’ll get will probably be some rehearsed apology promising to do better in the future. After writing this letter, which has no meaning or sentiment, I suddenly feel a sense of melancholy washing over me.

“Hey, Wizard. Could you put a curse on this letter for me? Something annoying and disgusting.”

“Hehehe. As luck would have it, there’s a spell I’ve been wanting to test out, heh, hehehe.”

Attempting a smishing crime against the rogue guild finally gives me a bit of peace of mind.

Well, this is the ‘rogue’s way’.

All that’s left for the rogue in the warrior party, with neither ability nor purpose, is wickedness and treachery. The true beginning of why rogues are called rogues is the spark of deceit.

“I suddenly feel like running away.”

With that thought in mind, I sneak out of the inn at night.

“Rogue, what’s going on? Going for a walk at this hour means trouble.”

“Ah, Elf, what brings you out at this late hour?”

“I was escorting you. You’re a friend of the elves, after all.”

“Aha…”

I was stopped right at the entrance.

Maybe I’m getting old, or perhaps I just couldn’t sleep. But how old is this kid, really?

“I don’t really need an escort…”

“Hmm?”

What?

Why the strange reaction as if you heard something odd? Can’t you just nod as if you understand without saying anything?

You guys are too strong.

“Rogue. It’s okay to rely on us a bit more. All of our party members cherish you greatly, you know.”

“Yeah, thanks…”

It’s okay even if you don’t cherish me.

Can’t we just cleanly part ways and go our separate paths? Isn’t it time to think about independence rather than unity?

“The night breeze is chilly. Elf, you should go in and rest too. I’ll be fine.”

“Alright then.”

Ah.

I want to retire.

***

The conquest of the third floor of the Great Labyrinth ended smoothly as usual.

As I returned to the first floor with evidence of defeating the boss, I heard a noisy voice around the stairway between the first and second floors.

“Elf, do you hear that voice?”

“It seems that there’s a disturbance caused by traps installed in the labyrinth. Another adventurer got caught in traps set up for monster elimination.”

“I see.”

Trap installation. It’s the most effective method for weaker parties to subdue monsters stronger than themselves.

If executed well, it can lead to a windfall, so novice adventurers often favour it.

“Was the trap marker not properly set?”

“They did set the marker, but another adventurer who was moving hastily didn’t see the marker and got caught in the trap. This led to a dispute.”

“It’s a common occurrence.”

Naturally, it’s not only monsters that get caught in traps.

In dungeons with many people, traps often inconvenience other adventurers. The ‘trap marker’ exists for this purpose, but in the midst of urgent combat, small markers like that often go unnoticed.

“No casualties?”

“They used top-grade potions to treat injuries from the trap. They’re demanding compensation for the potion expenses.”

“…Sigh.”

That sounds like a setup for self-injury to extort compensation.

An adventurer skilled enough to have top-grade potions wouldn’t miss a trap marker and get caught in a trap. They probably put low to mid-grade potions in top-grade potion bottles and pretended to use them.

It’s quite a classic tactic.

“Hero, I’d like to check out where the voice is coming from, is that okay?”

“Yeah! You can do whatever rogue stuff you want!”

When we arrived at the location where the voice was coming from along with our party, the atmosphere was quite tense.

It seemed like they could draw their swords at any moment.

The woman in heavy armor holding a potion bottle seemed to be the one caught in the trap, looking unfairly treated, while the man dressed in hunting attire, looking bewildered, was probably the one who set up the trap.

The man in hunting attire looked a bit startled when he saw the sudden appearance of the Hero party.

“What are you guys? Are you with that woman?”

“We’re a conquest team from the Adventurer’s Guild. Is there a problem?”

“No, that woman is clearly trying to extort us. Does it make any sense for someone to carry top-grade potions around on just the first floor of the Great Labyrinth?”

“I-It’s true! I was just carrying them as a precaution in case of danger……”

The woman choked up, seeming genuinely aggrieved. The hunter sighed in frustration, tapping his chest and frowning.

“Would you allow us to check this potion?” 

“Yes, yes?”

“I just want to confirm, so please hurry.”

“And aren’t you guys with this woman too?”

Ignoring the suspicious hunter who crossed his arms and watched, they checked the potion.

It was an official potion with the Alchemist Guild’s seal stamped on it. Although it was quite old in terms of its production date, if it had been carried around for emergency use for a long time, it wasn’t anything strange.

There’s a quick way to handle situations like this.

“Wizard, could you add a bit of neutralizer, harmonizer, and amplifier here?”

“Hehe, simple enough…”

The wizard added the special concoctions into the potion bottle and shook it well.

Then, using the dagger I had, I made a swift cut on his arm.

“Ouch, that hurts…”

“What are you guys doing?”

As I sprinkled the potion onto the wound, in an instant, the wound healed completely, leaving not a single scar behind.

Upon seeing this, even the hunter fell silent.

It seems like it was indeed a genuine top-grade potion.

“It doesn’t seem like it was a setup for self-injury.”

“R-Really? But still, asking for a top-grade potion just because she got on one trap─”

“Saint, could you fill this bottle with holy water?”

“Hehe, sure.”

We handed the woman the empty potion bottle filled with holy water.


“There you go. It should be more useful than most top-grade potions. It can heal poison and diseases too. Is this alright?” 

“Yes, yes?”

“Next time, carry potions that are appropriate for your level instead of overly expensive ones. Over-treatment isn’t good for your health.” 

“Oh, okay!”

If it had been a setup for self-injury, they would have reported it to the adventurer’s guild and demanded compensation until they were drained dry.

But it turned out she was just a drama queen.

Both the hunter and the woman in heavy armor awkwardly smiled and apologized to each other. It’s fortunate that it ended as just a mishap before escalating into a bloodbath.

“Hmm, traps, huh?”

If used cleverly, this could be utilized to get rid of someone for expulsion. Deliberately setting traps in the Great Labyrinth to target adventurers. If adventurers keep complaining to the guild, the guild will have no choice but to take action as well.

‘Installation of traps without markers’ is a matter taken quite seriously by the guild, so if caught, it could lead to a ban from entering the dungeon altogether.

The Hero, hoping for enjoyable adventures with the party, wouldn’t be able to accept such measures.

“Rogue! Because of you, we got banned from the dungeon! You’re expelled from the party!”

If things go as planned, facing expulsion from the party is not just a dream. And so, the hero party continues their dungeon exploration while enjoying a peaceful life in the city!

“Hero! I’m going for a short walk on the first floor of the Great Labyrinth, and then I’ll be back!”

“Huh? Sure! Hehe.”

***

Upon visiting the adventurer’s guild, it was unusually noisy.

“Hey, did you hear about it? This time, on the first floor of the Great Labyrinth─”

“Does anyone not know about that? It’s just the mischief of the fairies, right?”

It seems that the trap I set up has been dubbed “the mischief of the fairies.”

With this, the dream of being expelled from the party and living a peaceful life is one step closer.

“Sentimental, are you there?”

“Yes?”

“The guild master would like to see you. Are you available now? If not, please let me know a suitable time.”

“Ah, yes. I’m available now.”

Following the receptionist, I entered further inside. A man with an impressive, dignified appearance and a wild beard looked at them.

“Are you Sentimental, a member of the famous ‘Hero Party’?”

“Ah, yes.”

“Have a seat.”

“Yes.”

What could he possibly want to say? Is it about the ban from the dungeon? Being expelled from the adventurer’s guild altogether wouldn’t be too bad.

“I heard you set up some strange traps in the dungeon?”

“Ah, yes.”

“Thank you.”

“Um, thank you?”

“Thanks to you, the mortality rate of novice adventurers exploring the lower levels of the labyrinth has dramatically decreased. This is a remarkable achievement. Many adventurers throw themselves into danger like moths to a flame because of the name ‘Great Labyrinth,’ so there was concern. Thanks to the traps you set up, that concern has lessened.”

“…Really?”

“On behalf of the adventurer’s guild, I express my gratitude to you.”

Upon further inquiry, it turned out that the issue was with the ‘forced teleportation’ magic circle installed in the trap. 

To prevent casualties from traps, I had set up a forced teleportation magic circle outside the Great Labyrinth, meant for teleporting adventurers out in emergencies. 

However, novice adventurers in distress had used it as an escape route. Since the trap itself only caused minor shock and fear, it was a viable option.

“I also found the fear-inducing magic in the traps to be incredibly helpful. Novice adventurers who escaped once through the trap became more cautious and safer in conquering the dungeon. It’s all thanks to you!”

“Um…”

“So, I was thinking, would it be okay to request the installation of the same trap on other levels, not just the first floor? I heard the Hero Party is currently conquering the Great Labyrinth, so it should be enough to install one or two traps during the process. The adventurer’s guild will cover all the costs.”

“Yes…”

“You’re the benefactor of adventurers. If there’s anything you need for conquering the Great Labyrinth in the future, just let me know. As long as it’s within my power, I’ll provide it.”

“Thank you…”

Shouldn’t this adventurer just quit…? I just want to relax and spend money without doing anything….

“Wizard, I heard that from now on, if any rare materials come into the adventurer’s guild, they’ll be provided to our party first. Do you need anything?”

“Hehe, rare materials! New experiments…! Haha.”

“Ah, okay. Let me know when the list is ready. I’ll pass it on to the adventurer’s guild.”


“Hehe!”

“Oh, and could you make some more components for the forced teleportation magic circle trap you made for me last time?”

“That’s not difficult. Haha.”

“Thanks for always helping me out, Wizard.”

“Haha.”



 
  
    Chapter 4: Getting kicked out for hiring a Porter?


It seems like the situation is going strangely as I tried to get expelled from the party.

“Hehe. As expected, the rogue is remarkable!”

“What did I do….”

“Hoho, the rogue is humble.”

No, seriously, what did I do to deserve this?

I just set up traps in the dungeon, but somehow I ended up becoming a kind senior adventurer worrying about the safety of novice adventurers. 

It seems like the adventurer guild is even considering giving medals to the hero party.

“I want to retire…!

I’ve earned enough money and fame that I’m not jealous of any high-ranking noble’s life.

 But since retirement itself is impossible, I feel like I’m going crazy.

What would it feel like to be the demon lord who gets vanquished but can’t retire and resurrects every 500 years? It’s a lifelong job frustration.

“Hehehe! The artifact made from the demon lord’s heart and the branches of the World Tree…! Heh, hehe!”

“Oh. Impressive.”

If we install a time acceleration magic circle in the demon lord’s crown, could we produce rare materials by his repeated reincarnation?

Eventually, there will be activist groups advocating for human rights for demon lord. They’ll receive so much sponsorship from demon politicians that they’ll surpass us in influence….

Feeling devoid of any meaningful thoughts, I slouched in the adventurer guild’s seat, lost in a daze. 

I don’t want to do anything. I’m already doing nothing, but I want to do even less, with more intensity.

“That’s it!”

“?”

“Oh, no, um, it’s nothing.”

My role in the hero party is no different from that of a Porter. No, I’m the Porter itself.

At best, my job was preparing meals or carrying supplies. While my attempts to get expelled by causing trouble failed, perhaps it was because there was simply no comparison to measure against.

In the end, the conclusion remained the same.

To get expelled by causing trouble. But this time, to truly understand how much trouble I’m causing, I’ll hire a ‘proper’ Porter.

If another comrade emerges who can handle the minor tasks I’ve been handling in the hero party more skilfully and efficiently…

“Rogue! You’re useless! You’re expelled from the party!”

This time, I might actually get expelled from the party.

Even if not expelled, using that as an excuse to stay in the city and just be considered as reserve personnel is also possible.

Just reaching that level would make life much more relaxed than it is now.

“Hero…!” 

“Yes?”

“Let’s hire our own Porter!”

“Okay. Hehe.”

Luckily, there was someone I had been keeping an eye on as a potential Porter.

Approaching a person who had just set down an elephant-sized backpack in a corner of the adventurer guild and was taking a deep breath, I spoke up.

“Excuse me. You’re the Porter who got expelled last time, right?”

“Uh, y-yes?! I, I think so.”

Sitting in front of the Porter who had pulled the hood down low, flinching and shuttering while speaking. She seem to be covering her face a lot. Was it too sudden?

I continued speaking with a soft smile to give off a harmless impression as much as possible. Pretending to be harmless is also a Rogue’s skill.

“I’m sorry for approaching you so suddenly. By any chance, have you already found a party?”

“Oh, uh, no!”

“That’s fortunate. Would you like to travel with us? We’re planning to delve into the Great Labyrinth, and it seems like we’ll need a Porter to go all the way.”

“Yes, yes! P-please let me join you!”

Although she seemed a bit nervous and stuttered, it should be fine.

If one lacks abilities, it’s not necessarily a bad thing. Hiring a Porter with low abilities due to lack of foresight could be detrimental to the party’s favourability of me.

For someone whose goal is to get expelled, there’s only gain no matter which way it goes.

“Is it okay if I ask what kind of tasks you can do as a Porter?”

“Yes, yes! Um, well, that, uh, includes cooking, cleaning, laundry… navigation, price negotiation… detection of traps… crafting, alchemy, buffing, and healing to some extent!”

Judging by the stuttering, she might not excel in negotiation. Perhaps his discernment of value is what’s exceptional.

A versatile supporter beyond just a rogue. It’s a bit odd that someone like this was originally expelled—

“Your damage dealt to monsters in the dungeon is overwhelmingly lower than that of other party members, so you’re useless!”

Surely she wasnt actually expelled for such a despicable reason. Perhaps there were other circumstances involved?

Moreover, from what I saw last time, her combat abilities didn’t seem so bad.

Considering the weight of the elephant-sized backpack she carry around, her physical strength is actually surprisingly not weak at all.

“I’ll be counting on you from now on. What’s your name?”

“I-I’m D-Darami!”

“Seems like a name Texas would like.”

“Uh, okay?”

What a foolish Texan.

“No, um, it’s nothing. Are you a demihuman? Is the hood to cover your ears?”

“Yes, yeah! Um, not to hide, but, uh, because it’s noticeable…”

“Yeah, don’t worry too much. It’s better to keep it short during battles, so party members usually relax and talk. Feel free to speak comfortably, okay?”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes!”

That should be fine, right?

The strategy for conquering the 4th floor of the Great Labyrinth was completed faster than usual.

And finally, was expelled from the Party.

“Porter! You’re out of the party…!”

“Wh-why?”

The Porter that is.

“Your cooking, cleaning, laundry, navigation, negotiation, trap detection, crafting, alchemy, buffing, and healing skills are good… but… you’re too dirty…!”

“T-that can’t be…”

That hero is brutally honest.

It would have been better if hero just gave some typical excuse like lack of damage output, rather than being so blunt… It was puzzling why she was expelled for such a ridiculous reason, but now I understand. It must have been difficult for them to say she was expelled because she was dirty, especially to a woman.

So, they came up with the absurd excuse of ‘lack of damage output.’

This Porter took that excuse seriously and tried to prove her attack power, resulting in a team kill.

“Uh, Porter. Sorry? I invited you, but… things turned out like I was teasing you.”

“Oh, no, no! It’s, um, my fault.”

It wasn’t the porter’s fault. The issue lies with their demihuman characteristics.

She, a squirrel-like demihuman, had the ability to store items using her cheek pouches, and her abilities stemmed from these special pouches.


“Well, my abilities may look a bit, um, unpleasant…”

She could create new items by putting various materials into her pouches, or create ‘darts’ with special abilities by putting specific materials, such as venom.

Yeah, darts.

As a result of conquering the Great Labyrinth with her, our party members ended up covered in her ‘darts’. That’s why she was expelled. Honestly, I still feel like I can smell the darts on my body…

“No, it’s my fault. I should have checked what kind of ability it was beforehand…”

“I-I’m sorry. It’s because I couldn’t explain it well…”

Her buffing abilities using the ‘darts’ she creates are honestly impressive, but… I don’t want to end up covered in darts just for a buff. Our hero party was strong even without that kind of thing.

While her support abilities as a Porter were better than most veterans, they weren’t aesthetically pleasing in many ways. When she took out consumables from her mouth to hand them over, it actually caused us to miss the timing to use them due to physiological disgust.

And… well. I don’t want to bring up more for the sake of her honour.

“I’m really sorry…”

“Oh, no, it’s okay.”

“Although you only worked for a day, I’ll make sure to provide you with a generous expulsion compensation…”

“T-Thank you.”

As I watched the bewildered Porter checking her severance pay, a strange feeling crept over me. 

It was different from jealousy or envy towards the Porter who was getting expelled so effortlessly, something entirely separate.

“Something… isn’t that kind of expulsion, um, a bit harsh?” 

Even if she’s dirty, being expelled for that seems somewhat inhumane. But let’s jot it down for now. It might come in handy later.

“U-Um, the expulsion compensation is, um, a bit─” 

“Is it too little?” 

“It’s too much!”

“Really? Isn’t it just ten gold coins?”

“W-Well, it’s ten gold coins, but I can’t accept this much! I only worked for a day….”

“Consider it including emotional compensation….”

“I-I wasn’t really emotionally hurt?”

“You were hurt.”

“T-That’s…”

“I feel sorry, so just accept it all….”

“Yes….”

The atmosphere suddenly became awkward. What broke the awkwardness was the laughter of the wizard.

“Heheh! This is great…!”

“Huh?” 

“Heheh, I need more of your darts…” 

“M-My darts?”

Looks like the wizard’s fixated on her again.

Honestly, apart from being ‘darts,’ it’s quite something. 

Depending on what she puts in her cheek pouches, she can make anything from potions to buffs, even curses.

Wait, is it even more impressive because they’re darts?

“It seems like our wizard wants to study your darts a bit, would you be willing to provide some? We’ll pay for it.”

“Yes, yes, yes! You can take as much as you want! Fill up an entire barrel!”

“There’s that much darts…?”

“W-Well, not exactly….”


So, we struck a deal with the Porter for a supply of her darts.

The wizard agreed to provide containers for the darts.

“Heheh! This is great! Hehehe!”

“You always seem so cheerful, it’s enviable…”

“Heheh!”



 
  
    Chapter 5: When I sponsored the alchemist, money was duplicated.


In this world, there are a few impossible things. Developing perpetual motion, getting out of bed immediately in the morning, retiring from a party, and such are examples of that. 

[TL Note: I will bloody die. Bruh. How are all the readers not dead from this golden joke. I cant. I just cant take this. I will die laughing]

In fact, considering the existence of magic in this world, the development of perpetual motion might be one of the easier tasks among them.

Of course, the most difficult among them is retirement. 

Because the strongest in the world, the hero, refuses to let go of me.

“Se-Se-Se-Sentimental!” 

“Hey. Porter…” 

“J-just call me Darami, comfortably!” 

“Oh, sure.”

At parties, for convenience, people address each other by their professions, but since Darami is no longer a party member, it’s appropriate to address her by her name now.

Someday, I hope the current party members will also be addressed by their names. 

I’m now at the point where I’ve forgotten the names of the four of them.

“Darami, have you completely transferred to the Alchemist Guild?”

“Oh, no! It’s, um, more like a, a cooperative arrangement. I’ve, um, always dreamed of being an adventurer since I was young…”

“Ah, I see. Dreams are important.”

Although she possesses the most blossoming ability in the Alchemist Guild, I don’t think her talents are bad as an adventurer either.

Except for the physiological aversion that comes from the intermediary called ‘darts,’ her efficacy is as certain as it can be. 

There was even a choice of aiming for soloing.

“Frankly, you think being an adventurer doesn’t suit me, right…?”

“Hmm?” 

“I-I-I stutter, and, a-and I always cause trouble, so I’m always kicked out. Is it the same in the Alchemist Guild too? That I’m wasting my talent…?” 

“So what if you’re wasting it.”

There are people who waste their lives in real-time.

Wasting talent is relatively forgiving. At least you’re doing what you want to do, right?

“But, b-but, being an alchemist is more… helpful to people….” 

“You want to be helpful to people…?” 

“…I, I’m not sure if you put it that way. But still, if people like me, I’m happy too….” 

“Guess I’m different.”

“Oh, uh…?”

Lately, with retirement as a goal, it’s burdensome when people like you. 

Trying to cause trouble only turns into affection, it’s maddening. 

Honestly, I’d rather they just hated me! Might as well tell me to leave the party altogether!

Unwanted affection is just a nuisance. 

Wouldn’t it be better to cleanly part ways and enjoy our own lives?

“I’m a rogue, so I guess I don’t understand well because my personality’s dirty.”

“Se-Se-Sentimental, you say…?” 

I wish she wouldn’t react as if she has heard something strange. 

Damn it. I really need to improve my image.

“Anyway, Darami, I think you feel burdened because you’re a good person.”

“I-I just…”

“Ultimately, worrying about your dreams and aptitude is just you choosing your own path, which might inconvenience others, right?”

“Y-Yes…”

“If that’s the case, then just do what you want to do first, and then find ways to contribute with that. Ultimately, helping others around you isn’t about talent but about character. You have that.”

Of course, sometimes there are situations where you end up helping because you don’t have the talent to cause trouble to those around you too much. 

Thinking about it makes me a little miserable.

“T-Thank you, Sentimental…”

“No problem. If anything, I should thank you. The wizard liked the interesting samples I got thanks to your dart.”

“I-Is that so?”

The wizard made some strange enhanced potion with it, but I didn’t bother trying it. 

Frankly, it feels a bit… gross. I mean, it’s a potion made from someone else’s spit, hygiene-wise, isn’t it?

When I seriously consider getting stronger than the hero and fleeing from the party, I’ll have to ask for a favour. But not now.

“How’s life in the Alchemist Guild?”

“It’s… fine. Everyone’s kind…? Well, not exactly kind, but they’re all so focused on their own tasks that they don’t really bother with me, so it’s peaceful…”

“That sounds really enviable.”

“Huh?”

“Oh, nothing. If you ever need help or anything, just let me know. I feel personally responsible for some things, and since you are also helping the wizard, I’ll help out with most things.”

“T-Thank you!”

After chatting with Darami for a bit, I gathered the materials requested by the wizard and got up from my seat. 

The atmosphere in the Alchemist Guild was quite different from the Adventurers Guild.

Although the structure of the building itself wasn’t much different, it was much quieter and had a more somber atmosphere.

“Are there requests here too?”

“Yes, yes! Usually, requests are made through the Adventurers Guild.”

Looking at the bulletin board, there were various postings. 

Most of them were requests for gathering rare materials, with occasional advertisements for potion sales or recruitment for sponsors. 

Most of them seemed to have been left unattended for quite some time, with the papers yellowing.

However, there are quite a few signs pouring money into hopeless ventures. Through such research, new substances or potions are sometimes developed.

“True. Even the top-grade potions we have now were developed during the research of elixirs, right?”

“Yes, yes!”

Thanks to having the Saint in our party, we don’t use potions much, but the potion industry in this world is quite advanced. 

Usually, they’re sold as emergency supplies or military provisions.

Even adventurers without healers or those soloing usually carry them as essentials. 

In this regard, this world was much better than the original world. 

Any illness or injury can be treated with potions, and if it’s really serious, you can just donate to the church for treatment.

“But still, this is like throwing money into the sea… Hmm?”

A good idea came to mind.

Since I’m managing the party’s funds, why not just waste it all?

There’s so much in the party’s treasury that spending a few hundred gold coins in the Alchemy Guild won’t even be noticeable, but there’s no limit to investing in such hopeless research.

Literally, it’s like being able to burn money like crazy.

If I waste all the funds like that, naturally, the hero will hold me responsible.


“Rogue! You’re terrible at managing money! You’re expelled from the party!”

“Maybe won’t go that far, but I can definitely lower the level of favourability. Even the few roles like managing funds will be taken away from me, so in the long run, it could be a reason to leave the hero’s party.”

“Great!”

“Y-Yes?!”

“Darami! Are there any researchers in the Alchemist Guild who need research funding?”

“Um, there are a lot…?”

“Could you bring me a list of those who need particularly significant investments on research projects?”

“Y-Yes?”

“It’s because I want to invest.”

“F-For me…? Because I don’t fit in and look superficial…”

“Huh…?”

So Darami was being side-lined in the Alchemist Guild… 

Well, she’s an external resource, so it can’t be helped, being a member of the Adventurers Guild and all…

“Um, yeah, that’s right. It’s okay to come up with excuses to the members of the Alchemist Guild, so could you bring me a list of people who need investment? Even if it’s not something like the Philosopher’s Stone or elixirs, the more difficult and important the research, the better.”

“Y-Yes, yes! Leave it to me!”

Darami, who had rushed to the reception desk of the Alchemist Guild, returned with a stack of documents after discussing this and that with them.

It seems like these are all investment proposals requested by members of the Alchemist Guild. 

Alchemy was a particularly money-draining field, so it’s somewhat expected.

“I’ve brought them all.”

“There are quite a few…”

Honestly, it’s too bothersome to read. 

Since I’m investing to fail anyway, there’s no need to bother reading the contents.

“Could you organize them in order of the requested investment amount?”

“Yes, yes!”

The important thing is how much money I can burn. 

Just wasting a few gold or platinum coins won’t be enough. So, the larger the investment size, the better.

“I’m done organizing!”

“Thanks.”

“N-No problem! Th-Th-Thank you…”

This time, I’m definitely lowering the hero’s favourability! 

To get kicked out of the party!

***

“There are many alchemy-related issues in today’s newspaper.”

I unfolded the morning newspaper while sipping a cup of coffee.

Perhaps it was the gentle morning sunlight, but I had a strangely good feeling.

“Alchemy paradigm is changing.”

“Alchemy Guild-affiliated alchemists have announced a series of innovative research results. Especially noteworthy are the various achievements in ‘longevity’ and ‘cell regeneration,’ which were previously limited by conventional church and potion-based treatments. The newly developed substance by alchemist Sindra is particularly effective in extending lifespan and regenerating hair follicles. Requests from various sponsors seeking investment are flooding in, and currently, the administration of the Alchemy Guild is paralyzed. Alchemist Sindra is expected to receive the title of ‘Grand Alchemist’ due to this research achievement.”

“Wow.”

Lifespan extension, huh. 

There’s nothing better than living longer, after all. 


Another noteworthy point is the presence of an investor named ‘Sentimental’ in the list of key investors for the technologies announced by the Alchemy Guild.

“…Huh?”

Oh, um. Ah! It’s just a namesake.

“The investor is reported to be a Rogue affiliated with the hero party that defeated the Demon King, known for rescuing citizens kidnapped by illegal slave traders and installing ‘Prank of Fairies’ for the safety of novice adventurers, among other activities.”

“Damn, that’s me.”



 
  
    Chapter 6: As I started cooking, my talent explodes


If there’s a problem, it is that there was originally plenty of money. I’ve had money left over from my whole life, but I haven’t been able to use it because I didn’t have time.

“Um, please reinvest the principal from the profits with the Alchemist Guild… and the Adventurers Guild.”

“Understood. Sentimental.”

As the incoming investment profits were so large, with the help of the Merchant Guild, I ended up setting up an entire upper management.

Was it right to say ‘with the help’? 

Listening to various discussions about the management of profits, the conversation had somehow ended with setting up an upper management. 

It felt like I was possessed by a ghost.

I registered the upper management under the hero party. 

Since I initially invested with party funds, the profits of the upper management would be treated as the party’s income.

I vaguely remembered hearing something about taxes, but it seems like the Merchant Guild will handle it.

“Wizard. Since they agreed to prioritize supplying reagents from the Alchemist Guild, if you need anything, just let me know.”

“Hehehe!”

“Since I’ve also set up an upper management in the name of the hero party, if you need materials, just request them through the Merchant Guild.”

“Heheh.”

The wizard is happy today too. 

It feels like I’ve been continuously supplying materials to the wizard ever since defeating the Demon King.

“Hehehe… A biological magic circle using cell culture medium…”

I stared blankly as the wizard conducted research using a fusion of alchemy and magic. 

This is healing… Sometimes, you need time to relax and space out like this.

On the wizard’s desk, a squirming, bubbling, pulsating mass of flesh created a magic circle. 

I’m not quite sure what the wizard is talking about, but apparently, the wizard is using a real-time changing magic circle implemented with a biological unit using the Alchemist Guild’s cell culture medium.

I applauded vaguely while watching the research.

“Come to think of it, what happened to the artifact we made last time with the branches of the World Tree and the heart of the Demon King?”

“Hehehe… The elves deemed it impure and dismantled it… Heheheh….”

The wizard responded with a sullen chuckle.

Indeed, to the high elves who worship the World Tree, the branches of the World Tree are something akin to divine artifacts. 

Combining them with the heart of the Demon King, the essence of evil, might not sit well.

“It’s a bit of a waste of materials.”

“Heheh, recyclable…”

“I see.”

If it hadn’t been recyclable, I might have seriously considered installing a time-acceleration magic circle in the Demon King’s crown.

Wasn’t the Demon King supposed to resurrect once every 500 years?

If I accelerate time by 100 times, I can collect rare materials once every 5 years.

While I didn’t have any real intention of doing it, I asked the wizard just in case.

“Heheh… If I research it, it might be possible…”

“That’s a vague answer.”

“Heheh!”

It’s definitely nice to have a hobby like the wizard, where you can focus on one thing.

It would be great to have something that could give me enthusiasm to the point where I forget the misery of life, beyond just pondering leisurely.

“A hobby, huh…”

Maybe I should learn cooking.

I’m a bit tired of relying on combat rations, stew, jerky, and the like when I’m out. 

If only I had cooking skills like Darami… Hmm… nevermind.

Learning to cook would be beneficial in many ways. 

It’s for the future, even if I decide to leave the hero party someday.

“I should join the Cooking Guild!”

“Heheh?”

***

“Welcome~ Oh my, we have a handsome gentleman here?”

“Yes, I’ve come to learn a bit about cooking.”

“Oh~ Welcome indeed. These days, men who cook well are quite popular. You’re an adventurer, aren’t you?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“If you learn cooking while camping, you can impress your other companions with your skills~ It’s not just about parties with only men, you know?”

“Well, except for me, everyone else in my party is female….” 

[TL Note: I was being so careful with genders. I had a feeling all female but finally confirmed. The author has been very gender neutral. I can be calm now]

“Oh my, oh my.”

The receptionist at the cooking guild was quite chatty. 

Come to think of it, the receptionists at the adventurer’s guild seem a bit plain, don’t they? 

The ones at the merchant’s guild are always recommending various investment products, while those at the alchemy guild have a somewhat subdued atmosphere. 

But the adventurers’ guild members seem a bit lacking in personality.

Or maybe it’s just me feeling that way because I’m affiliated with the adventurer’s guild.

“There are various courses available at the cooking guild~ From campsite cooking for adventurers to home-style cooking. The curriculum is divided accordingly.”

“I see. Are the contents very different?”

“Yes, indeed~ Home-style cooking focuses on using fresh ingredients available in the market, while campsite cooking focuses on using ingredients available in nature and preservation methods. The learning methods are also… somewhat different.”

“I’d like to learn both…”

“Of course, learning both is possible~ There’s a schedule posted on the bulletin board, so just let us know which sessions you can attend.”

“Ah, I see. Thank you.”

I checked the exploration schedule for the Great Labyrinth and the visit schedule for the Alchemy Guild, and coordinated the visit schedule for the Cooking Guild. 

Today, I decided to attend the existing lectures as well, partly for the experience.

“Everyone~. Today, we have Sentimental here joining us for the lecture~.”

“Wow, the atmosphere suddenly got lively because a handsome friend is here. It was quite dull before.”

“Oh, isn’t there a handsome man here?”

“What’s with the old pumpkin talking nonsense? Hahaha.”

“Haha, hello….”

The Cooking Guild somehow feels like it has a slightly older average age. 

Perhaps it’s because many adventurers or retirees come to learn here.

There’s not much else to learn when you get older, I suppose.

“Since Sentimental is here today, shall we learn campsite cooking?”

“Yes~.”


“Ah, thank you.”

The education at the Cooking Guild turned out to be more useful than I thought.

“Cooking actually has a closer impact on the combat effectiveness of party members than you might think. Some people call it a kind of buff, but rather… replenishing morale? Vitality? It’s more like recharging energy in the body. Sometimes, when you eat delicious food, you feel like your body is overflowing with energy, making you feel like you can do anything, right?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

I learned that cooking during camping plays a role as a kind of buff. 

It definitely seemed like my vitality was replenished when I ate the dishes made by Darami. 

I thought it was because of the saliva she put in it… Hmm. No matter how delicious it is, I don’t want to eat it twice.

“On the contrary, dishes with no taste or poorly balanced flavours can drastically reduce the combat effectiveness of the party. Among the ingredients easily found in nature, there are some that should not be included together.”

‘Hmm?’ Could this be used in the party? Of course, if I make blatantly terrible food, no one will entrust me with cooking. 

But if I make dishes with flavours that are ambiguous but polarizing, it might lower the favourability.

Mint chocolate, spicy rose tteokbokki, pineapple pizza…

‘Would this work?’ If I gradually lower favourability through food preferences…

“Rogue! Your taste in food doesn’t match mine at all! You’re expelled from the party!”

Like this, I might get expelled from the party.

I should look into getting some groceries or spices.

“It’s fortunate that I have connections with the Alchemy Guild and the Merchant Guild.”

***

“Rogue! Make more of this! Hehe.”

“Uh, sure.”

That hero was seriously gluttonous. 

It seems like my plan to lower favourability by bringing strongly polarizing dishes and seeing her enjoy them so much means it didn’t work.

“Well, at least it’s rewarding to see her enjoy it.”

“Ahem, I quite like this green tea ice cream.”

“Oh, Elf. Already finished it?”

“…It’s the first time I’ve had something this delicious, so, I couldn’t help it.”

“Alright, alright, I get it.”

I’ll need to further research the plan of lowering favourability using dishes with polarizing tastes.

Cooking was quite enjoyable, and I even found it fun to create new dishes. 

Some of the recipes were so good that I even requested to have them commercialized by the upper management.

Maybe I should become a chef in the countryside after retiring from the hero party. Since I’ll have plenty of money anyway, it might be nice to run a restaurant as a hobby. Selling menus that change daily with fresh ingredients could be fulfilling in its own way. Or perhaps I could open a café. Listening to people’s problems in a charming café filled with the aroma of coffee and wood sounds appealing.

“Would you prefer a café or a restaurant?”

“Hehehe, café… caféine… hmmm.”

“I guess you prefer cafés.”

The wizard is addicted to caffeine, so it can’t be helped. 

Just thinking about retirement makes me feel so good. 

I can’t wait to retire…

***

“Sir Sentimental, Sir I am from the upper management!”

“Oh, you were a merchant… What was your name?”

“It’s Gael! But, more importantly, something big has happened!”

“What’s happened?”

Did the upper management fail?

It doesn’t matter much. 

Anyway, it’s party funds, and if it completely fails and gives me a reason to leave the party, then that’s fine.

“Well, it’s not that, but isn’t there a ‘restaurant’ opening up soon that the upper management decided on?”

“Oh, yes. Why?”

“Princess, um… She’s going to visit there!”

“…The princess?”


“Yes! Specifically, it’s the second princess!”

“Why would she visit a restaurant?”

“She wants to taste the food developed by Sentimental…”

“All of a sudden?”

Why would royalty visit a restaurant all of a sudden?



 
  
    Chapter 7: Food


It turns out that the second princess is coming to the upcoming restaurant opening. 

I was surprised. 

There doesn’t seem to be a reason for royalty to visit a restaurant opening.

“It seems she’s curious after hearing about Sentimental’s reputation.”

“My reputation?”

“Yes.”

I’m just a rogue in the hero party, but I seem to have some reputation… 

Well, come to think of it, there have been quite a lot of events recently. 

Rescuing the kidnapped high elf, resolving the diplomatic conflict with the Great Forest, creating emergency escape devices for adventurers in the Great Labyrinth, and investing in alchemy research to help a talented alchemist earn the title of Grand Alchemist.

Come to think of it, they all have something like “Grand” in them. 

Great Forest, Great Labyrinth, Grand Alchemist.

Then what’s next this time? A Grand Gourmet?

…This joke might not end here.

“In any case, it’s just food…”

“Perhaps the restaurant is just an excuse to build rapport with Sentimental?”

“Ah, that could be.”

If it’s about “life extension,” it’s certainly a technology worth tempting any noble or royal.

As I hold the key stake in that technology, there’s a high likelihood of attempting negotiations behind the scenes. 

It could involve prioritized supply to certain factions or requesting restrictions on supply to rival factions.

“They say royalty learns about imperial studies and politics before they even take their first steps. It might be wise to be cautious so as not to get involved.”

“Ah, yes.”

“There’s even a possibility that Sentimental’s rights could be taken away by the royal family if you’re not careful.”

“I see. I’ll definitely be careful.”

Hm. Isn’t this actually good? 

They should rather they take it all. 

After all, the funds invested in the alchemy guild were all from the hero party’s funds.

While excess funds from the party’s funds are distributed to each member, individual funds have accumulated to the point where they’ll never be fully used in a lifetime.

It might be better to just blow through the funds and decrease favourability.

‘I completely abandoned the idea of blowing through the funds when the alchemy investment succeeded.’

I never thought such a method would still be available.

Indeed, there’s always a way out even if the sky falls. 

If money can be duplicated, why not just pass the duplicator itself to someone else?

The goose that laid the golden eggs eventually became just another roast goose due to the farmer’s greed. 

There’s no law saying I can’t do the same.

“Please prepare the ingredients as much as possible.”

“Yes?”

“Before the princess arrives, we need to practice cooking as much as we can. We can’t serve inadequate dishes to such a noble person.”

“Oh, yes!”

The plan was simple.

Serve the princess an incredibly spicy dish, and when she starts crying because she can’t handle the heat, apologize profusely. 

Then, in the ensuing ‘negotiation,’ position myself at disadvantage. 

I’d have no choice but to hand over my rights to the royal family at a bargain price to repay the debt of making a royal cry.

After all, tears shed by an honourable person surely have their own value.

***

“I’ve specially prepared a hot pot for the princess.”

A specially made level 5 spicy hot pot.

Even if she were reincarnated as a Korean from her past life, she wouldn’t be able to handle the taste without shedding tears and snot.

There’s no way the princess, raised on balanced meals made from fresh ingredients in the palace, could endure it.

“It’s delicious…. Oh my”

“…Yes?”

“This taste is completely new to me…. I’ve never experienced anything like it before…….”

“Oh?”

“It’s not like I haven’t eaten spicy food before, but this one has a special sensation, both tingling and numbing at the same time… What was the name of this dish again?”

“It’s called Ma La Xiang Guo.”

“Ma La Xiang Guo… Ah…”

The princess shed tears.

She shed tears indeed.

“Thank you…. I never thought I would taste such a flavor again….”

It was tears of emotion.

“In truth, I intended to request the Alchemy Guild through you, Sentimental, to create a remedy for the regeneration of taste buds.”

“Oh, I see.”

“The decision to visit the restaurant was symbolic. I didn’t really come here to enjoy the food.”

“I understand….”

“But Sentimental, you’ve been tirelessly preparing dishes for me for the past few days, without even getting proper rest, right? When I heard that… I felt so ashamed of myself.”

I did prepare diligently. 

I had to create spicy dishes that were delicious enough to not be criticized intentionally, but spicy enough to clear the princess’s tears and runny nose.

“I… realized that while I was trying to regain my sense of taste with medicine, I had forgotten the most important thing. It’s about cherishing the heart of the person who cooks and prepares the food. Sentimental, you made me realize that.”

“Haha, it’s my pleasure….”

“Truly. It wasn’t just because of the spicy taste of the Ma La Xiang Guo… It was because of your attitude, preparing dishes for me day and night, that I felt truly satisfied with a meal for the first time in a long while.”

“It’s an honor….”

“I don’t know how to repay you for this.”

You don’t have to repay me. 

No, please don’t repay me.

“Your enjoyment of the food I made is the most meaningful repayment I could ever receive.”

“Oh, but wouldn’t that make me seem ungrateful? Hmm, how about this then?”

I don’t think anything could top that.

“For the next year, I propose a tax exemption for  profits of Sentimental and the hero party…”

“How can we, as citizens living under the kingdom’s grace, not pay taxes? Please, collect them from us.”

“In that case, how about…”


I nearly faced the terrifying benefit of tax exemption. 

Is it true that even before they take their first steps, royalty learns about politics and imperial studies? 

It’s not easy. 

Their skill in manoeuvring people was exceptional, as natural as breathing.

“Oh! What about a title?”

“A title… What do you mean?”

“Yes! While the hero and the saint receive treatment akin to high nobility, the other members of the hero party do not. How about I use my authority to grant a minor noble title?”

“Hmm…”

A title. 

Not bad. 

As long as it’s not a knighthood, there’s not much practical gain, but having a title after retirement would vastly expand the range of things one could do compared to just having money.

After all, it’s not a world without a caste system. 

The power of nobility is far more influential than the power of money.

“It wouldn’t be polite to refuse further.”

“Alright. Lord Sentimental. I’ll prepare to formally confer the title on a chosen date.”

“It’s an overwhelming honor. Your Highness.”

“Then let this be my personal repayment… I didn’t come to bestow the title to Lord Sentimental just to restore my sense of taste.”

The warm smile on the princess’s face suddenly turned serious for a moment.

Was it the inherent charisma of royalty, or did it seem as if some golden aura was emanating from her surroundings?

“Oh, the shimmering again… Just a moment.”

No, it really was emanating.

As the princess touched the emblem on her chest, the shimmer disappeared.

“It happens. Sometimes it’s because of the magic imbued in the royal emblem.”

“…I see.”

“Anyway, what were we talking about?”

“You mentioned that the reason you came to see me wasn’t just to restore your sense of taste.”

“Oh, right. Um. From here on, the contents are really not something that should be disclosed to the outside.”

“Our soundproofing magic, directly installed by our wizard, should suffice, so don’t worry.”

“Really…? The royal protection magic didn’t respond at all…”

“…Our wizard’s abilities are quite remarkable.”

Honestly, I have no idea what extent of capabilities our wizard has.

Just like my elven colleague who hid the fact that she was a high elf, the magician is as secretive. 

It’s particularly intriguing that the wizard herself has no intention of hiding anything.

“As the wizard of the hero party, she can be trusted. So feel free to speak without any hesitation. Even if it’s a difficult request, you can tell me, and I’ll fulfil it right away.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“In fact, among the various research projects that you, Lord Sentimental, have invested in, there’s one in particular that the royal family is keeping a close eye on.”

“I have an idea.”

“In that case, let’s speed up the conversation.”

It must be the technology for extending lifespan.

Overcoming the fate decreed by the heavens and achieving longevity is the dream and desire of all humanity.

If the royal family can monopolize this technology, they could wield significant influence over the nobility.

“The technology that the royal family is interested in… it’s the technology for hair regrowth.”

“As expected― Wait, what?”

Not lifespan extension?

“Because regrowing hair can’t be achieved even with divine power. Especially for the royalty who inevitably experience a lot of stress, most of them suffer from hair loss.”

“I see. Not me, though. It’s just for men.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Anyway, I want the royal family to acquire partial rights to the ‘hair regrowth’ technology recently announced by the Alchemy Guild. Of course, I’m willing to pay a fair price for it.”

“Separate from the title you’ve offered me as compensation…”

“Of course.” 

“Yep.”

I have no idea what to say in response to such an unexpected request. 

Honestly, I wouldn’t mind just giving it away. 

But saying that probably wouldn’t be well received.

“As compensation for the transfer of rights, let’s base it on the projected profits from the ‘hair regrowth’ technology over the next 20 years.”

“That’s too much!”

And so, the final negotiation began. 

It’s a fierce negotiation between one who want to give a little more and one who want to take a little less.


“Wizard.”

“Hm?”

“Do you happen to not need a tower or something…? Shall I build one for you…?”

Are royalty always like this? 

Truly, it’s not easy…



 
  
    Chapter 8: The Emperor came to visit me


I received a noble title.

Although it’s noble, it’s a kind of honorary title that cannot be inherited.

If the status doesn’t fit the position, royalty could revoke such noble titles. 

Usually, it’s a title bestowed upon court jesters or maids.

To explain in detail is complicated… Anyway, it’s a title protected by the authority of the imperial family, but not recognized within noble society.

“Call me Lord Sentimental!”

“Rogue!”

“…Fine, Hero.”

“Hehe. Are you happy to receive the title?”

“I was until a moment ago.”

Calling me a Rogue at this timing makes me seem like some sort of robber baron.

Of course, I might have as much money as a robber baron, but… Maybe I should buy a yacht now. 

After retiring from the hero party, I plan to cruise the world on a yacht.

“If the Rogue is happy, then I’m happy too!”

“Sure, thanks…”

“It’s my first time receiving a human title. It feels a bit strange.”

“You must feel that way as an elf…”

As the most noble of elves, being a high elf princess, it must be just ‘a bit strange.’ 

Moreover, elves are even renowned figures who participated in the legendary hero party 500 years ago.

Hero and Saint receive almost the same respect as high nobility in most human countries, so the title seems unnecessary, and as for wizard…

cough

I’m not sure if she is happy or not.

After all, wizard is not interested in anything other than magic from the start, so she is probably not paying much attention.

“Something suddenly feels better about being a noble or whatever.”

“Hehe, the Rogue is humble.”

Whether it’s quasi-noble or high nobility, it’s ultimately a meaningless title as long as I can’t escape from the hero party.

Honestly, at this point, it might be better to resign to my fate, enjoy some adventures, and retire when I am old…

“But there’s too much money!”

After all, being a wealthy retiree is everyone’s dream, isn’t it?

With plenty of money and a reputation for defeating the Demon Lord, there’s only enjoyment left in life, but not being able to do so felt maddening.

The more I thought about it, the more miserable I became, so I decided to stop…

“Hero!”

“Yeah?”

“To commemorate our rare visit to the capital, how about we all go see a play together?”

“Sounds good!”

Watching a play might lift our(my) spirits.

The theater in this world was quite magnificent.

Thanks to various productions using magic, it was a delight for the eyes.

 Ice and flames, illusions and transformations intertwined, making it feel like standing in a strange dream world.

***

Honestly, the plot was a bit subtle. 

It felt like a crazy drama with all sorts of twists and sensational events.

Extramarital affairs, NTR, secrets of birth, dragons, aliens… From the middle onwards, it was hard to tell if the genre of this play was romance or SF-fantasy.

Considering that the genre of this world itself is fantasy, should SF-fantasy just be viewed as SF? I’m not sure.

“The play was quite enjoyable, wasn’t it?”

“It was intriguing. It was quite different from what I saw 200 years ago.”

“What was the theatre like 200 years ago?”

“It focused more on theological themes, omitting the conventional content seen in today’s plays. I heard it faded away quickly due to shifting trends.”

Enjoying some leisure while listening to lectures from the living theatre historian elf.

Unlike the border at the Great Labyrinth, there were plenty of attractions in the capital. 

It wasn’t just focused on adventurer guilds or alchemy guilds; there were various civilian businesses as well.

“Oh, our branch is here too?”

“Did you invest in this, Rogue?”

“Technically, it was invested with the funds from the hero party. Yes.”

Thinking about it made me feel bitter again.

Why does the goddess of luck cling to such a stern person and torment me like this? 

She could have listened to me when I prayed for the lottery in my past life.

Or is it because I try to fail that I end up succeeding?

Maybe if I work hard and pray to succeed, I’ll end up failing instead?

“Hero. Is there anything you want me to do for you?”

“Huh?”

“If I do something like this, I would become more likable to you or something like that?”

“Just being by my side…?”

“I am already doing that…”

“Then, nothing! Hehe.”

“Sigh, alright. Still, sometimes it’s good to spend a little time apart and have some alone time…”

“Rogue, I don’t like being apart from you…?”

“No, well, if you’re saying like that…”

“…I don’t mind.”

“Hehe.”

“Don’t laugh. It’s endearing.”

Still, we’ve been together for a long time, so how could I dislike them?

They’re not bad guys.

I may be trying to escape from the party, but it’s not because I dislike them. 

It’s just that I’m too lazy and lethargic to live with enthusiasm.

“Hehe, what about me?”

“I don’t mind you either, Saint.”

“What about me?”

“You too, elf.”


“….”

“…And the wizard too.”

Ahem.

Our holiday in the capital ended with reaffirming our strong bonds of friendship.

That night, I attempted to escape three times, but each time I was blocked at the entrance. 

Just like usual.

The rogue name will be weeping….

***

The next day, a guest visited the hero party which was resting in the capital.

“Phantom Rogue Sentimental. Hm, should I call you Lord Sentimental now?”

No, it wasn’t a guest for the hero party, but for Sentimental himself.

“Rogue, do you know this person? This person has been looking for you since morning in front of the inn.”

“Ah, elf. Yeah, I know the person… ‘Phantom Rogue,’ huh? That nickname feels like ages ago…”

The nickname ‘Phantom Rogue’ was one of those given to me before I joined the hero party. 

Looking back now, it’s a bit… embarrassing. 

Honestly, it feels like something out of a teenager’s fantasy.

The person who shamelessly dug up his past spoke with enthusiasm.

“Phantom Rogue, they say you’ve received a title in this kingdom?”

“Y-your Imperial Majesty? Could you please not call me that? It’s embarrassing… I’m the one who should be embarrassed…”

“Your Imperial Majesty…? This person is…?”

“Yeah, that’s right. But that doesn’t mean you have to be formal with this noble lady here. This is just an informal and personal visit.”

The Emperor replied to the questioning elf with a hint of doubt in his voice, nodding naturally. 

But the content was somewhat perplexing.

“What does that ‘this noble lady’ mean, Your Imperial Majesty…?”

“This noble lady is the foundation of the empire. When this noble lady speaks like this, it is the precedent.”

“Would it be appropriate for a rogue like you to have such disrespectful attitude towards the emperor? Considering that you have received the kingdom’s title, it could become a diplomatic issue, couldn’t it?”

“Isn’t it a serious diplomatic issue that Your Imperial Majesty is present in the capital of the kingdom without any notification…?”

I don’t understand why this lunatic is 

.

“And, calling me the Rogue, does that not mean you don’t care about etiquette?”

“Hmm? Ah, indeed. I suppose I can accept it that way.”

“If it’s unpleasant, please correct it now.”

“Agreed. You have the right to do so.”

“I hope you don’t bring up the past in front of my colleagues…”

“Well, Rogue?”

“Um…”

“As far as I know, the Emperor of the Empire is…”

“Perhaps what you’re about to say is correct.”

“A polymorphic dragon… isn’t it…?”

In this world, there is only one country called the ‘Empire’.

The only emperor who has ruled that empire for thousands of years.

The fact that the Emperor’s true identity is a polymorph dragon was not even a secret.

“Are you curious about my race?”

“Please, don’t bring up polymorphs here. It really causes chaos….”

“Hehe, rest assured, milady. I have no intention of revealing polymorph in front of a dragon slayer like yourself.”

“Dragon slayer? Oh, you mean the Hero.”

“Yes!”

My mind is so scattered with just one guest arriving.

“Well, Your Imperial Majesty. Let’s talk alone for now. Hero, could you wait a moment while I have a brief conversation with our guest in my room?”

“Yes!”

I entered my lodgings with the emperor.

The emperor, who was looking around, plopped down on the bed.

“It’s a humble room.”

“Even so, it’s the most expensive lodging in the kingdom….”

“If it was the most expensive lodging in the empire, it would have been ten times larger and more comfortable than this.”

“Even if you speak like a child comparing toys…. Why have you come then?”

“You’re still as uncouth as ever.”

With the guilt of past sins, all I could do was break out in a cold sweat and try to be discreet.

It felt like witnessing the embarrassing moments of my adolescence. 

I felt nauseous and wanted to run away somewhere immediately.

“Do you enjoy the life in the party?”

“Thanks to Your Imperial Majesty’s, yes, I do enjoy it.”

I joined the Hero’s party to atone for all the sins I had committed so far.

And the one who made that proposal was none other than the Emperor in front of me.

“After defeating the Demon King, are you planning to continue with this childish journey?”

“Haha…”

Indeed. Why am I still doing this?

Honestly, I want to retire right now.

“Back when you were stealing the empire’s secrets, you were a bit more spirited.”

“It’s a shameful past. I was quite immature back then too.”

“How about slowly returning to the empire now? Don’t worry, I have no intention of breaking the promise. I’m a bit puzzled as to why you’re still doing this.”

“I want to do that too….”

“Hmm?”

“I’m not sure how to explain this. It’s because the Hero won’t allow me to retire.”

“Can’t you just leave? As a Rogue who even with the full force of the imperial army couldn’t be captured, you should be able to escape easily.”

“That’s true… Would you like to make a wager for once in a while?”

“A wager?”

“If I disappear, then the Hero party will come retrieve me. If you manage to protect me from the Hero party ‘by any means necessary’ for a week, it will be considered Your Imperial Majesty’s victory. How about it?”

“I’m not sure what it entails, but… it doesn’t seem too difficult.”

And so the wager with the emperor was decided.

***

I imprisoned myself in the underground dungeon of the Imperial Palace.

It’s been quite a while since I’ve been here.

“It’ll probably take about a day or so.”

“Rogue!”

“…Oh, Hero.”

“Where did you go by yourself?! I’ve been searching for ages…! I was worried sick….”


“Wouldn’t you give me some time to reminisce?”

“Sorry, sorry. Thud. Don’t cry; I won’t disappear anymore.”

“Really…?”

“Probably…?”

“Sigh….”



 
  
    Chapter 9: The Goddess asked me for a favor


I emerged from the ruins of the destroyed underground dungeon, kicking aside the debris with my foot. 

Fortunately, the outside seemed to be in better shape than I had expected. 

The underground dungeon had been wrecked by what appeared to be barred gates, blocking any passage through.

As I ascended to the surface, the Emperor was waiting for me. “You’ve caused quite a stir,” he remarked.

“I apologize for the inconvenience,” I replied.

“Is that the appropriate greeting for this situation?”

“I’m afraid I’ve outgrown the age for fleeing with playful antics as I used to.”

“Discussing age in front of a dragon… You still have your humor, I see.”

“My apologies.”

“I didn’t mean to chastise.”

As the Emperor and I exchanged words, the hero interjected, eyeing the Emperor suspiciously. 

The Emperor raised his hands in a gesture of peace, chuckling lightly.

“Despite being a formidable adversary who has completed the mission of vanquishing the Demon King, the Hero of this era is certainly unconventional,” the Emperor remarked.

“Our Hero is quite unique.”

“Not just the Hero… A wizard who casually breaks through dragon barriers, a Saint who receives an extraordinary favour from the Goddess, and an Elf who fears no dragon are all unconventional. Is it your doing?”

“Surely not. They are all exceptionally talented, and I am struggling to keep up with them.”

“Perhaps entrusting you with the support of the Hero party was a mistake…”

When the Emperor snapped his fingers, a strange sensation of release swept through the surroundings, accompanied by a clicking sound, much like the unlocking spell of a magician saying “Open, Sesame.”

“Get out of this noble lady’s nest quickly. Get lost,” he said.

“Are you going to stop using that ridiculous first-person reference to yourself as ‘the noble lady’?” I retorted.

“I realized that self-proclaiming as a woman only leads to misery,” he replied.

“I see.”

“Your pretentiousness in pretending not to know, even when you do, is your annoying trait.”

“During my rogue days, perhaps there was a bit of that, but now, I genuinely didn’t know,” I admitted.

It seemed that my past self was indeed suffering from a severe case of teenage delusion. 

Maybe the villains I saw in cartoons when I was young seemed quite cool. 

It wasn’t uncommon for a child suffering from teenage delusion to be captivated by villains more than heroes.

“You’ve certainly… changed a lot from those days,” the Emperor remarked.

“The fact that humans can change makes me even more charming,” I replied.

“So you’re saying I’m not charming? Is that it?”

“That wasn’t my intention.”

“Hasn’t it been barely a minute since I told you to get lost?”

“In that case, may you be eternally noble, Your Imperial Majesty,” I said, bowing to the Emperor before hastily leaving the palace with the hero.

Ahead, the wizard and other comrades were waiting.

“Wizard, sorry for wasting your time. Could you teleport us back to our accommodation?”

“Hehehe! From here to there!”

With that, we returned to our lodging and I flopped onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling.

The hero had arrived too early, leaving me with barely enough time to reminisce, so I belatedly recalled old memories.

***

“So, you’re the Rogue causing mischief around the empire these days?” the Emperor asked.

“Do you know me?”

“I’ve heard you’re famous for returning stolen items to their owners. What did you come to steal in the empire?”

“Well, I heard there was the most valuable treasure in the empire here, so I came to steal it. But when I got here, there wasn’t much to it, so I was quite surprised.”

“Then you’ve come to the right place.”

“I have?”

“You’re standing right in front of it. The most valuable treasure in the empire.”

“What… are you talking about Your Imperial Majesty?”

“What else could it be? In this empire, only I am precious. It’s solely my right and authority to determine the worth of everything beneath me—nobles, commoners, and slaves alike.”

“I seem to have fallen into a trap.”

“I hope you don’t take this lightly, but sincerely, I believe the most valuable treasure in this empire is me.”

“What do you want?”

“I want to propose a bet to you, known as the best Rogue in the empire.”

“Please, go ahead.”

“Anything will do, just steal a part of me.”

“What?”

“Whether it’s a scale, a tooth, or even a strand of hair, just steal a part of me and prove it. If you succeed, I’ll spare your life, but if you fail, I’ll kill you.”

“Why would you propose such a bet?”

“I was bored, and you caught my eye. I thought it would be a fun game.”

“Well, I want to live too. I accept.”

Living for thousands of years, the dragon was nothing short of insane itself.

The outcome of that bet… has yet to be determined. 

Since there was no deadline set for the bet, it was used as an excuse to thoroughly ransack the palace and I ended up imprisoned in the underground dungeon.

“I was quite mad myself…”

“It seems so.”

A voice came from the void.

Was it a form of telepathic communication?

“What is it, Your Imperial Majesty.”

“Aren’t you surprised?”

“I am surprised?”

“I don’t expect such consideration from you. I suppose I’ll have to overlook it, being the generous one.”

“I’m grateful for your generosity.”

“Anyway, I remember I didn’t mention the reason why I came to see you.”

“Was there a reason for your visit?”

“It was about the bet. Your victory. I came to inform you about it.”

“What bet are you referring to?”

“The one we made at the beginning.”

“The one where you asked me to steal a part of you?”

“That’s right. That one.”

“What did I steal?”


“My heart.”

“Pardon?”

“Think about it yourself.”

With that, the Emperor’s voice fell silent.

“I’m particularly tired today….”

I need to sleep quickly.

***

“Imposter! You are banished from the party!”

“Gasp! How could you do this?”

I was doing a one-person play that felt like this, but suddenly I felt so miserable that I stopped. 

It’s fortunate that I’m alone; if anyone had seen me, I might have committed suicide.

“Hehe, that was a splendid performance.”

“I should commit suicide.”

“Pardon?”

No, that’s not it.

“Saint? How long have you been here?”

“Since a little while ago. The Goddess led me here, saying I could enjoy an interesting spectacle in the Rogue’s room.”

“Could you please tell that Goddess to respect people’s privacy?”

Why would a being like a Goddess watch someone making a fool of themselves alone?

And boasting about it to her Saint too, isn’t that too much……

“She says she’ll consider it if you pray diligently every day.”

“Well, that’s….”

“Hehe, isn’t praying enjoyable too? How about the Rogue joins me for dawn prayers?”

“I’ll think about it…”

Absolutely not. I’m definitely not going.

I don’t even have enough time to sleep in the early morning, let alone for dawn prayers. 

Only fanatics enjoy that kind of thing.

“So, did you come all the way here just to watch me make a fool of myself…?”

“Oh, the Goddess has something she wants to ask of the Rogue.”

“Ask?”

“Yes. She said she wants to rely on a bit of the Rogue’s luck.'”

Is luck actually a thing?

No, wait, is it right for a Goddess to rely on human luck? Shouldn’t the Goddess be giving blessings to humans?

“I’ll listen to what she has to say for now…”

“The Goddess says that she’s looking for something, but she doesn’t know where it is or what it looks like.”

“Why would you search for something when you don’t even know what it is?”

“She said having it could awaken other ‘Gods.'”

“Other gods…? Like the ones in creation myths?”

“Probably? I’m not sure.”

“Isn’t the scale suddenly getting too big…?”

More importantly, why would she ask a human for something like that?

“If you find it, the Goddess said she could help the Rogue achieve his ‘purpose.'”

“My purpose…?”

“Yes. She said you would understand if she put it that way.”

There’s only one thing I could call my purpose.

Retiring from the hero party and living a prosperous life.

I’ve failed at it every time so far, but with the Goddess’s help, maybe it could somehow be possible.

“Fine. I accept. But how do I find what she is looking for?”

“She said you’ll know as soon as you find it.”

“That’s quite abstract….”

I’m starting to doubt if I can even find something the Goddess herself couldn’t find despite her efforts.

And this concept of ‘luck’ feels very vague.

“Is it really because of luck that I haven’t achieved anything I want?”

Maybe if I try to achieve it, it won’t be impossible after all?

I’ve thought about it before, but maybe the problem all along was that I’ve tried too hard to be banished.

Maybe trying so hard not to be banished might just make it easier to be banished.

Since there’s nothing I can do right now, I guess I should start by finding the ‘something’ the Goddess mentioned.

“Well, it won’t be that easy…”

***

But I found it surprisingly easily.

While exploring the 8th floor of the Great Labyrinth, I felt a strange sensation and upon inspecting the wall, I found a small stone altar emitting faint divine energy.

The Saint confirmed that it was indeed the right object.

“The Goddess says that if we place this statue on the altar and offer prayers, the forgotten god will awaken.”

We made an altar in a nearby clearing and prayed, and soon, the clouds parted in the sky and iridescent radiance descended, settling upon the statue.

Is this really happening?

“Hehe, the Goddess seems very pleased. She says she’s been terribly lonely all this time.”

“Even Gods feel loneliness, huh…”

A translucent, shadow-like figure formed from the light around the statue, soon taking the shape of a winged humanoid.

“It’s me…?”

“It seems that after so many years, the forgotten god borrowed the appearance of the Rogue who offered prayers.”

“Can a god who has forgotten his own appearance really choose a new one so freely…?”

The god in the form of the Rogue ascended into the sky and disappeared into the radiance.

And so, the first task received from the Goddess came to an end.


“Oh, what about the promised reward?”

“The Goddess is currently investigating the Rogue’s ‘Luck.'”

“Ah, I see.”

Please, I beg you, Goddess!

Grant me the blessing of retirement!



 
  
    Chapter 10: Our Relationship improved after Sexual harassment


The promise of the goddess’s help was a promise, but personal efforts couldn’t stop either.

Didn’t the Heaven say it helps those who help themselves?

The plan to lower the favourability of me in the hero party had to be steadily carried out. 

As I sat in the adventurer’s guild, pondering how to lower the favourability, I happened to make eye contact with the squirrel Porter coming into the guild.

“Sen… Sentimental?”

“Hello. Long time… no see, isn’t it?”

“Oh, it’s been a while!”

“Yeah, it’s been a while.”

“Yes, yes indeed!”

“Do you always carry that big bag even when you work at the alchemy guild?”

“Yes! Um, well, I’m afraid I’ll forget where I put it if I don’t carry it with me….”

“I see.”

Come to think of it, I’ve heard stories about squirrels burying acorns and forgetting where they buried them. 

Is her race’s really that similar to squirrel?

“Can I touch your tail?”

“Yes, yes, yes?!”

“No, I mean, it’s just a little strange that you’re supporting the bag.”

Like other squirrels, this squirrel also has a tail.

Especially, the squirrel’s tail was very thick and large, supporting a backpack that was bigger than her body from below. 

The fur itself looked a bit rough, but strangely round and full, making it look soft.

“Oh, um, it’s not that it’s…”

“If you don’t like it, it can’t be helped.”

“It’s, it’s okay!”

“Really?”

“It’s okay to touch it…”

The porter put the bag down and extended her tail towards me.

A tail pants for a merman is indeed fascinating.

When I brushed through the fluffy fur, I could see thin and slender tail inside.

So most of this big tail is fur. It’s obvious, yet somehow fascinating.

I put my fingers through the fur to feel the texture of the tail itself.

Is it a bit firm?

“Eek?!”

“Oops, sorry. Did I startle you?”

“Oh, no! It’s just, um, it’s, it’s okay…”

“…Was that sexual harassment by any chance?”

“W-What? No way!”

Suddenly, the squirrel began to shake as if she was malfunctioning.

Her face turned as red as a tomato.

“Uh, Darami…?”

“I-I should go now!”

“Don’t you need to take the bag?”

“Ugh, yes!”

I must have made a slight mistake.

It was my first time touching a merfolk’s tail, so it was difficult to guess how it would feel.

I should apologize later.

“Hmm…?”

Oh, but can I use this to my advantage?

Lowering someone’s favourability with sexual harassment… It might seem a bit inhumane to do that to a colleague I’ve been with for years, but if I just consider the possibility…

“It might work…?”

It was a party where everyone except myself was a woman. 

There were many things I needed to be careful about and many things I needed to pay attention to.

It’s a problem that can be solved by paying a little less attention to those things.

Just doing that much should be enough to make the party members feel embarrassed and misunderstand.

If I can be denounced by the party members like that.

“Harassing a colleague! I’m disappointed in you, Rogue! The Rogue is expelled from the party!”

This time, getting expelled from the party is not just a dream!

“Ah, this time it’s my turn to use the Rogue’s methods.”

I’m sorry, my colleagues…!

***

Night fell.

It starts with the Hero.

The Hero led a disciplined life every day, so it wasn’t difficult to find an awkward timing.

She was praying, so defenceless it was almost strange.

I opened the door and entered just as the Hero finished bathing and was changing clothes.

“Hero.”

“Rogue! What’s going on for you to be in my room?”

Still, she’s a colleague I’ve been with for a while.

As the Hero continued to dress, she wasn’t particularly surprised to see me enter.

I expected that much.

“I wanted to talk a little.”

“Huh?”

“Would you like to sit on the bed?”

“Sure!”

Without hesitation, the hero walked over and sat on the bed. 

I sat next to her.

The scent of marigold emanated from her slightly damp hair. 

Marigold.

With her hair like golden silk and eyes as golden as pumpkins, she even resembled gold in her fragrance.

At this timing where our proximity was practically zero, to harass…


“Everything about you is golden, Hero.”

“Huh?”

“Your eyebrows even sparkle gold, it’s a bit fascinating.”

“Hehe, really?”

“Oh. By any chance, is the hair down there golden too?”

Nice.

It was a perfectly vulgar form of harassment.

It was so out of place and low-quality harassment even to my own thinking, so surely the hero would feel the same way.

“Below? What hair?”

“Huh?”

“Do you have hair down there?”

“…Huh?”

Uh, um?

“I mean, that area.”

“Area…?”

“Area…”

Uh, surely not.

“Hero, you don’t know what ‘down there’ means…?”

“Huh…? Hehe. I don’t really know.”

This is a bit of a problem.

In a sense, it was a problem because I was feeling a pang of conscience.

Still, there was a huge difference in the conscience’s guilt between harassing a colleague who knows everything and someone who knows nothing at all. 

It felt like my heart was being squeezed. 

My stomach churned, making it difficult to breathe.

“What’s that?”

“Oh, it’s nothing…”

“Hehe, really?”

The plan to harass the Hero failed.

***

I had to move on to the next target.

The next one I approached was the elf.

“Elf.”

“Hmm? Rogue, it’s unusual for you to come at this hour.”

“Just… You’ve been looking out for me a lot lately, right? I’m grateful.”

“You’re a benefactor to our race, it’s only natural.”

“Still, I want to repay you somehow. So, I was thinking, I’ve learned a bit of massage.”

“Massage?”

“Yeah.”

This time, I’m going for a more direct approach, using the harassment tactic. 

“Harassment disguised as a massage” was a genre in its own right in adult content from past life, so it was a traditional method.

I planned to apply this to harass the elf.

“A massage… I suppose it does help to loosen up the body a bit. Would you mind if I asked for one?”

“Uh, sure. Is it okay if you lie down on the bed?”

The elf lay down on the bed, and I climbed on top to start the massage.

The elf’s hair was a light shade of blonde, almost resembling pale green. 

The scent of leaves filled the air, making me feel like I was in the midst of phytoncides.

“So, Elf, should I start?”

“Yes. Please do.”

I gently began to knead the elf’s waist.

Moving up along the spine as if pushing the muscles with my hands, I reached the shoulders, then slowly moved down again in a fan shape.

There were more knots in the muscles than I expected, which surprised me a bit.

“You seem to have a lot of knots. Have you been pushing yourself lately?”

“Not particularly.”

Upon reflection, it would likely be because of me.

Ever since rescuing the elf slave, she had regarded me as the benefactor, staying up every night to watch over me when I fell asleep, and even facing the mad dragon in the recent wager with the Emperor.

So, it’s no wonder her body has taken a toll.

Initially, my intention was simply harassment, but now that it has come to this, I feel obligated to properly release her.

“I guess I’ll have to use some Rogue’s techniques…”

“Hmm?”

Among the Rogue’s techniques, there existed methods of ‘tormenting’ people.

This included techniques of severing muscles and dislocating bones, forms of torture designed to inflict pain.

However, these skills were not solely for torture; if used to relax muscles and align bones, it could be considered chiropractic therapy.

Since I was incorporating massage into it, it could be called a form of chiropractic massage therapy.

“Ah?!”

“Just bear with it for a moment. It’ll feel refreshing soon.”

“Uh… Ro-Rogue, wait?! Ahh….”

After a while of massaging, I could feel sweat pouring out of the elf like rain, and her body heating up.

It seems to have quite an effect indeed.

I myself ended up soaked in sweat due to focusing too much on the massage.

“Alright, I’m done! How do you feel? Much fresher, right?”

“I feel anything but refreshed…”

“Huh?”

“I feel like you only added to the burden… No, um, sorry.”

“What’s wrong?”

Anyway, thus ends the elf’s turn.

***

As I went to the room of the Saint, she opened the door as if she had been waiting, welcoming me in.

“The Goddess informed me that the Rogue would be coming.”

“Hmm?”

“Hehe, you’re up to something interesting.”

“You have been spoiled, haven’t you? Well, I guess there’s nothing I can do about it now…”

“In that case, I’ll just leave.”

“…What?”

“If you already know, then there’s nothing I can do about it.”

“Huh? Why…?”

“Huh?”

“Are you just going to leave without doing anything…?”

“Huh?”

Suddenly, the Saint grabbed onto my sleeve with a desperate expression.

Her eyes sparkled like pure silver, her snow-white hair resembling snowflakes, and her transparent silver eyes shimmered with innocence.

The clear and pure fragrance reminded me of tiny white snowdrop flowers.

“Are you not going to do anything to me…?”

“Well, didn’t you say you heard it from the goddess?”

“Weren’t you going to ask if my eyebrows are white and my eyes are silver, then inquire about whether my intentions are pure…?”

“Or perhaps you were going to recklessly touch my body under the pretext of a massage…”

“Even though you know everything, why…?”

The Saint’s mouth slightly agape in shock.

Her transparent silver eyes trembled as if an earthquake had struck.

“Please be careful on your way back…”

“It’s just next door anyway. Well, have a good night, Saint.”

“Yes.”

The plan to harass the Saint had failed thanks to the spoiler from the goddess.

***

Finally, it was the wizard’s turn.

“Wizard.”

“Hmm?”

The wizard’s room was a barren space with nothing personal in sight.

It seemed unchanged since she had acquired the lodging, neither adding nor removing anything.

In this pristine room, the wizard spent her nights.

Given her sole interest in research only, it was understandable.

“Would it be alright if I sat down for a moment?”

“Heheh.”

“Thank you.”

The wizard didn’t speak much, but that didn’t mean she didn’t communicate.

She scooted slightly to the side to make it easier for me to sit down.

Sitting side by side on the bed, I looked at the wizard. 

Her purplish-blue hair resembled the dawn sky mixed with mist, and her shimmering pink eyes held a quiet intensity that seemed to devour the beholder.

Her scent… resembled roses. 

Not the roses used in perfumes, but the raw scent of wild roses.

“Wizard, may I hug you for a moment?”

“Hmm?”

The wizard tilted her head slightly and then spread her arms wide, creating a comfortable space for a hug.

I felt more embarrassed than I anticipated by her overly accommodating response.

“You… don’t hug back…?”

“Heheh.”

As we embraced each other, the wizard’s petite frame made her fit into my embrace instead.

The difference in physique was more pronounced when felt in the embrace than when observed, and the unfamiliar yet familiar sensation was so embarrassing that I instinctively pushed the wizard away, even more embarrassed than before.

“Um, I’m sorry. It just didn’t feel right…”

“Heheh. It’s okay…”

“Thank you, wizard…”

Once again, it was a failure.

The reason for the failure… I’m not sure.


I just felt like everything had turned into a mess. 

With that thought in mind, I returned to my room.

I’m tired.

I want to retire.

Truly.



 
  
    Chapter 11: I came to investigate a Pseudo Religion and was mistaken for a God


Unfortunately, the plan to be expelled from the party due to sexual harassment failed.

And I decided to conduct a sex education for the Hero.

I began to worry that she might suffer for no reason from those people.

“Saint? What’s wrong? You seem out of energy today.”

“Nothing’s wrong….”

It’s hard to guess what the Saint is thinking.

But it seems like her favourability has dropped a bit.

I may not have been able to sexually harass the Saint, but she knows that I sexually harassed her colleagues, so she might be disappointed to that extent.

“Oh, Saint. Could you ask about the ‘Luck’ the Goddess was supposed to investigate last time?”

“Yes…”

The Saint gathered her hands and closed her eyes.

Glittering brilliance descended, and white sanctity flowed around the Saint.

The grace of the goddess, where if it were a field, grass would grow, and if there were sick people, they would heal in the blink of an eye.

I took a step back because the overwhelming warmth and gentleness were a bit burdensome.

If you’re in that sanctity, you just feel good and peaceful for no reason.

After a few seconds, the Saint opened her eyes, and a white sparkle shimmered.

“It seems that the Rogue’s Guiding Star is connected to some great destiny.”

This answer was inexplicable in many ways.

“Guide star?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm, is there any way to resolve that?”

“Since it’s intertwined with the fate of one person, trying to forcibly detach it could put your life at risk. She say you need to slowly draw it away with the force of another destiny, but it might take some time.”

If it puts my life at risk, there’s nothing much I can do about it…

Still, it’s fortunate that there’s not absolutely no way.

“The goddess is pulling the fate, and she says it’s important to continue what you’re doing now. She says that resisting fate weakens the force of fate itself.”

“Okay. Thanks for letting me know, Saint.”

“Hehe, it’s my pleasure…”

In the end, I returned to where I started.

I must continue to strive to be expelled from the Hero party.

Until I am expelled!

***

The Rogue’s way.

When resolving things in a dishonest and unethical manner, it’s often said with a hint of resentment that it’s resolved in the “Rogue’s way.” 

It’s one of the idiomatic expressions that can give you an idea of how the profession of a Rogue is perceived in society.

However, among Rogues, this idiom is used in a slightly different context. 

When faced with a situation where conventional methods are ineffective and a problem seems unsolvable, if a Rogue uses all means at his disposal to devise a solution and resolve the issue, he says he used the “Rogue’s way.”

While in mainstream usage, this idiom often conveys a sense of disappointment, for Rogues, it’s a source of pride and dignity.

Opening a locked door with something other than a key, exploiting the weaknesses of unbeatable foes, or staunching bleeding wounds with makeshift bandages against all odds—all of these represent the Rogue’s way, transcending mere trickery.

And the guild where such Rogues gather is—

“Welcome to the Rogue Guild.”

The Rogue Guild.

It’s a familiar place to me.

A few months ago, even when gathering information on the “Slave Trader,” the Rogue Guild was utilized.

However, there was a slight change from back then.

“Hmm? Did the receptionist change?”

“Yes. The previous receptionist was dismissed due to some irregularities she committed.”

“I see. How did that happen? She should have been more careful not to get caught.”

A few minor irregularities in the Rogue Guild are nothing to scoff at.

As long as you don’t get caught, that’s all that matters. 

That’s the “Rogue’s way.”

“That… There was a guild-wide audit related to the illegal slave trading crackdown a few months ago.”

“Oh…”

“It was because of you.”

As expected, I think that those who commit corruption are bad.

Regardless of customs or conventions, corruption is ultimately corruption, and corruption is not a subject for compromise but for resolution. 

Just because it has always been done that way or because everyone else does it, doesn’t mean one should do wrong things the same way.

Especially in such times, one must believe in oneself and uphold justice as a guiding light to act rightly.

Hmm, that’s the right thing to do. 

Look at our Hero.

Isn’t her mind pure, always acting kindly?

Occasionally causing trouble, but still.

“That receptionist was unlucky.”

“Yes, it’s regrettable.”

We chatted for a few minutes about the current situation of the receptionist and the Rogue guild.

It seemed that even the ‘minor’ curse I asked the wizard for had been properly relayed to the guild elders.

“So these days, the atmosphere in the Rogue guild is a bit ominous.”

“Hmm, is that why the bulletin board is empty?”

“The Rogue’s guild’s bulletin board? It’s… always been empty.” 

“I see.”

There didn’t seem to be any requests worthy of mention on the Rogue’s guild’s bulletin board.

Since the tasks related to the affairs of the Rogue guild were usually difficult to ‘officially’ entrust, it couldn’t be helped. 

Those who entrust such tasks tend to prefer more secretive methods, after all.

“If you happen to need a request, there are a few available.”

“I don’t particularly need any… but can I take a look?”

Rogue guild requests were generally messy and shoddy affairs. 

There were even cases where the payment wasn’t properly fulfilled.

Taking on such requests might lower the favourability of party members, wouldn’t it? 

While expulsion wouldn’t be the consequence, the bond might weaken a bit.

“Here you go.”


“Oh…”

There were more prepared requests than expected.

“Investigation request for food recipes from Sentimental Upper… Is this entrusted from the upper echelons who are the competition?”

“I can’t disclose the client, but… that’s probably the case, right? Will you take it?”

“No. Um, I’m actually the head of Sentimental Upper…”

“I see.”

For a moment, an awkward silence hung between us.

“I’ll dispose of that request.”

“There’s no need for that. If the recipes become widely known and elevate the overall standard of food, I’d be pleased as well… Shall I just write it down here?”

The operating funds of the Upper Management are essentially the party’s funds. 

If our venture were to fail because of the competition, it might even be for the best. 

Of course, it’s a bit wicked, so after receiving the completion fee for the request, I should just openly release the recipe for free.

With that, I resolved one request right then and there and checked the next one.

“Survey on the social circle formed in the coastal village…?”

“Yes. A new religion, distinct from the Goddess Worshiping, seems to have taken root. According to the provided data, there’s a high likelihood it’s related to worship of evil spirits.”

Dealing with requests related to religion is definitely a problem that can only be handled ‘the Rogue’s way’.

Such religions often incite commoners to fight to preserve their own faith.

Dealing with them is different from dealing with rogues or monsters.

One cannot simply oppress those who have fallen into heretical religious beliefs just because they are decent and faithful individuals.

Carelessness could lead to facing the consequences without any achievements.

“This looks good.”

“Will you take on this request?”

“Yes, please provide the data.”

This means it’s a challenging task without much reward. 

It was a request that I needed at the moment. 

It had to be at least this much for the Hero to lose faith. 

The resentment of a weary Hero facing people steeped in religious fanaticism would likely be directed towards me, the one who accepted this request. 

If that happens—

“Hero! You’re expelled from the party! I don’t want to be involved in such things!”

This time, it would indeed be possible to be expelled from the party.

It was a perfect plan.

I arrived at the rural village where the social investigation was said to be needed. 

There were no signs of fanatical rituals worshipping evil spirits. 

There were no suspicious symbols, no devout followers covered in blood. 

It was a peaceful and quiet… ordinary village. 

That’s why it felt suspicious. 

People who intentionally hide something tend to appear excessively innocent. 

If a place that should be noisy is quiet, it might mean there’s a more tumultuous secret hidden beneath the surface.

“Saint, have you figured anything out?”

“The Goddess has spoken, saying that something is covering our sight. Something related to the divine… It seems that something is indeed hidden.”

Even if the eyes of the Goddess said to be bright, they cannot see everything. 

Just like the amulet used by the cultists that had escaped from the party, there were several means to shield the eyes of the Goddess.

This village, too, was protected by such ‘something’. 

That fact was the most certain evidence that something sinister was afoot.

“Let’s first meet with the leader of this village.”

After a few inquiries, we managed to find the house of the village chief.

Along the way, some villagers we encountered reacted with surprisingly startled expressions. 

It wasn’t just the surprise of a Hero party visiting the village; it was more like… the shock of witnessing something unbelievable.

“Who’s there?”

As we knocked on the door and waited, a voice of a man whose age was difficult to guess came from behind the door.

“Who are you?”

“We are the Hero Party. We’ve come to investigate something in this village.”

“…Please wait a moment.”

After a moment, the door opened, and we were greeted by a young man with a dignified appearance.

“Are you the chief of the village?” I asked, unable to see him as a village chief at all.

The response I received, however, was completely unrelated to the question I asked.

“…Oh, Lord.”


“Pardon?”

“Oh…! My Lord!”

Suddenly, the man started muttering incomprehensible words to himself. 

Then, with a thud, he knelt down, pressed his head flat against the ground, and shouted, “I, your humble servant, greet the Holy One!”

“…Um, yes?”



 
  
    Chapter 12: I was chosen as the Saint


Unable to understand language at all, I stood there dumbfounded and bewildered. 

Perhaps due to the commotion caused by the village chief, doors of neighbouring houses started opening, and people began coming out one by one. 

Their reactions were not much different from the village chief’s.

With faces showing doubt and a hint of tension, they initially came out, then checked my own face in disbelief, and finally dropped to their knees on the ground.

“Oh, Lord!”

The contextless praise was an unexpected bonus.

“This is unbelievable…”

Could it be that the “luck” the goddess mentioned had now turned into collective mass hysteria among the villagers?

It was such a bizarre sight that it raised doubts.

“Um, please get up…”

“How dare I, a humble being, dare to meet the revered one’s gaze so recklessly?!”

“But I’m not a god or anything…”

“The revered one is our master and savior!”

There was simply no way to communicate properly, despite my efforts to have a coherent conversation. 

The Saint beside me finally spoke up as if she had realized something.

“Oops…” 

“Huh? Saint, what’s wrong?” 

“The Goddess seems to have figured out what’s going on in here.” 

“…?” 

With that, the Saint began to walk somewhere. 

Since all of the party members knew how exceptional the goddess’s navigation skills were, we silently followed the Saint. 

Soon, we came across a roughly constructed temple. 

Looking back, we saw the villagers silently following us with their heads bowed. 

Then, as we turned back and our eyes met, the Saint was startled and immediately dropped to her knees again. 

“This is it.” 

“It looks like a temple… but not a temple dedicated to the goddess, right?” 

As we entered the temple, there was a smell of water. 

It was a damp, but not unpleasant smell, like dew on rocks. 

The source of the smell was a massive statue placed at the innermost part of the temple. 

Upon seeing the statue depicting a deity in the form of a human, one of the hero party exclaimed, 

“It’s Rogue’s Statue!” 

“It does resemble me a bit…”

Certainly, it resembled me. 

Only then could I understand what the God believed by them was.

“The God we awakened at the request of the goddess last time?” 

“It seems so.” 

Since it was a properly endorsed ‘God’ by the goddess herself, this couldn’t be regarded as something like worship of demons or evil spirits. 

This would need to be properly investigated and organized later to be sent to the papacy. 

It would be problematic if the God was designated as heresy by the church due to lack of understanding. 

“It seems we should inform the church properly. Saint, could you help with that?” 

“Yes. Hehe, the Rogue is diligent.” 

“People worshiping a statue bearing my face as a God… If problems arise, it could be troublesome for me…” 

I want to be expelled from the party but not from this world. 

I don’t want to live a life being chased by inquisitors. 

“I’ll ask the goddess to issue an official proclamation.” 

“It’s just occurring to me now, but it’s incredibly convenient to be able to have a direct conversation with the goddess…” 

The goddess provides navigation from the heavens, allows the use of divine power, and even gives revelations if something seems to be going wrong.

Even the Saints appearing in history weren’t like her. 

It’s only because she’s her that she receives such favour from the goddess to this extent. 

The world is truly unfair. 

“Oh! The Rogue statue is glowing?” 

“Huh?” 

While the Saint was talking, suddenly the statue began to glow. 

And soon, radiance flowed out from the golden statue, shining like a laser towards the direction of the hero party. 

The startled party members tried to guard themselves and block the light, but it was futile. 

The emitted light hit directly on my heart. 

“Huh?” 

An overwhelming sensation, as if floating on clouds, began to fill the minds. 

Connection with the God… gentleness… fulfilment glory… Various words flashed through my heart, replacing part of me.

Soon, the heartbeat became distinct, and I could feel a huge, warm energy pulsating with my blood. 

How much time had passed? 

Subjectively, it felt like several hours had gone by, but in reality, it was just a moment, as the surroundings remained unchanged.

“What was that?” 

“Are you okay, Rogue?” 

“Oh, uh. I’m fine, but… I’m not sure, actually.” 

“Hmm? What’s wrong?” 

“Something… feels different.” 

The world seemed a bit clearer. 

I could even feel the colours of each speck of dust illuminated by the sunlight streaming through the cracks of the temple. 

There was a sense of relief and contentment, as if I could do anything. 

It felt like I  had shed the weight that was holding me down. 

And, also… I could sense the presence of the goddess within the Saint in a way beyond the five senses. 

It was as if I had gained an extra set of eyes to see something other than light. 

“Saint, do you know what’s happening?” 

“It seems the Rogue has been chosen.” 

“Chosen?” 

“Like me.” 

“Like Saint…?”

 Oh, so that’s what it is.


“I’ve become a Saintess?” 

“Since you’re a man, I guess we should call you a ‘Saint’ instead of a Saintess.” 

“Does that make sense?” 

“Considering it was Rogue who awakened that God, perhaps the God also took a liking to the Rogue?” 

Watching the Saint being favoured by the goddess, the Rogue couldn’t help but feel a bit envious. 

But suddenly, he became a saint. 

Indeed, the world is unfair. 

And it seems he’s the most unfair person in this world. 

“But wait, I don’t hear voices like the Saint does.” 

“The goddess said that the God who chose the Rogue is still inexperienced, so the extent of the divine power bestowed upon him may be limited.” 

“I appreciate it, but… I’m not sure. So, does that mean I can heal others like the Saint?” 

“I don’t think so. That God… um, hehe.”

 “Huh?” 

“He’s called the God of Lust…?” 

“Lust…?” 

“The goddess mentioned that the divine power probably has similar effects.” 

A God of lust. 

Like a God of Sex, so why does such a God exist…?

“A power of lust… it’s hard to imagine what that entails.” 

“Wouldn’t you find out if you try using it?” 

Upon the Saint’s suggestion, focusing on the divine power coursing through my heart, I felt a strong conviction that I could indeed do something. 

Carefully guiding the divine power, I extended my hand outward. 

Then, something cold and damp flowed from my palm. 

“Water…?” 

Oh. 

Surely it’s not some sort of embarrassing power like that of a water gun.

“It’s not just the ability to make water, is it?” 

“The details are unclear even to the goddess, as it’s the domain of another God… Perhaps it’s some kind of holy water?” 

Thinking it might be real holy water, I created a wound on my arm and sprinkled the water I created using the divine power over it. 

But the wound didn’t heal or improve in any way. 

“It doesn’t seem to be holy water. Saint, could you heal it?” 

“Yes.” 

However, I couldn’t be sure if it was because of the water I sprinkled on the wound, but I felt a warming sensation spreading through my body.

Is this overflowing energy coursing through my whole body… rejuvenating my vitality? 

“Perhaps the villagers know something?” 

“Ah, that’s possible.” 

As we exited the temple, the villagers were still waiting outside.

Stopping the villagers who were about to kneel down again as soon as I  emerged, I took out a potion bottle. 

Then, I manipulated the divine power to create water once again, filling the potion bottle. 

“Oh! Oh, Lord!” 

“Do you know what this is?” 

“Yes! It’s holy water!” 

“What does it do?” 

“It’s good for night work!” 

“…Pardon?” 

The villagers fervently began to testify to the blessings they received through the “holy water.” 

Shortly after awakening the new God, rumours spread that a God resembling me was seen.

And from the rock where the God appeared, dew began to form every day. 

Drinking this dew enabled even the elderly to exert vigorous strength like youths. 

The previous village chief tried to monopolize this holy water, but due to excessive use, he ended up dying from poisoning instead.

Afterward, the young man who newly took the position of village chief built a temple to worship the “God” and carved statues from the rocks where dew formed. 

As a result, similar effects to drinking the dew was observed when praying to the Statue, and soon, all the villagers began to directly experience the miracles of the God.

The holy water dripping from the statues every day was an added bonus.

“Ah… a Saint who produces aphrodisiacs from his hands. Isn’t that a bit…?”

“Don’t need to explain it in detail.”

The Hero looked puzzled, as if she didn’t quite understand what was being discussed.

I’ll need to prepare a sex education plan for the Hero too, but when should I do that?

“Anyway, I’ll distribute this holy water to all of you.”

I filled several potion bottles with aphrodisiacs and distributed them to the people.

Honestly, I’m not sure if this power is as remarkable as it’s being made out to be. 

Wouldn’t it have been better if it was a healing ability like the Saint…?

“Hero…” 

“Yeah?” 

“Let’s go back…” 

“Okay!”

And so, the investigation mission ended fruitlessly.

***

The next afternoon.

A merchant in charge hurriedly came to find me.

“Boss!” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“It’s… It’s a disaster!” 

“A disaster?” 

“Well, our entire business might collapse, or we might have to compensate for huge losses, even if it means going into debt!” 

“Oh.”

“Boss?”

“No, please continue.”


“We’ve discovered serious side effects from the hair tonic we started selling in our business!”

“Side effects?”

“Yes! Um, it’s causing negative effects on men’s nocturnal activities… We’re receiving serious complaints from our customers right now! Even from the royal family.” 

“Ah, I see.” 

“Really?”



 
  
    Chapter 13: I pretended to be Sick


Unfortunately, due to the side effects of the hair tonic, there was almost a serious issue regarding compensation for damages. 

However, thankfully, the problem was resolved by providing existing buyers of the hair tonic with a newly developed aphrodisiac, which was able to be produced due to being chosen as a saint. 

During this process, rumors spread that members of the royal family suffered from baldness, but fortunately, the situation was somehow calmed down. 

And then, there was a huge influx of requests from people wanting to purchase the aphrodisiac separately. 

“We have too much money…” 

Now, the funds of the hero party had swollen to the extent that even if I was to buy several territories, I would still have money left over. 

So, I had to distribute this among the party members. 

“I don’t need this money. It’s fitting for you, the Rogue, to take it with your skills.” 

“Hehe. I think so too!” 

“That sounds good. It seems best for the Rogue to take it.” 

“Hehehe.” 

Somehow, in the end, I ended up taking care of everything myseld. 

I even dedicated about half of it to the kingdom as taxes. 

It was so much that even the tax authorities were perplexed. 

And I received a medal for being diligent taxpayer from the kingdom.

This was all that had happened in the past few days.

 Now, I decided not to worry about money at all. 

‘This method definitely won’t work.’

I need a more certain and powerful method.

A way to retire from the hero party.

I pondered for a while while reporting on the strategy for conquering the 13th floor of the Great Labyrinth at the Adventurer’s Guild. 

Maybe this time, I could find some new clues.

With that in mind, I watched the adventurers wandering around. 

A party happened to be having a farewell party.

“Jenny, you’ve worked hard all this time.”

“Thank you all…. You didn’t have to go this far to say goodbye….”

“Ah, if we’re parting ways, we should do it properly. It’s not fair to make us seem like such heartless people, is it?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Ugh, why are you so down? It’s not your fault, so there’s no need to apologize so much. If you keep crying like that, we can’t send you off in peace.”

“Haha…”

“With that leg, farming would be tough. Have you thought about what you’ll do if you quit being an adventurer?”

“I’m thinking of starting glassblowing inheriting my parents’ business… “

“I see.”

It seemed like something had happened; upon inquiring, it turned out that she had injured their leg and could no longer continue as an adventurer.

Retirement due to injury was quite common. 

If you ask a high-ranking cleric, they might be able to heal the disability, but most adventurers don’t even get that opportunity. 

Only parties like the “Hero Party” with a Saint could adventure without worrying about such consequences.

“Hmm, I wonder if it’s possible somehow?”

If I was to pretend to be injured and complain about physical discomfort, I could probably leave the hero party without them stopping me. 

Just attach a reasonable excuse. 

I could say that I still carry a curse from a wound received in a battle with the Demon King, or perhaps that a strange artifact discovered while exploring the Great Labyrinth was actually an ancient god’s cursed artifact.

If I can properly deceive the heroes:

“I can’t adventure with Rogue anymore. You go back home to rest! We’ll handle the remaining adventures, including the Rogue’s share, among ourselves!”

Wouldn’t it be possible to retire this time?

“That’s it!”

***

“I wish Darami and the wizard could help me.”

“Huh?”

“Y-yes, me?”

With the divine power of the “God of Lust,” I concealed the eyes of the goddess and had a secretive encounter.

The goal is to simulate a ‘disability’ that cannot be healed even by the divine power of the Saint. 

It was an impossible task with only the skills of a Rogue.

“I’ll pretend to have an injury severe enough to make it impossible to continue adventuring any longer. Curse, disability, addiction, anything is fine.”

***

A moment later, the Saint entered the room with the hero.

“Rogue, are you okay?”

“Uh, I’m just feeling a bit uncomfortable…”

“I’ll treat you right away.”

The Saint gathered her hands and began to pray. 

The radiant glow of pure white divine power enveloped her, creating an atmosphere as devout as in religious paintings. 

Soon, along with the prayers, the saint’s divine power seeped into Rogue lying on the bed, emitting a warm and gentle aura.

But there couldn’t possibly be any efficacy. 

This was nothing more than a mere illusion, not a disease or curse. 

It was just a concoction of her vitality… A water potion based on holy water, simulating a patient’s condition by generating heat in the body.

“Cough. Uh, ugh. Saint, stop…”

“Rogue…?”

“I-I’m sorry, but could you just leave? It doesn’t seem to have much effect…”

The fake ‘Curse’ created by the wizard manifested with ominous purple patterns appearing on my skin. 

Startled by the wicked patterns that emerged like tattoos of a primitive tribe, the Saint took a step back.

“A curse…?”

“It seems like I was cursed during the final battle with the Demon King….”

“A-Are you okay?”

“Mm, it’s not that painful, so you don’t have to worry too much. But still, adventuring might be a bit difficult for me. How about you guys go ahead without me? I’ll take it easy for a bit…”

The Saint wore a perfectly deceived expression. 

With the divine power of the “God of Lust” covering the eyes of the goddess, there was no chance of the deception being exposed. 

Instead, she might even start to believe that something like ‘something beyond the reach of the divine touch’ was tormenting me, like in the villages. 

That’s where demons or devils come into play.

“Why all of a sudden…”

“I can’t just leave the Rogue behind. I’ll take care of the Rogue all day!”


“Uh, thanks. Hero.”

“I’ll help too… If we keep praying to the goddess, maybe she’ll help.”

“Yeah. Thank you, Saint.”

Not long after, the Elf also came to the room, and I could deceive her too by telling the same story and pretending to be in pain.

The Wizard who knew the secret wasn’t good at lying… But since she wasn’t good at talking in the first place, there was no need for her to act.

After resting for a few days like this, I could say I would retire from adventuring altogether and recuperate in my hometown.

It was a perfect plan.

***

I thought it was a perfect plan.

“Oh, Hero. What’s this?”

“An elixir!”

“So, the one that comes out in legends…? The dream potion that all alchemists want to make…?”

“Yeah!”

The elixir, which legend says can cure all ailments and transform the body into one close to immortality upon consumption, along with the Philosopher’s Stone, is the ultimate goal of alchemy that all alchemists dream of.

The hero brought it along.

But it wasn’t just the hero.

“Elf, is that…?”

“The fruit of the World Tree. It only opens once every thousand years… But other High Elves agreed to give it to you for the sake of the benefactor.”

“I see….”

The fruit of the World Tree. 

Upon consumption, it purges all toxins from the body and transforms it into the purest and most perfect form.

The elf went to the Great Forest to obtain that fruit. 

It’s a treasure even revered by those High Elves.

“Saint…”

“Hehe, the goddess bestowed her grace directly to help the Rogue.”

The Tears of the Goddess. 

The sacred water said to wash away all curses and sins of the soul with just a single drop, a relic from the mythological era.

The saint brought this great gift, a relic that can only be found by delving into records from the mythological age.

“Rogue! Drink this!”

“Drink it, Rogue.”

“Hehe, even the goddess wishes for the Rogue to drink.”

With such persuasion, it was impossible to refuse.

Eventually, after pondering, I swallowed all three simultaneously.

Suddenly, my vision turned white, and I felt a strange sensation as if something important within me was crumbling and rebuilding…

“What?”

No, my body was truly disintegrating into white light from my fingertips.

The divine power pulsating from my heart flowed through my veins along with the three elixirs, reconstructing the body into something befitting the divine.

The energy from Darami’s potion, the mana from the wizard’s magic circle, mixed with my blood. 

Yes, the blood.

At this moment, my veins pulsed with a great mystery akin to blood.

They pulsated with divine power received directly from the gods, the potent effects of the alchemist’s skill, directed by the mana of the inquisitive wizard, remained untouched by time thanks to the elixir, purified by the fruit of the World Tree, and returned to divinity alongside the Tears of the Goddess.

The reconstruction of the body with mysteries transcended the limits beyond mere regeneration.

When this reconstruction finally concluded:

“What is this…?”

“Rogue? Are you okay?”

I realized I was both the same as before and completely different being at the same time.

“Hero, could you hand me a dagger?”

“Huh? Here you go!”

I cut my palm with the dagger given by the Hero. 

A few drops of blood flowed out, but in an instant, the palm healed completely, leaving no scar.


“Wow…”

It was immediately clear. 

I can no longer be affected by most diseases or wounds.

In other words, I gained super-regenerative abilities.

Should I try a fire punch…?



 
  
    Chapter 14: I feel better after taking a walk


I feel better now. 

I didn’t really have any illnesses or disabilities before, but now I’ve become almost like an immortal. 

It’s only natural since I’ve consumed elixir, Fruit of the World Tree, and Tears of the Goddess all at once.

“Hmm? You want to use my body as a material?” 

“Hehehe.” 

“Um, okay. Just a little bit of blood, right?” 

“Hehehe, blood mixed with mana, divine power, and alchemical properties… Hehe!”

After giving some blood to the Wizard, I leaned back on the sofa. 

When I closed my eyes, everything became clearer. 

The sound of the Wizard opening the door and leaving the room, the rustling from outside the window, the sound of the wind, the creaking of trees. 

It wasn’t an unpleasant noise. 

Rather, it was like a soothing white noise that made my mind calm. 

I even found myself humming along to those sounds for a while, carried away by the mood.

Even though it was late, I didn’t feel any hint of tiredness. 

If I wanted, I could probably stay up for days without sleeping, as long as my mind was willing. 

It felt refreshing. 

Relaxed. 

The comfortable sensation of shedding away the fatigue and tension that had clung to my body.

In that freedom, I could vaguely sense what it meant to have ‘transcended’ humanity.

“It’s not exactly a pleasant feeling, though.”

Even the muscles in my body felt incredibly soft. 

They flowed like a cat and slipped like silk. 

They slipped away from gravity’s grasp without resistance, sliding through my fingers.

It wasn’t a feeling of joy. 

If a creature accustomed to living on the ground were to dangle from a high cliff, even if it had angel wings, it would feel uneasy. 

The excessive comfort brought about a sense of unease instead of reassurance.

“…Maybe I should take a walk.”

I grabbed my coat and went outside.

As usual, there was the Elf guarding the door.

“Hmm? Rogue. Something’s up at this hour. Is your body feeling a bit better?”

“Thanks to you, my body is so healthy that I was worried about how to relieve it.”

“Is that so? Is that what it means?”

“Huh?”

“…It’s nothing.”

“How dull.”

Today, for some reason, her presence felt very comforting and dear to me.

Perhaps because I didn’t have the urge to run away. 

Right now, I just wanted to leisurely walk outside and then come back.

“Elf.”

“Hmm?”

“Wanna take a walk together?”

“Oh? Rogue offering to accompany me is unusual.”

“Just like a social misfit…”

“Hehe, I meant it as a compliment. I’ll escort you.”

“Since I suddenly felt like taking a walk alone.”

“I can’t leave our benefactor to walk alone at night.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

“It’s my pleasure, Your Highness.”

“Ugh.”

Was this elf always like this?

If she had to address me, she could have at least called me a prince. 

Why did she have to call me a princess?

“I’ll take the embarrassment…”

“I just felt nostalgic and tried to imitate it a bit.”

“Back when you were a High Elf princess?”

“Yeah. It was a time when I was naive and innocent.”

“It’s hard to imagine.”

“You don’t have to imagine. I prefer being the one who protects rather than being protected.”

Saying so, the elf guided me outside.

The “Adventurer’s City” built near the Palace was particularly dark and quiet on this pitch-black night. 

No one worked here at night.

Even the red-light district was closed, as if enjoying the spring during the day.

After midnight, the Grand Palace would mesmerize people. 

It was particularly difficult to resist its temptation under the moonlight.

“It’s a bit eerie.”

“Tonight, the moon is particularly beautiful…”

“…Pfft.”

“Why are you laughing?”

“I heard that line somewhere.”

“I just said the moon is beautiful because it is.”

“Is that so?”

The alchemy guild with potions depicted on its sign, the adventurer guild with swords and shields engraved on its sign, all were closed.

So, there was nowhere to enter. 

At this hour, only aimless footsteps had the right to tread.

Except for one type of people.

“Yeah, you’re right. The moon is indeed beautiful.”

“…Rogue?” 

Night is the time for Rogues and Thieves. 

Even at this time when no one walks the streets, the doors of the Rogue’s Guild is open.


“Do you have business at the Rogue’s Guild?” “

“Not exactly, um. I realized I don’t really like walking. Let’s go inside and rest a bit.” 

“If your legs hurt, I can carry you to your room, even if I have to.”

“That wouldn’t be a bad idea, but it’s rare, so let’s go inside.”

The Rogue’s guild at night is a place where people who “cannot show their faces” gather. 

It’s also a place where people with intense desires come, so much so that they aren’t tempted by the Grand Palace.

The atmosphere was much different from during the day. 

A hooded figure was loudly arguing with the receptionist.

“Hey! Do you know who I am?”

Why bother saying that while covering your face, hoping not to be recognized? 

Anyway, there were many amusing people around. 

I sat quietly at a table in the guild with the elf.

“I asked about the slave trader here.”

“Is that so? It’s a grateful place.”

“Actually, it was just a coincidence. That the slave was a High Elf, and that the slave trader was actually a criminal dealing in human trafficking in the Great Forest.”

“I had some suspicions. Still, I’m grateful. You’re still our benefactor.”

“Uh, that’s not what I meant. Um. How old are you, Elf?”

“…In human years, about twenty.”

“Didn’t you live much longer…? I heard you were active even during the former hero days.”

“…Age isn’t that important for elves. Like a flower that withers and blooms again with each season, we bloom with new petals every moment.”

She seemed to be trying to avoid the topic when it came to age.

‘Should I pry a bit more? Is my likability dropping?’

“I asked about how you cope with overflowing energy and vitality… how you manage to release it consistently. You used to not accompany me all night. You were on your own back then.”

“Elf?”

Suddenly, the elf started to sweat and avoided eye contact.

“Are you okay?”

“…I’m fine.”

“You’re sweating. Are you in pain?”

“No, it just feels a bit hot.”

“In this weather…?”

The elf remained silent.

She seemed quite exhausted when I massaged her last time. 

It wouldn’t hurt to admit it. 

I got up and sat next to the elf.

“You’re sweating a lot.”

“…I really am fine.”

“If you say so, but here’s a handkerchief. Use it to wipe away the sweat.”

“But what were we talking about earlier? Ah, I asked about how you cope with overflowing energy…?”

“…Uh, maybe we shouldn’t discuss this now?”

“Huh?”

“I’m feeling a bit tired, so I can’t remember well now. I’ll tell you when it comes back to me.”

“Oh, okay. Are you really tired?”

“I guess so….”

Maybe suggesting a nighttime stroll wasn’t a good idea. 

Perhaps I should infuse some divine energy, albeit a strange kind that I used for making potions. 

It was quite effective for replenishing energy and relieving fatigue.

I guided the warm power settled in my heart to the elf’s fingertips and infused it into her.

“Then let’s slowly head back to our lodgings.”

The customer who was shaking at the reception desk was now gone.

It seemed odd to sit in the guild without any business. 

It was time to go back.

“Elf?”

“…Okay. Let’s go back.”

I held onto the elf’s sleeve as she tried to leave the guild quickly.

With a puzzled look, the elf glanced back at me, and I gave her a gentle smile and extended my hand.

“Weren’t you going to escort me back?”

“Oh…”

The elf’s eyes shook as if in an earthquake.

Why is she like this?

After a while, she looked at me with shaking eyes, took a deep breath, and grabbed my hand.

“Let’s go, Your Highness.”

“My knight. Yes”

“Rogue, didn’t you dislike these kinds of jokes?”

“To be honest, it gave me goosebumps even saying it.”

Since the one getting goosebumps is the listener, I thought it would be better if I said it.

That was a wrong idea. 

It’s really giving me chills.

“Still, well… I don’t dislike it.”

We’ve spent so much time relying on each other, I couldn’t just refuse one little prank.

It’s not because I dislike them that I want to be kicked out of the party.

“It’s okay to joke around a bit more. I’ll accept anything as long as it’s from you.”

“Elf?”

“Ah… haa…”

“What…?”

The elf suddenly lifted me up as if carrying a princess, holding me under my knees, and supporting my back.

“Uh, Elf? What’s this…”

“….”

“Huh?!”

The elf started running at full speed. 

I grabbed onto her neck, startled.

What’s going on?

Is it because I’m a princess…?


After running for a few minutes, we were back at our lodging before I knew it. 

The elf came into her room and laid me down on the bed.

“Phew… that was a surprise. Please refrain from these rough jokes in the future… But still, thanks for bringing me here, Elf. You must be tired too, so go rest.”

“Elf?”

“…”



 
  
    Chapter 15: I had a Good Dream


The elf’s hands firmly gripped my shoulders, fiercely enough to make the clothes feel like they were tearing and the bones like they were breaking.

Reflexively, there was a slight attempt to step back, but the shoulders were held firmly, making it impossible to move. 

The strength of a long-lived ranger who had held a bow for centuries could hold even the wind steady.

“Elf…? What’s wrong? I’m feeling a bit hurt…”

“I’d like you to call me by my name.”

“Huh…?”

“Sentimental. Just for this moment… wouldn’t it be nice if you called me by my name?”

“Is it… difficult?”

Oh, wait a moment.

What was her name again? 

Even though I have been calling ‘Elf’ for years, now that I think about it, I can’t seem to remember it.

Sure, I know it, but when it comes to saying it, there are times when you forget for a moment, right? 

It was exactly like that now.

For a moment, silence lingered between the two. 

It was an ideal silence as if drawn in a painting. 

Not even the sound of crows cawing or cats meowing could be heard.

Cold sweat trickled down. 

It was unclear whether it was from the elf’s hand or from my own neck.

No matter how much I racked my brain, the name wouldn’t come to mind, so I eventually had to confess with a heavy heart.

“…Elf. That’s…”

“I’m sorry.”

“Huh?”

“Wait, I seem to have been a bit… out of sorts for a moment. I’m truly… truly sorry.”

Oh, asking to be called by her name wasn’t such an unreasonable request, was it?

If anything, I feel a little sorry for forgetting her name.

The elf, for some reason, released her grip and took a step back, covering her face with one hand and bowing deeply. 

A sigh escaped like a scream through the elf’s fingers.

The elf continued to mutter as if trying to justify something, still covering her face. 

Her voice was soft and fast, as if she was justifying herself to her own conscience.

“I feel like I’ve momentarily lost my mind to ask someone who is both a comrade and a benefactor to address me in such a way. I don’t deserve to look at you…”

“Elf.”

“…”

“What’s the matter? You seem to be getting too… worked up, don’t you?”

I’m not sure what the elf is thinking. 

Even if you’re someone with heavenly eyes, you can’t see what’s happening in someone else’s mind.

If that was possible, I would have been kicked out of the hero party and enjoying a splendid retirement by now.

But there’s no need to delve into someone’s mind to calm them down.

You don’t even need divine power or magic for that.

Every Rogue has their own way.

I reach out, gently pulling, as if catching the air. 

I pull my hand back, scattering the glint of light, and meet her gaze. 

As she tried to avoid eye contact, I slightly stoop forward, making the elf step back.

Misdirection. 

‘Stealing’ the gaze. 

I have enough of the room’s lighting stored in my head. 

If the workshop is the domain of the Wizard, then shadows are the domain of the Rogue.

‘It’s somewhat pathetic that all I can do in my domain is to catch something.’

“I rely on you a lot. The fact that our shambolic hero party could maintain some semblance of order was largely thanks to your experience from the previous hero party. But that’s why I was a bit worried. You seemed to have an unfamiliar distance and shadow…”

Praise should be as specific as possible, and worries should be bundled just enough not to seem too hasty.

After living for so long, you realize that when you pull something into the personal realm, the other person feels ‘understood.’

Rapport formation. 

This naturally opens the other person’s heart and increases trust.

“But seeing you so flustered and anxious now strangely put me at ease. It’s like, ‘Oh, you’re just like me,’ you know?”

“Just like you…?”

“Yeah. As a Rogue, I’ve had my fair share of anxiety. Not being able to help you…”

Oh, this isn’t something I should be saying.

If I say this, there’s a chance that the elf might cast a soul shield and try to banish me from the hero party.

“…Being a Rogue is perceived negatively in many ways. It doesn’t really fit with the heroes who save the world, right?”

“But seeing even an elf like you, who has vanquished the Demon King twice, feeling anxious like this, um, it’s kind of funny and comforting at the same time. It feels like our hearts are connected, you know? We seem to get along pretty well, don’t we?”

It’s not a situation where the word “comforting” fits.

Because of this strange feeling, it might be difficult to respond. 

Beginners try to distract with quick words or foreign languages, but as you continue thieving, you realize a much smoother way to ease the soul. 

It’s the moment when a pickpocket evolves into a con artist.

“I’m lucky to have you as my comrade. Thank you, Elf.”

“…”

“Are you feeling a bit calmer now?”

“…I’m not sure if I can call this calmness.”

“Huh?”

The elf’s face was no longer flushed red. 

Her breathing had calmed, her trembling body had settled, and her gaze had become deep and serene. 

She didn’t cover her face with her palms or clutch her chest anymore.

“Rogue, I’ve lived for quite a long time.”

“Really? Because you’re an elder.”

“I will continue to live for many more years. Perhaps I might even join in on the task of defeating the next Demon King or the one after that.”

“I feel like that’s something you’d do…”

“But I’ve never felt these emotions before… Even if thousands of years were to pass again, I don’t think I’ll ever feel it again. It’s like feeling incredibly comfortable and the world becoming brighter… Feeling like I can do anything and say anything positive… What is this?”

What is it? 

You’ve been conned, that’s what.

It’s a law that once you’re conned by a con artist, even your own children won’t recognize you.


Of course, I have no intention of swindling her out of money, so I’ll implant other implications instead.

“That’s what it means to trust each other.”

“Perhaps now, even without the ‘Hero party’ fence… Maybe we’ve come to trust and rely on each other enough. Don’t you think?”

“…It seems so.”

So let’s just quit the hero party, shall we?

It would be nice to retire and live our own lives.

“Even without grand goals like defeating the Demon King or breaking through the Great Labyrinth, as long as we have each other, we can look at the same place and think the same thoughts. When things get tough, when we’re in pain, when we’re lonely, when we need help… A relationship where we’re the first to think of each other. It feels really wonderful. Don’t you think so?”

“…Yeah.”

We could retire and occasionally meet up for a drink.

We could talk about old times, boast a bit, and sometimes even long for the present moment.

Heroes of the past age, aging together with the same memories. 

I think that’s the kind of relationship that suits us.

No matter how you think about it, staying active any longer is a luxury.

“This talk got too long. It’s late, so Elf, you should go back to your room and rest. I don’t need you as a guard tonight. Thanks for the escort today.”

“I haven’t done anything to deserve thanks.”

“Hmph, okay then. Have a good night, Elf.”

“…You too. Rogue.”

And so the elf returned to her room.

I lay down in the now quiet room, staring blankly at the ceiling. 

I wasn’t really sleepy, but…

If I fell asleep now, I had some kind of feeling that I would have a pleasant dream.

Perhaps this feeling of pleasant anticipation was a more powerful and effective sleeping pill than fatigue or drowsiness.

Thinking that, I closed my eyes.

And so another day came to an end.

***

The next morning.

The Saint suddenly approached me.

“Rogue, you really have no sense.”

“Huh? All of a sudden?”

“The Goddess said so.”

“What did she say?”

Seems like the Goddess has nothing better to do.

Throwing jokes with no clear meaning using the Saint first thing in the morning, it seemed like there was plenty of time to spare.

Last time, when she asked me to wake up that ‘lascivious god,’ and now this, honestly, the Goddess seems a bit lacking in some areas, don’t you think?

“Also, the Goddess says she’s found clues about ‘what the thief wants.'”

“Oh!”

Of course, the Goddess is all-knowing, and the Saint is her only disciple.

“She says that as the ‘bond’ with other people deepens, the fate of those people can draw the fate of the Rogue away from the power the Goddess holds, faster than the Rogue’s original fate.”

“Bond?”

“Capture me like what you did yesterday. I mean what you did with the elf yesterday…?”

“Huh…? Nothing much. Just went for a walk at night?”

We walked around a bit at night, came back to the inn, and just talked.

That’s all.


The content of our conversation was personal, so it’s not something I’d tell others about.

“Goddess…? The elf said that… right? Oh…”

The Saint, who had been receiving revelations from the Goddess, suddenly made a disgusted expression and said,

“Rogue, you really have no sense…”

“You said that earlier didnt you?”



 
  
    Chapter 16: I came to the monastery to find Peace


For a long time, I struggled with the insinuations of the Goddess. 

Since the other party was a Goddess, I couldn’t say a word back to her gossip, which was quite regrettable. 

No, perhaps it’s better to be thankful that I can’t directly hear the voice of the Goddess.

But if someone keeps spoiling life next to you for a long time, it might get a little annoying. 

Since becoming a “Saint,” I could sense the favouritism of the Goddess towards the Saint even more.

“Saint, what should one do when they need some leisure in life?”

“Leisure… you say?”

“You have plenty of money, good relationships, and the honour of being part of the hero party, don’t you? That goes for me, and for us all.”

“Hehe, I suppose so. Everyone thinks of it as a life worth dreaming of.”

“But the idea of leisure and satisfaction… doesn’t necessarily fill anything. Instead, it just feels excessive… There are often times when I just want to let go of everything and live in the countryside.”

“You sound just like a clergyman, Rogue.”

“I think it’s a bit different from that…”

I do think having money is nice. 

I don’t mind receiving honourable praise and using power to control people. 

Traveling with trusted friends in a hero party is also quite enjoyable.

However, for some people, a life that is full may not be as welcoming as a lethargic one.

I want to spend all day in the corner of a room, snacking and scratching my belly. 

Occasionally indulging and wasting, then feeling bored and returning home to lie down listlessly. 

I found myself yearning for such a sloppy lifestyle.

“Then how about visiting a monastery?”

“A monastery?”

“Yes. Even if it’s not strictly a monastery, there are many people who learn about purity and chastity through communal living in monasteries.”

“Um, won’t the hero come after me?”

“I think it’ll be fine since the Hero also deeply believes in the goddess.”

Indeed, the Hero is also a chosen being by the Goddess like the saint.

There seemed to be a deeper level of faith than I had initially thought.

“A monastery, huh…”

The more I thought about it, the less bad it seemed.

If I don’t show up for too long, the hero might come after me, but spending about a week in a monastery should be fine.

Since escaping from the hero party seems impossible, this could be a way to find peace of mind.

“Then, would you prepare for me, Saint?”

“Yes!”

And so, the week-long monastery life began.

The monastery was clean and hygienic. 

I saw some monks sweeping the garden with brooms, and they didn’t seem to be doing it forcibly; they had gentle smiles on their faces.

Wearing the robe I received from the monastery, I felt a strange sense of belonging as if I had become part of it.

I was guided by a nun to the center of the garden, where the statue of the goddess was placed, and was briefed on what to pay attention to by the nun.

“I heard you’re a member of the hero party. Thank you for saving this world.”

“Oh, well, I haven’t done much.”

“You’re as modest as I’ve heard.”

I’m not being modest; I really haven’t done much.

“I think it may be difficult for you to adapt to life in the monastery at first. Especially for adventurers who have lived a free life, it’s often challenging to endure a regular life. However, if you calm your mind and rely on the goddess through prayer, you will surely gain a lot.”

“Yes, I hope so.”

“First, let me introduce you to our monastery.”

Following the nun’s lead, I toured various places in the monastery. 

There were many things happening in the monastery than I had initially thought.

Some copied scriptures onto blank sheets of paper to create new scriptures, while others made things like wine and bread needed for ceremonies. 

Sometimes, if there were patients, they would bring them to the monastery to assist in their treatment. 

Even in the busy daily life, the monks cleaned the surroundings, helped others, and prayed while reading the scriptures.

“That building over there is used by the female monks. Male entry is strictly prohibited, so please be careful.”

“Oh, okay.”

Separated by a brick wall, there was a chapel where male and female monks prayed together in the center. 

As I entered the chapel with the nun, I felt a sense of holiness filling the space. 

I could faintly feel the “gaze of the goddess” here, just as I had felt it when looking at the Saint.

The house of prayer. 

The place closest to the goddess.

It was said that this was the only place where male and female monks could meet.

“After going around once, how do you feel?”

“It’s a wonderful place.”

I felt refreshed after experiencing cleanliness and hygiene for the first time in a while.

I also felt that there was more emphasis on work and labour than just prayer in the monastery.

“Then, shall we start learning how to pray first?”

Life in the monastery was not as stifling or difficult as I had thought.

“Your handwriting is excellent, Monk Sentimental.”

“Oh, uh, thank you.”

I was praised for my calligraphy while copying scriptures, but I’m not sure if my handwriting is really that good. 

Compared to the elf, who can elegantly write in an ancient script, I just write neatly.

Perhaps it was just a customary compliment given to newcomers?

After finishing copying scriptures, the next order was sewing. 

It was said that all the robes worn by the monks in the monastery were made by the monks themselves.

“You’re very skilled with your hands, Monk Sentimental.”

“Is that so…?”

Once again, I received compliments while sewing. 

Compared to the Wizard who can draw magic circles down to the level of a grain of sand, my skills are lacking. 

Perhaps this was just a compliment to lighten the mood.

Feeling unsure how to respond, I just chuckled and let it pass.

Next was medical service.

People from the village came to the monastery for treatment. 

Severe cases were treated by priests who knew how to use divine power, while others received basic first aid from the monks.


“Monk Sentimental, your treatment is perfect…?”

“It’s just basic first aid.”

As a Rogue, I have some skills in bandaging wounds. 

It was a skill that wasn’t needed in the hero party where the Saint, who received the goddess’s love, acted as a healer. 

In this world with divine power and potions, first aid was just a supplementary means.

After medical service, there was simple maintenance work in the monastery. 

Moving materials, breaking down and rebuilding where necessary.

“Monk Sentimental, you’re incredibly strong…”

“Is that so?”

As an adventurer, I had some muscles, but compared to the Hero who can break traps bare-handed, I was relatively weak. 

I had gained a bit of strength through some intense training, though.

After monastery maintenance, it was time for prayer in the chapel. 

I closed my eyes quietly and prayed devoutly while the nun led the worship.

“May the kingdom, power, and glory be yours forever, O goddess.”

‘Don’t talk behind my back to the Saint, Goddess. She’s been talking down to me lately.’

Being chosen as a saint allowed me to grasp the goddess’s gaze more clearly. 

By intertwining the sacred power of the “God of Lust,” I conveyed my own will to the goddess.

Then, the sacred power gathered around me and formed a small vortex.

It seemed that the goddess could hear me praying in the chapel. 

I took this opportunity to say everything I had wanted to say to the goddess.

‘And please, don’t scold so much when we are exploring the maze. At least let them explore for six hours instead of ending it in 30 minutes.’

Most of it was trivial talk.

When the prayer ended, for some reason, all the monks around me were looking at me.

“…Monk Sentimental?”

“Yes?”

“You are… very devout. It’s clear that the Goddess is…”

“Is that so…?”

The Saint even acted as a full-fledged navigator for the Goddess.

Compared to that, I wasn’t even a priest of the Goddess. 

I was just a saint chosen by some minor God. 

I didn’t have much of a connection with the Goddess.

“…With this, we conclude the prayer meeting. Those who wish to repent or have personal prayers are asked to remain in the chapel.”

And so, the day in the monastery came to an end.

Although there was a lot to do, it wasn’t as difficult as I thought. 


I even felt a sense of fulfilment from actually doing something.

“Was I made for monastery life?”

Feeling a pleasant sense of relief, I lazily lounged in the room provided, but feeling restless, I went outside.

“I didn’t realize how beautiful the sunset is…”

It was a peaceful everyday life.



 
  
    Chapter 17: I prayed and was expelled from the Monastery


Living a regular life, every time I wake up and go to sleep, I feel refreshed with overflowing energy. 

It’s not physical strength but rather the freshness of mind and soul. 

Spending the day faithfully, coming back to my personal quarters to lazily indulge in idleness, was immensely enjoyable.

Moderate labor, moderate fulfillment, moderate devotion, moderate laziness. 

This place called the monastery felt like a puzzle piece fitting perfectly into a corner of my heart. 

That’s how I felt after spending three days here.

Today, too, I worked diligently, prayed, volunteered, and finished the day’s tasks. 

By the time dusk fell, only free time remained.

“Should I pray in the chapel again?”

I greeted the monk who was tidying up the chapel and sat in a spot close to the Goddess’s statue. 

I hadn’t deeply pondered about the religions of this world. 

Perhaps because I knew religions of a world where gods didn’t exist, I hadn’t deeply contemplated religions in this world where gods clearly existed.

If it wasn’t about the existence, then distinguishing between necessity and superfluity seemed sufficient. 

However, in this world where gods existed, there existed theology specific to this world. 

Divine power was interpreted as the theology of this world. 

Divine power was the gaze of the goddess. 

Therefore, priests studied love to capture the goddess’s gaze.

The result was this chapel. 

A praying house where white lime, transparent glass, shining gold, and merciful dimness intertwined to create a mysterious atmosphere.

“I’ve come again today, Goddess.”

I cleared my throat and recited the prayer. 

Praying had become quite familiar now. 

After copying scriptures every day, I could imitate a monk to some extent.

I lightly tapped the chapel’s divine power by intertwining it with the God of Lust’s divine power, in a playful manner, like playing with a brave younger sister who was born with magic. 

The Goddess, not being too capricious, could somewhat guess preferences. 

Even after revealing all preferences, there was still some mystery left, and I couldn’t completely grasp her heart.

That was enough. 

I wasn’t a saint.

“And earnestly I pray, may all the angels, saints, and brethren intercede for me before the goddess.”

As I finished the prayer, a radiant glow seemed to open the heavens, and a dense divine power descended.

The monk who had been absent-mindedly watching me prayed, and other monks who had taken their seats prayed along. 

They prayed to the goddess, promising utmost love and dedicating themselves entirely to be used by her.

But I wasn’t that kind of human.

Life in this monastery was just a breather for a week. 

Even the quest to subjugate the Demon King felt like a burden to be discarded once the purpose was fulfilled. 

A regular life was for the sake of twilight’s tranquil serenity after the rules ended.

A utilitarian being. 

A Rogue. 

A person who died once and was reborn.

Chosen by the God of Lust as a saint. 

A reincarnate with exceptional regenerative abilities. 

A friend of the hero.

Come to think of it, I had never prayed to the God of Lust. 

Being chosen as a saint was just a one-sided favour. 

It wasn’t much different from the hero’s obsession or this bothersome luck.

But since I was using it somewhat effectively…

Praying once should be fine.

“O God of Lust.”

Since I didn’t know any known prayers to the God of Lust, I wasn’t to wish for anything or make vows. I didn’t promise, dedicate, devout, or sincere.

Not fanatical like the coastal village folks, not solemn like the monks in the chapel.

Just one word.

“Thank you.”

And then, something started to fall like raindrops.

It was rain. 

Through the gap opened by the Goddess’s radiant glow, the God of Lust’s divine power fell like raindrops.

Unknowingly, I burst into a hollow laughter at the blatant metaphor.

“Truly a God of Lust.”

The Goddess was light, the God of Lust was water.

The Goddess was the sun. The God of Lust was rain.

Even the holy water role of the sacred waterway… what an overt god.

“Shall I go back now?”

I nodded to the monks praying around and left the chapel.

Should I do some cleaning?

Since the monastery was so clean, cleaning felt oddly satisfying. 

It felt like finding hidden pictures in a game of hidden objects.

“Today’s sunset is beautiful again…”

It was the evening before leaving the monastery.

***

The next day, I was expelled from the monastery.

“Monk Sentimental, I’m sorry. We would like you to leave the monastery.”

“Huh?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Uh, why? Did I… break any rules or make a mistake?”

“Monk Sentimental, you’ve been doing very well. To the point of being a role model not only to other monks but also to the priests.”

“Then why…”

“It’s… um, there’s nothing wrong with you, Monk Sentimental, but some others have encountered issues.”

“Others?”

The monk explained.

After I prayed in the chapel and left, some female monks became excited and exhibited mild violence, trying to cross boundaries. 


It seemed as if they had been possessed by something. 

However, even if their souls were purified with divine power, such symptoms only worsened, not subsided.

Moreover, some male monks also suffered from excessive lust or bizarre nightmares. 

“So, um, should I say, as an ideal man as a male? In their dreams, they dream of being robbed of their ideal type women by someone who looks like Sentimental, and they even felt strange sexual pleasure. As a result, they fell into despair and lethargy after waking up from their dreams.”

“I see…”

“It seems that the cause of this phenomenon is suspected to be Monk  Sentimental, so we reluctantly concluded among the priests that we had to send Monk Sentimental away. We sincerely apologize for our inadequacy in causing you to break your vows.”

“No, I’m sorry…”

Upon hearing the entire story, my own impression was as follows:

“This is definitely because of the God of Lust…”

And praying to the God of Lust in the Goddess’s chapel was my own fault as well.

“Here’s something, although it’s nothing special.”

“Oh, is this a monk’s robe?”

“Yes. It’s a monk’s robe made from the fabric woven by Monk Sentimental. Normally, temporary monks are supposed to return their robes when leaving the monastery… but due to circumstances beyond our control, we couldn’t finish your vows, so we prepared this with the hope that you can continue your monastic practices even outside.”

“I see. Thank you. Huh? Isn’t this… the attire worn by priests?”

“If we’re giving something, we wanted to give the best. It doesn’t go against the doctrine as its purpose is different from the priest’s robes.”

“I’m in your debt.”

The black monk’s robe adorned with a rosary and golden buttons was neat and stylish. 

It seemed useful, matching well with the Rogue’s black hood. 

It might not fit his profession perfectly, but it would do.

“I pray that the grace of the Goddess accompanies you.”

“Yes, I’ll pray for you too, priest.”

To the goddess, not the God of Lust.

***

“I’m back.”

“Rogue!”

Even before stepping into the room, the Hero dashed out to greet me at the door.

“I missed you! Hehe.”

“Uh, yeah. I… um…”

Did I miss her?

I wasn’t sure.

Honestly, I thought I felt a bit relieved without the whiny Hero around.

“I’m so glad the Rogue is back…”

“…I missed you too.”

Still, it was hard to be mean to someone who was so happy to see me. 

If it was just a few words, I could say them anytime. 

Hiding a dagger under the tongue and sweet-talking was the Rogue’s way.

“Hehe. Let’s go inside quickly!”

“Uh, yeah.”

As I was about to return to my room with the Hero, their steps halted once again midway.

They were all so impatient.

Before I knew it, the elf and the Saint had appeared, each saying a word.

“Welcome back, Rogue.”

“Hehe, was monastery life suitable for your temperament?”

“Um…”

After exchanging a few words with them, I finally managed to return to my room.

Dealing with those two was much more exhausting than monastery life.

It might mean that they were opponents who required more effort… well, it just didn’t suit me.

While organizing my belongings in the room, I remembered something and stepped out into the hallway. 

Then, he stood in front of a certain door and knocked.

“Wizard, I’m coming in.”

There was no need to wait for a response.

As I entered, I saw the wizard sitting on the bed in pyjamas, smiling mischievously as usual.

“I’m back, Wizard.”

“Hehe.”

“I brought you a present.”

I handed the neatly folded black cloth to the wizard.

It was fabric woven by the monastery, but it wasn’t that special. 

I just felt awkward coming back empty-handed, so I stole one.

“I wasn’t sure about receiving the robe as a gift, but…”

Well, I was a Rogue after all.

Having bad habits was unavoidable.

“It’s nothing much, but I thought you might like it, Wizard.”

“…Thank you.”

“Huh?”

“Hehehe.”

Did I mishear?

For a moment, it seemed like the Wizard spoke quite calmly.

“Did you just say something Wizard?”

“Hehehe. Hehe.”

“Yeah, forget it.”


“Hehe.”

It must have been just my imagination.

Author’s Note:

The clothing on the cover has appeared.

A Rogue in a mixed robe of black monk’s robe and Rogue’s hood… Personally, I think it’s a combination full of romance.



 
  
    Chapter 18: It gave the Porter a Dream


“Rogue! You did a great job today! Hehe.”

“Uh, thanks. Since I’ll be handling the strategy guide, why don’t you head back to the dormitory and rest first, Hero?”

“Yeah! Should the Rogue hurry back too?”

“…Yeah. I’ll be back soon.”

“Hehe.”

Having visited the monastery once, I felt like he had found peace of mind.

I  could also treat the bothersome Hero with a bit more generosity. 

If I devoted himself to inner peace like this, I could probably endure with a hearty laugh for about ten years. 

Perhaps by then, even the Hero’s exploration of the Great Labyrinth would be over.

And then, the Hero’s party could disband, allowing me to spend a peaceful retirement.

I envisioned a future where my dreams were realized. 

The depths of the Great Labyrinth. 

The journey ending as the Hero’s sword pierced the heart of the Labyrinth.

The Hero approached me as I confirmed the last treasure of the Great Labyrinth.

“Oh, warrior, with this, our journey finally ends.”

-“Our journey isn’t over yet!”

-“Huh?”

-“Next, let’s go to a different universe!”

“Uh.”

As I imagined that moment, I couldn’t bear the bleakness and returned to reality.

With this mindset, nothing would change.

If she had been a normal Hero, the journey would have ended the moment she defeated the Demon King. 

There was no guarantee that the journey would end just because she completely conquered the Great Labyrinth.

I needed to make an effort to escape from the hero party right now. 

Thus, I had to put an end to this endless journey.

“…Am I missing something fundamental?”

I sat at the Adventurer guild’s table, reflecting on everything I had done so far.

I had attempted to escape, made efforts to lower the hero’s favourability, and even tried to induce public or financial problems. 

But all had failed. 

Luck had strangely skewed the results.

“Maybe choosing to be a Rogue as my profession was the problem?”

Such futile thoughts even crossed my mind.

In a world like a game, it wouldn’t be strange for luck to be included as a major attribute of a Rogue.

“What is luck, anyway…”

“Ah, um, Se… Sentimental?”

While contemplating luck, I heard a familiar voice.

It was Darami, the squirrel demi-human who used to be our party’s Porter.

Due to Darami’s busy comings and goings between the Alchemy Guild and the Adventurer Guild, we often crossed paths at the guild. 

When I visited the Alchemy Guild to purchase the Wizard’s potions, I usually met Darami.

“Oh, Darami. It’s been a while.”

“Yes, yes! Oh, it’s really been a while! Truly!”

“I just stayed at the monastery for a bit.”

“The monastery…?”

“Uh. I received this robe under the hood from there too.”

My current attire was a black monk’s robe with a flipped-over black cloak for the Rogue.

Thanks to the simple design of the monk’s robe, it didn’t look awkward even when worn together.

“Doesn’t it suit me a little?”

“Um, it looks cool!”

“Thanks. Darami, that outfit suits you well too.”

“Hehe… Th-thank you…”

In truth, due to Darami’s large bag, her attire didn’t catch my eye much.

Always carrying a bag larger than her body, with thick straps covering half of her top, it didn’t evoke anything other than practicality.

Seeing Darami so pleased with the compliment made me feel a little guilty.

“…But wouldn’t it be okay to reduce the size of the bag a bit?”

“Wh-what? Th-that’s, if-if Sen… Sentimental wants, then…”

“…No, I’m sorry. I think that bag suits you very well.”

“Hehe… Th-thank you…”

It wasn’t such a big deal to suggest changing the bag, was it?

I wonder if there’s some story behind that bag?

It might be bothersome to ask, so I won’t ask…

“Still, isn’t the tail a bit uncomfortable?”

“Ta-tail?”

“Uh. If you’re supporting a heavy bag from below, wouldn’t it bend or something?”

“It’s, it’s flexible so it’s fine…!”

“Is that so?”

“Y-yes, yes. Exc… Except for feeling too good, it’s fine… There’s, there’s nothing sexual about it!”

“Uh, okay.”

“Instead of that, Sentimental… Do you have something on your mind?”

“Huh?”

“I, I didn’t eavesdrop, but I overheard, I mean, I accidentally heard that you’re having trouble with something…”

“Ah, it’s nothing much.”

Hmm.

Wouldn’t it be better if we brainstormed together?

“Darami, do you consider yourself lucky?”

“Y-yes? W-well… Yes, I think I’m lucky…”

“Is that so?”

It didn’t seem that way, but it was surprising.

“We met, didn’t we?” To Sen… Sentimental.”

“Huh? Me?”


“Y-yes…”

“Now?”

“Even now, and back then… When I was crying alone in the corner of the adventurer guild, and you called out to me, Sentimental…Hehe.”

“You were crying?”

“…Didn’t you know?”

“Uh.”

How was it back then?

Ah, she was wearing the hood pulled down. 

She must have been trying to hide her tears.

“Well, at that time, I was actually thinking about giving up being an adventurer.”

“Ah…”

“My abilities, um, made my party members feel uncomfortable… I thought it was a nuisance….”

“Hmm.”

Indeed, becoming a saliva mess is a bit… inconvenient.

“So, I was thinking that if I was kicked out of the party again, I would quit being an adventurer… I was thinking like that…”

“And then?”

If that determination had been kept, Darami would have quit being an adventurer on the day she was kicked out by the Hero.

But Darami is still continuing as an adventurer. 

Although she is dispatched to the Alchemy Guild, she still maintains her  membership in the Adventurer Guild and is preparing to continue her activities as an adventurer in the future.

Was there a reason for this change of heart?

“I also want to become like you, Sentimental…”

“Huh?”

“That’s, I know it’s too much! It doesn’t mean that I think I can really be like you, who doesn’t fit any specialty, but… It’s because I’ve started to admire you… Huh….”

Was there something in the Great Labyrinth?

Anyway, since the strategy was mostly carried out by the other four, there was no need for me to play an active role.

“…You probably had some misunderstanding that time too.”

It’s not particularly surprising now.

“Thank you. I don’t think I’m so great to be admired that much…”

“That’s not true! To me, meeting Sentimental was… really, really lucky.”

“…Thanks.”

“Hehe.”

Looking at Darami, who was smiling foolishly, I began to think that luck might not be so bad after all.

I don’t wish for luck myself… but luck can be contagious to someone else.

“That’s it!”

“Yes, yes, yes?”

Distracted by the outcome, I was missing the essence of the problem.

The essence of this problem is ‘luck’. 

And to neutralize ‘luck’, what is needed is ‘misfortune’, of course.

“Darami!”

“Yes, yes?”

“Do you happen to know anyone around you who’s really unlucky?”

“…Huh?”

And if luck spreads.

Misfortune will spread to the surroundings as well. 

So, what I needed to do was simple.

“Find someone who makes the people around them unhappy!”

***

After parting ways with Sentimental, Darami looked blankly at the seat where Sentimental had been sitting.

It’s not like she want to sit there before the warmth of the seat fades…

Although she has thought about it, she has never done it because every time she sat there, she has been tormented by self-loathing and eventually stopped doing it without realizing it.

Now Darami was just thinking.

In terms of recalling the past, it could be called reminiscing. 

It wouldn’t be wrong to say that it was dreaming about the future she wanted.

She recalled memories from the Great Labyrinth where she accompanied the Hero party.

-“Ugh, I don’t want to get slobbered on! It’s disgusting!”

“S-sorry…”f

-“I’ll take care of my own equipment. Just quietly follow along, Porter.”

“Yes, yes…”

It was always the same.

The party members hated, were uncomfortable with, rejected, and disgusted by the saliva. 

In other parties, there might have been some use, but the Hero party didn’t need to fight with unpleasant saliva on them.

‘I’ll probably be kicked out again… Well, that’s fine…’

So she thought that she would quit being a Porter after that day.

If Sentimental hadn’t spoken up.

“Can you buff me, Porter?”.

“Yes, yes? B-but…”

-“To all the other party members too.”

“I hate saliva!”

“Hero.”

Since that day, even though she had known Sentimental for a long time, she had never heard such a firm voice from Sentimental again.

She didn’t remember exactly what was said.

He just seemed angry. With his usual smiling face, friendly voice, but firm.

The faces of the other party members turned pale.

Soon, everyone silently accepted the buff and entrusted their stuffs to her.

“Take care. Porter”

-“I-I’m sorry for causing trouble for the rest of the party members… I honestly don’t help much….”

“Porter.”

“Yes…?”

“Entrusting the storage means entrusting our lives to you.”

-“….”


“Weapons, potions, rations, camping equipment, every single one of them is our lives. There’s no ‘not much’ or ‘a little’ in entrusting our lives to someone. It’s just… completely trusting and entrusting. You, as the Porter, followed us into this dangerous Great Labyrinth, probably because you trusted us, the Hero party.”

“…”

“So, take good care of them.”

She thought that Sentimental’s smile that day would be unforgettable forever.

-“Because we trust you.”



 
  
    Chapter 19: I encountered bad luck in the back alleys of the Slum


I sought the help of the trusted information agency, the Rogue Guild, to find the ‘unlucky person.’

In the field of information gathering, the Rogue Guild demonstrated more utility than the Information Guild. 

Unlike the Information Guild, it was impossible to protect the client or maintain secrecy. If someone paid ten gold coins for information protection, it was the Rogue Guild’s job to sell that client’s information for a hundred gold coins.

Even information about the person who purchased the information was often uncovered through investigation and theft, truly embodying the ‘Rogue’s Way.’

“…Is this where the ‘unlucky person’ lives?”

Indeed, it was an impressive sight.

In a sense, it was remarkable because, compared to the filthy alleys of the slums, it was unusually clean.

Slum alleys were usually dirty with garbage and filth. 

Since there was no one to clean them, it couldn’t be helped.

But this alley was different.

There was no smell of headache-inducing medicine, foul dirt, disgusting blood, or vile filth. 

Even the footsteps on the street avoided that alley.

He grabbed a child begging on the street and asked, “Kid, why do people avoid that place?”

Instead of answering, the child raised his hand and looked at him blankly.

He took out five copper coins from his pocket and placed them in the child’s hand.

Giving gold coins would only attract other beggars.

Five copper coins were just enough to hide in one’s pocket.

“Thank you, Master Monk.”

Judging by my attire, the child probably thought I was a monk.

Occasionally, monks came to volunteer in the slums, so it was plausible.

“There’s an ‘unlucky bastard’ living in that alley.”

“An unlucky bastard?”

“Yes. That’s what adults call. They say if you step into that alley, you’ll become unlucky…”

It couldn’t be just a simple superstition.

In such slums, where overflowing people’s heads are overflowing with all sorts of evil, there were likely to be many terrifying superstitions hiding in there.

People overflowing with evil made the ‘unlucky being’ so terrifying that even witch hunts were impossible.

The people who overflowed with evil made others flee in terror, making the ‘unlucky being’ flee.

“Be careful too, Master Monk. Another monk who tried to enter with blessings got into an accident.”

“An accident?”

“Yes. I’m not sure what kind of accident it was.”

“Hmm, I see. Thanks for the warning.”

I took out another coin from my pocket and grabbed the child who was approaching from behind.

A pickpocket.

“Huh?!”

“You keep that coin. Pickpocket carefully. You two work together, right?”

“Yes? I-I don’t know who he is! He’s a stranger to me!”

“Hey!”

The child who attempted to pickpocket shouted in surprise at the rejection by the begging child.

He saw the potential of a top-tier Rogue in the swift rejection of his accomplice.

If he was well-trained in the Rogue Guild, he might even become top-tier or even first-tier.

“Really? Is he really a stranger?”

“This kid’s a liar! In fact, he told me to go first! He’s just my accomplice!”

“I really don’t know him! I don’t know anything!”

“Hmm…”

I took out a necklace from my pocket and showed it to the two.

It was the emblem of the Rogue Guild with a bat drawn on it.

The faces of the two turned pale at the sight of it. 

They thought he was a kind monk, but he turned out to be a Rogue.

The child who was caught trying to pickpocket stammered, trying to change his story.

“T-The truth is, he’s a stranger. I just did it by myself. He’s innocent…”

“…Actually, I told him to do it! I pretended to beg to distract people’s attention so he could steal! He’s just my accomplice!”

This time, the testimonies of the two completely flipped.

‘Was their childish argument just an act?’

A child acting like a naïve child.

That’s why I didn’t like the slums. 

Every child born here could only become a criminal.

They could only choose crime. Swindlers, thieves, pickpockets, pimps, gangsters… Thieves.

Because these children couldn’t choose the ‘Rogue’s way,’ they became even more wicked. 

When faced with a Rogue, they chose a friend instead of themselves.

It left a bad taste in my mouth.

“Hey kids, can you run fast?”

“Yes?”

I took out two gold coins from my pocket and handed one to each of the two.

I felt eyes on me from around. 

The gold coins shone too brightly in the shadow of the slums.

‘Kids strong enough to risk their lives for their friend would be okay.’

Live or die.

In the end, isn’t life about that?

“Hold onto that and run straight to the Adventurer Guild right now. Say ‘Sentimental’ sent you.”

Will they make it?

It’s hard to say. 

The slums are vast. 

They might get robbed and die miserably on the way. 

But if, by chance, they survive…

“In my opinion, you two are more suited to be adventurers than Rogues.”

Then they might be able to live in a better way.

After a moment of silence, in the face of unexpected kindness, the two fell silent.

They glanced at the coins in their hands, their desires flickering, but then suddenly trembled in fear.

It’s hard for someone facing a miracle not to be afraid.


After a brief moment of silence,

The two children started running at the same time.

“…I hope both of them make it.”

Other slum dwellers hiding in the shadows watched the children and chased after them. 

Perhaps I could lend a little help.

“You shouldn’t show your back to a thief…”

I took out a throwing dagger from my pocket and lightly threw it.

The beggar, who was chasing the child with bloodshot eyes, was instantly killed. 

His momentum couldn’t overcome his body, and he collapsed on the ground.

“It’s been a while since I killed someone…”

I wasted a lot of time.

Now, it’s time to finally meet the ‘unlucky person.’

To borrow the children’s expression… it’s the ‘unlucky bastard.’

I stepped into a particularly clean alley even in the slums.

Suddenly, a crow flew up in surprise and splattered bird droppings overhead. 

I threw a coin to block it.

“…Indeed, is this bad luck?”

Off to a good start.

After walking a bit, the ground became slippery, and my balance shifted as if my head would crack open, but I managed to absorb the impact with a somersault.

Indeed, truly unfortunate events were happening all around.

From somewhere, flower pots were flying, and a few coins were lost through holes in my pockets.

All of these happened in the brief moment of walking down the alley.

It felt like compressing various ‘unlucky’ incidents from an old comedy animation into one scene.

“This is amusing…”

Experiencing that ‘misfortune’ was… like playing a rhythm game.

Blocking falling bird droppings with coins, catching flying flower pots, balancing acrobatically with a falling body, and catching falling coins. 

The tempo increased as I ventured further into the alley, allowing me to move my body freely after a long time.

Finally, after a while, I saw a makeshift roof made of roughly piled-up debris. 

It was a mess with bird droppings and various debris scattered all over it.

Below that, there was a figure lying.

It was a woman with greyish hair and pale skin. 

She looked a bit younger, making the term ‘girl’ seem more appropriate.

By reaching this point, I unknowingly avoided the ‘bad luck.’ 

Bird droppings, flower pots, and coins didn’t fall anymore.

“Nice to meet you.”

“You’re silent. Can I sit next to you?”

The woman didn’t say anything.

I wasn’t even sure if she was listening properly. 

Perhaps she was pretending not to hear.

In fact, I wasn’t sure if she was alive.

Even the sound of her heartbeat was leisurely. 

There was no flush on her face. 

Her eyes were white and vacant. 

They didn’t even blink when I shouted loudly.

Could someone survive in this alley alone without eating or drinking? She must have spent quite some time here.

So, like this woman, some… ‘existence’ just sat here without eating or drinking anything.

“…Then she is just a totem.”

As I raised my hand above her head, the divine power of the God of Dream moved on its own and protected my hand.

My fingertips felt slightly warm. 

Something sharp was ‘blocking’ from touching the woman.

I could sense it intuitively. 

This was the ‘misfortune’ that was trying to overthrow my body.

“Fascinating… It’s different from magic or divine power.”

I wondered if I could bring this to Wizard to use as material.

With that thought in mind, I raised my hand again. 

An unknown sharp force pushed my hand away again, but this time, I forcibly pushed it, even if my hand got hurt.

After all, with my super regeneration ability, any injuries would be healed immediately.

I raised my hand above her head and let the divine power flow. 

I had some understanding of the power of ‘divine power’ from praying at the monastery.

“Bless this hand.”

My body was in a state of reconstruction, mixed with divine power, mana, elixirs, and such.

And within the divine power, there was a mixture of the divine power of the ‘Goddess’ from the ‘Tears of the Goddess’ and the divine power of the ‘God of Lust’ received as a saint.

In the monastery, I used the divine power of the God of lust as a medium for praying to the Goddess, but the opposite was also possible. 

As a Saint of the God of Lust, it seemed more appropriate in that direction.

“I didn’t bring an umbrella today…”

Isn’t it considered ‘unfortunate’ when it rains on a day when I didn’t bring an umbrella?

Thinking that, rain suddenly poured from the sky. 

The makeshift roof made of debris couldn’t properly block the raindrops.

The divine power of the God of Lust seeped into each raindrop.

Drinking a drop of ‘energy drink’ called ‘holy water’ and tapping the woman’s head with a hand filled with divine power, her senses… became sharper due to the divine power of the God of Lust.

Only then did her head turn towards me, as if realizing my presence.

“Can’t you hear me?” I asked.

“Who… are you?”

“Blind, can’t walk, and isolated in misfortune. This ‘misfortune’ is really relentless. Especially the way they’ve made you unable to die.”


“Blame… fate…?”

“Exactly. Can you feel my touch?”

“Who’s there…?”

“What should I do about this…?”

Just as I was bound to luck, this person was isolated in misfortune.



 
  
    Chapter 20: If you bring an unlucky person, the good luck will be copied.


The deaf read voices with her eyes. 

They use methods like sign language or lip reading to discern the intentions of others.

However, this person was a deaf and a blind person. 

At first glance, even the sensation of touch doesn’t seem fully intact. 

It’s doubtful if senses like balance or bodily awareness are functioning properly. 

Most people take for granted the ability to distinguish between up and down, and to feel where their body is and move accordingly. 

If these bodily senses are damaged, even taking a step can be difficult.

Did she personally lay down the accumulated, shabby roof and sit in the shabby hovel? 

If she did, then she would not have been in this state from the beginning. 

It would have deteriorated gradually.

“This is a bit awkward…”

To communicate, I tapped her head to indicate my presence. 

While the head itself isn’t particularly sensitive, it was suitable for delivering a sensation with a touch of sanctity.

“Is someone there…? I’m sorry… I can’t see…”

“It’s okay. But why are you here like this?”

The woman muttered as she reached out into the air, voicing questions that even she wouldn’t hear.

There was no expectation for an answer. 

She just spoke to break the silence.

“Is someone there?”

“Yes.”

“Whew… Thank goodness. I don’t know how long it’s been since I met someone.”

“Is it appropriate to say we’ve met…?”

She replied as if speaking to herself. 

Among the things I said, only affirmations and negations reached her.

Everything else dissolved into the chilly shadows of the alley like foam on water.

“Is someone there?”

“Yes.”

“Phew… That’s a relief. I was worried it might be a bother. Can I ask you a lot of questions?”

“Yes. It might be difficult to answer everything, though.”

“Thank you. You’re kind.”

The woman who introduced herself as Irene asked many questions indeed.

She asked about the date, and if she was sitting in this heap of debris she’d piled up, if there were others around, and how she looked.

“I couldn’t change clothes for a long time, so I was worried. It’s good to hear I look tidy. Maybe you deliberately answered that way to be considerate.”

“No. There’s also no smell, which is surprising.”

“Hehe, so you’re not deliberately lying?”

“No.”

She replied with a laugh. 

No, it was indeed like talking to oneself. 

Because any word spoken to the beggar can’t reach her, just as a word spoken by me can’t be heard by her.

We were each speaking to ourselves. 

It was a peculiar way of communicating.

“Did you know? The evening primrose blooms when the sun sets. It’s a late bloomer, but not lazy. It blooms at the same time every day… They even called it the four o’clock flower because it bloomed at four in the afternoon. The evening primrose, with its faint red glow from being slightly wet by the rain… is truly beautiful.”

“…Yes.”

“One day, I tried honey from a beehive… It was incredibly sweet. It was so sweet I couldn’t eat more than two bites. The hive had a slightly crispy texture? It felt like a snack, but as I chewed, it turned into something like gum, which was a bit strange.”

“…Yes.”

“The sound of flowers blooming is quiet, but you can hear it if you close your eyes. The sound of bees buzzing, the sound of the earth breathing, the sound of the wind brushing past your ears… The sound of sunlight bursting open the flower buds is truly refreshing.”

“…Yes.”

“It’s been a long time since my hearing was lost. I woke up one day and couldn’t hear anything, so I was a little confused. I learned how to communicate with my hands and eyes, and I had to make an effort to get along without speaking. Still, after sitting quietly for a long time watching the flowers bloom, I was glad I could hear the sound with my eyes.”

“…Yes.”

“My eyesight slowly deteriorated. It became blurry, then white, and spread out. So the world turned completely white… Um, I wonder if it’s okay to say it was white. It was tinted with the color of sunlight when I closed my eyes on a clear day. Still, I could tell the time by the fragrance spreading when the flower buds burst.”

“…Yes.”

“I couldn’t smell the fragrance, couldn’t taste it, my legs lost strength, my fingertips went numb, I couldn’t tell up from down, left from right.”

“…Yes.”

“And then you came. Oh, are you still there?”

“…Yes.”

There were many things I wanted to ask.

[TL Note: I cant take this anymore. I will cry bro. I am literally crying rn.]

Why was she, who lived in a garden, here in this slum? 

How did she build this shabby roof? 

Did she know about the identity of the misfortune that made the surroundings chaotic?

There were many things I wanted to ask, but there was no permission to ask.

Only she had the right to tell.

“Thank you for listening to my long story. I’m sorry if it took up too much of your time. Do you have something else to do?”

“Oh, are you leaving already?”

“It seems so…”

And then she returned to her initial “corpse-like” appearance.

She simply didn’t look like a living person.

With a voice that she wouldn’t hear, I muttered quietly.

“…I’ll be back soon. Miss Irene.”

Why had I come here again?

Ah, I had come to seek misfortune. 

I had come looking for someone who could turn luck into misfortune in this unlucky place.

To neutralize luck with misfortune.

I had come looking for her.

***

“Hehe. Did you enjoy your time in the slums?” 

“Uh.” 

I lightly patted the head of the approaching hero with a bright smile. 

In response, the hero purred like a cat, rubbing against me. 


“Rogue, you’re being unusually kind today!” 

‘Is me being kind that different…?’

I thought to myself, engaging with the welcoming heo. 

I tied my luck to this hero party; according to the words of the goddess, a certain fate was holding me back. 

Abstract as it was, after experiencing it several times, I could grasp it.

Success didn’t come merely by doing something; it came by being helpful to the ‘hero party’. 

Therefore, running away from the ‘hero party’ meant continuous failure.

Conversely, ‘misfortune’ isolated from people. 

If someone approached, it would trip them, blind the person if they tried to catch a glimpse, and cause a rain if they tried to converse. 

She was like an isolated island, even the criminals with shining eyes in the slums couldn’t approach her to exploit and prey on.

“Hmm. Hero.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Do you mind if we take in one more member in our party?” 

“If it’s what the Rogue wants, then sure!” 

“Thank you so much, Hero. You’re the best, as always.” 

“Hehe.” 

To bring misfortune to join the hero party, I visited the slums with the party members.

“Rogue! Do we have a new companion here?” 

“This alley… is it cursed?” 

Strange 

“Mana… I can’t feel it… Huhuh.” 

Cough cough. 

“It seems even the goddess finds this intriguing.” 

As we stepped into the alley, peculiar events unfolded, but we all had strong constitutions, so it wasn’t much of a problem. 

The hero was brute force, the elf was skilled, the wizard was exceptional, and the saint was blessed by the goddess’s love. 

Irene was still sitting inside the alley like a corpse. 

“Saint, Please heal her.” 

“Yes.” 

The Saint’s sanctity permeated Irene, and colour returned to her pale face, her once dim eyes sparkled faintly, and her still body began to tremble slightly. 

Her mouth opened. 

The first thing that came out was a sigh. 

“Ah…?” 

As she blinked her eyes and her body trembled, she felt a sense of urgency. 

As if the Saint’s rapid regeneration ability had been reversed, her vitality was rapidly draining away again. 

Even with the saint pouring divine power, she wasn’t fully recovering. 

At this rate, the moment the treatment ended, she would return to her original state immediately. 

“Irene, can you hear me?” 

“The world… why…”

“Yes, no questions please! Just say yes!” 

” Yes?” 

“Join our party.” 

“…” 

“Say yes!” 

“Yes!” 

“Here, put your fingerprint!” 

Just in case, I brought the official application form for admission to the Adventurer’s Guild. 

I grabbed Irene’s hand myself and forcibly stamped her fingerprint. 

“There you go.” 

“What is this…” 

“Hero! Hurry up and take this form to the Adventurer’s Guild for processing!” 

“Okay!” 

“Wizard! Teleport the hero right away.” 

“Hehehe.” 

Meanwhile, Irene’s treatment was completed. 

“Rogue… I can’t do it with my power alone.” 

“Thank you, Saint.” 

Irene returned to her blind and deaf state. 

But it wasn’t like a corpse. 

She was waving her hands in confusion, feeling her own face. 

“Just now…” 

I concentrated my divine power into my hand and lightly tapped Irene’s head. 

Unlike before, Irene looked startled and turned to us. 

Then, in a trembling voice, she spoke. 

“I think… I could see a little…” 

“Yes.” 

“I heard a sound…” 

“Yes.” 

“And I felt a little sensation in my body…” 

“Yes.” 

“Can I see again?” 

The disability coudnt be cured even with the Saint’s power.

However. 

With my hand filled with divine power, she… 

“Huh…” 

Just once, I tapped Irene’s head. 

“T-Thank you… Thank you so much…” 

***

<Alchemist guild, succeeded in cultivating an artificial eyeball without rejection.> 

“Hehe, the monk at the monastery where the Rogue stayed discovered a new prayer that can heal disabilities.” 

“They said a few more branches of the World Tree had opened. It was a miraculous event. As the elf’s benefactor, they decided to gift Rogue.”

“I’ve obtained a talisman with a charm to ward off misfortune, which was difficult to find, but it seems appropriate to offer it to the higher-ups here.” 

“Yes, I’ve created a restoration magic… Huhuh.” 

The Rogue brought Irene to the Hero party’s lodging, and soon after, various means to treat her disability began pouring in. 

Among them, some were technologies that could be used not only for Irene but also for other disabled people. 

Now, witnessing the familiar results, the assessment was simple. 

“The effect is evident.” 

They used all those means to treat Irene. 

As a result, Irene had to recuperate for a while. 

When I communicated with Irene and used the divine power of “God of Lust” generously, it lingered in Irene’s brain, causing an overwhelming rush of sensations when her senses suddenly returned. 


She would have experienced sensations about a hundred times more intense than an ordinary person. 

It was a disaster caused by Irene’s weakened senses due to her previous condition. 

“…I need to be more careful when using divine power in the future.”

Author Note: Finally a character with name~

TL Note: There might be side-effects to the divine power hehe?



 
  
    Chapter 21: Plague Doctor became a Colleague


Irene’s misfortune didn’t quite mesh with my ‘Luck’ as one might expect. 

Just as Luck worked its magic, misfortune did its own, in a slightly more blatant manner. 

Misfortune was more overt compared to fortune. 

It didn’t require triggers or methods. 

It tripped walkers, turned healthy individuals into frail ones, and pushed away those who approached. 

Because such ‘misfortune’ spread like spilled ink in Irene’s surroundings, the place where Irene received treatment and care was set up slightly away from the people.

“Thank you for coming, Darami.”

“W-what are you saying! Th-thank you.”

“Did you trip and hurt yourself on the way here? Or lose something?”

“I’m fine, really! I did lose a few things… but I think it was just a bit of tidying up. Hehe, ahem.”

“Hmm? Are you okay?”

“I-I think I caught a cold. Hehe.”

After handing over the medication needed for recovery, Darami was sent back, and I entered the building where Irene was recuperating. 

Care had to be taken when entering. 

The seemingly sturdy floor could suddenly collapse, or objects could fall out of nowhere. 

Despite eliminating unnecessary items and reinforcing with a Wizard’s magic, there was still no peace of mind.

“Irene, have you been resting well?”

“Ah… yes. Thank you, Sentimental.”

“Call me Rogue. You’re a member of the ‘Hero Party’ now, too. I’d prefer if you felt comfortable enough to speak freely… but I’ll let that slide for now.”

“Yes… okay. Sentimental… Rogue.”

“If it’s uncomfortable, feel free to speak up.”

“I need to adapt. Because it’s necessary. There are rules in such a world, right?”

Today, however, she seemed much improved. 

It was chaos when her senses first regenerated. 

All sorts of fluids poured out from every hole in her body… not a pretty sight. 

Later, I realized that the divine power of God of Lust was amplifying her senses more than I had imagined.

“Seems like you’re adjusting to your senses?”

“Yes… I think I’m getting used to it. The world is so beautiful…”

“Have the other party members been bothering you?”

“Hehe… everyone was really nice, weren’t they? They seemed like heroes and maidens straight out of a fairy tale.”

“Well, they are real heroes and maidens.”

“Yeah… I’m a member of such an amazing party now? It feels like a dream…”

I didn’t think the party was as amazing as she imagined. 

The greatness of a party wasn’t determined by the strength of its members or the achievements it had accomplished. 

All our party members had flaws in their personalities, including me. 

But it wasn’t the right time to bring up such matters to someone who was smiling so happily, seemingly the happiest person in the world. 

So, I changed the subject.

“When you’re able to walk again, do you think you could come with us to conquer the Great Labyrinth?”

“…?”

“Oh, I’m not pressuring you. Taking someone who doesn’t have the will to fight along wouldn’t be good for the conquest either.”

“Would it be okay for me to wander around?”

It was a strange question. 

Rather than asking if it would be okay to go along with the conquest, she asked if it would be okay to wander around. 

But considering her condition, it was a natural question.

“It should be fine. The Wizard found a way.”

“The Wizard… ah, the one who laughed so heartily?”

“Uh, yeah.”

All our party members had flaws in their personalities, but they were all competent individuals. 

The hero was the strongest. 

Never faltering, always breaking through obstacles, always moving forward, and always winning. 

The Saint was loved by the goddess. 

The goddess cherished, favoured, protected, and guided the Saint. 

The elf was cunning. 

Through the experience of defeating the previous Demon King and the elf’s keen senses, she synergized to solve all problems. 

And the Wizard…

“She is a genius.”

A genius. 

There was no other way to express the talent the Wizard possessed.

“There was a talisman with a spell to ward off misfortune, and the Wizard is analysing it to replicate it.”

“Spell… hehe, sounds like something out of a superstition.”

“Our existence itself is a superstition.”

“Our?”

“Ah, yeah.”

Come to think of it, I hadn’t explained the reason for finding her.

“I, am lucky. It’s not in the way I want, and I don’t always win in every situation, but I’m in a state bound by a strange fate that ensures success in anything related to the ‘Hero Party.'”

“I don’t quite understand what you mean.”

“Like you have misfortune, I have luck.”

Ah, does this sound too much like boasting? 

Still, it was difficult to find the right words to express it differently.

“Luck…”

“So when you joined our party, I thought it would perfectly complement and balance out, making things ‘normal,’ but it turned out to be a failure.”

“…The Rogue speaks as if he dislike luck?” 

“Hm? Not dislike, more like feeling burdened. Unwanted outcomes keep happening.” 

It felt too shameless to talk in front of someone plagued by misfortune. 

But I didn’t feel the need to lie. 

I wanted her to know ‘why’ she ended up joining this hero party.

 And this was the ‘true’ reason. 

“I see… Hehe, the Rogue is an interesting person.” 

“I thought you’d be angry.” 


“Why?” 

“It just seemed like too much arrogance to speak in front of you.” 

“But the Rogue saved me with that luck, didn’t he?” 

“…Yeah, that’s true.” 

“Thank you, Rogue. Thanks to you, I can see this wonderful world again.”

“Actually, I didn’t really do anything…” 

“You found me when I was alone, hiding, didn’t you? That was everything. Just knowing of your existence on that day made me so happy.” 

I couldn’t find words to respond, so I remained silent. 

But it seemed like that silence was enough for her, as she continued with a gentle smile at the corners of her lips. 

“Right now, misfortune may be by my side… but that’s not my whole life, nor my entire destiny. But back then, it felt so hopeless. While living in luck, I didn’t realize I should be grateful, so I thought that why I end up covered entirely in misfortune. So, I accepted despair. Living in luck, not realizing how grateful I should be, and then resenting misfortune if I was to die in it… Yeah, that’s how I felt.” 

She didn’t focus on her negatives much.

“Looking back now, I realize… how incredibly fortunate I was. Everything was perfect when I was young. I thought that perfection would be natural and eternal.” 

Instead, she began talking about postive. 

She talked about people. 

How much love she received growing up, how kind her neighbours were, how considerate her friends were. 

“One day, strange things started happening around me. It’s hard to say exactly when it started… but I remember when I realized it. It was the day my parents passed away.” 

People left. 

She recounted the people she loved, one by one. 

“After that, I didn’t want to cause trouble for anyone, so I lived alone in the countryside. I loved flowers, so I made a flower garden. Because each flower bloomed at slightly different times, I could tell time by their fragrance when I closed my eyes, and I could see the colours of time when I opened them.” 

Beauty was also part of her narrative. 

She described the way flower petals sparkled in the sunlight, the joy of the moment a bud burst open, the freshness of their scent. 

“But soon, strange things started happening. I couldn’t keep the garden for long. Even the butterflies and bees fled, and the flowers withered one by one… Hehe, around then, my vision started to blur little by little.” 

The flowers withered. 

She recounted the sensations of the flowers she could no longer feel. 

“So, I made a place for flowers and people where no one could see. It wasn’t too far from where people lived… But I hoped it would be. In truth… I wanted to live. Yeah, I wanted to live. I think I wanted to live…” 

She murmured ‘I wanted to live’ several times, as if the words were very unfamiliar to her. 

“I think I can complain about losing so much because I received so much. If losing luck is misfortune, then it must be the luck of the happiest person in the world.” 

As she spoke, she didn’t seem like a person at all. 

“And now, I’ve received new luck. Hehe, I’m not so unlucky, am I?” 

“So, please take care of me, lucky Rogue.” 

“…Sure.” 

I chuckled involuntarily, feeling that this person might also be quite a weary companion. 

She seemed to sense my amusement and smiled faintly. 

“This mask is a bit stifling…” 

“It looks cool, though?” 

“Hehe, really…? Thank you.” 

Irene’s class was decided as ‘Plague Doctor’. 

With her extensive knowledge of plants and flowers and the ability to drive away pests, it was quite a fitting profession. 

Her appearance, wearing a new bird mask and a black coat, had a eerie yet mysterious charm to it. 

It seemed to be attire she received upon completing her education in the Scholar Guild. 

Moreover, she had developed her own combat style. 

“Let me try it once…” 

As I removed the talisman tied to her wrist, the monsters approaching from all sides suddenly began to twist their bodies. 

They stumbled, fell ill, or became confused, trembling. 

Although the effect wasn’t significant against our resilient party, it proved deadly against the monsters. 

Seeing even monsters affected, there was no worry of her getting hurt. “Thank you.” “

Yeah…” 

With that exchange, she tied a new talisman around her wrist. 


Currently, just untying it was enough to see its effects. 

“Shall we go, Doctor?” 

“Yeah… Rogue.” 

That day, our hero party conquered the 21st floor of the Great Labyrinth. 

Author’s Note: The new companion’s title is now ‘Doctor’!



 
  
    Chapter 22: The Hero ran away from Home


“Hero.” 

“Hm? Rogue. What’s up?” 

“I think I want to leave the party…” 

“You don’t like being the Rogue…?” 

“It’s not that.” 

“Hm, why are you saying that with a heavy heart? We’re comrades! Please don’t say such things…” 

“…It was a joke.” 

“Hehe, really? You startled me!” 

Alright. 

Another failure today. 

Now, I was used to it, looking at myself and the hero like that, laughing as usual. 

“Hehe, the Hero and the Rogue get along well…” 

“Hehe, yeah!” 

“It’s not so bad…” 

If there was a difference, it was that we gained one more comrade.

Wearing the mask of a plague doctor, the doctor’s face couldn’t be seen, but from her voice alone, you could tell she was smiling. 

“Still, Hero, if you hesitate like that and cut off the Rogue’s words, wouldn’t it make things difficult for the Rogue?” 

“Yeah…?” 

“Hero, you cherish the Rogue a lot, and the Rogue cherishes you a lot too, but… the form of that love can vary from person to person. It’s hard for me to say since I just joined this party, but… it seems like the Rogue might feel burdened.” 

The doctor, adjusting her mask with gloved hands, turned to us and spoke. 

“Is that so, Rogue?” 

“Ah, yeah. That’s right.” 

Oh. 

Finally, a comrade who can express a normal opinion! 

I’m so moved that tears are welling up in my eyes. 

“Does the Rogue feel burdened…?” 

“No, um, just a bit…?” 

“…What does the doctor know! You don’t even know what the Rogue likes!” 

Are we suddenly turning against the Doctor? 

Is this right, Hero? 

“Of course, I don’t know much about the Hero or the Rogue, but sometimes, because we’ve known each other for so long, we can’t see the person standing right in front of us properly. From what I see, it seems like the Hero might be like that right now…” 

“Ugh… the doctor is such a fool!” 

Alright. 

The Hero suddenly shouted and ran off somewhere. 

What could possibly be the problem…? 

From inside the doctor’s mask, words of concern for the Hero flowed out.

“I feel a little sorry. Is the Hero okay…?” 

“You didn’t do anything wrong, so there’s no need to feel sorry. But yeah, Elf?” 

“Hm? Right. The Hero has a bit of an emotional side.” 

“Well, she’ll probably forget about it soon and come back.” 

And so, a day passed. 

The Hero didn’t return. 

“Rogue, it seems like there might be a problem.” 

“Huh?” 

“The Hero  has run away.” 

“…Huh?” 

The more I thought about it, the more bewildering the situation became. 

The Hero, who would find me in no time if I fled, had run away herself! 

Is everything in the world going right? 

Did the sun rise from the west today? 

“So, this is the letter left by the Hero?” 

<Don’t look for me!> 

“That means she wants us to find her.” 

“This means she wants us to find her.” 

Both the Elf and the Saint spoke up simultaneously. 

I nodded in agreement. 

“Ugh, isn’t it a bit troublesome? If we leave her alone for a day, won’t she come back on her own?” 

“…Wouldn’t it turn into a mess?” 

“What?” 

“The world.” 

“That would indeed be a big problem….” 

The Elf exaggerated a bit, but the fact that it couldn’t be denied was a bit scary. 

Releasing the Hero, who even the Emperor was tired of, into the world was harmful to world peace in many ways. 

“…So, should we go find her after all?” 

And thus began our journey to find our Hero. 

“I’m sorry. Because of me…” 

“No, it’s not your fault, Doctor. The Hero is just… unique.” 

“You look very tired. Are you okay…?” 

“Honestly, I feel more burdened than when we stormed the Demon King’s castle…” 

So we ended up storming the Demon King’s castle. 

“The Hero came this way…?” 

“Yes. The inner part is beyond even the sight of the Goddess, so we can’t pinpoint the exact location.” 

“Is location tracking possible?”

“Huh?” 

As the Wizard cast a spell, a translucent holographic compass-like structure appeared in the air. 

The compass spun around in the air and then shattered. 

The Wizard looked crestfallen. 

“Heh, well…” 

“Can the Wizard use black magic…?” 


“Heh, the Wizard can use black magic…” 

Both the Elf and the Saint opened their mouths at the same time. 

I also agreed with their opinion, nodding my head. 

“Um, should we set it on fire?” 

“Heh.” 

The Wizard aimed her staff at the Demon King’s castle. 

The ambient mana gathered at the tip of the Wizard’s staff, forming a giant furnace-like structure. 

But the magic didn’t end with the completion of the furnace. 

Soon, the black mana around the Demon King’s castle poured into the furnace, causing the flames of the furnace to burn even more intensely.

Black and indigo flames mixed and surged towards the sky, devouring each other. 

The Wizard drew in the black mana used by the demons, thanks to the materialized heart of the Demon King. 

As it devoured mana, the fiery furnace emitted even more heat to melt the Demon King’s castle.

The furnace gradually grew larger and larger until it became even larger than the demon castle. 

The melted outer walls of the demon castle glowed yellow and bubbled. 

It was indeed the most brilliant flame created by the greatest genius in history…

“It looks fine…”

“Heh…”

The demon castle itself was also an eternal structure built in the mythical age.

The Wizard became sulky again.

“Is the hero inside okay…?”

“She is fine. The Hero is sturdy. Even if she is hit directly from outside the demon castle, she will be a little injured but still fine, right?”

“…Indeed, the Hero is amazing. That’s why we were able to defeat the demon king…”

It’s not just because we are warriors, but because they’re exceptional individuals.

The plague doctor seemed a bit worried because she didn’t know how strong the Hero was.

“Well, it looks like we’ll just have to be careful when we go in.”

“Rogue. Is it okay without the Hero? There are probably many traps inside.”

“Don’t worry. I’m also a first-class Rogue. It’s been a while since I stretched my hands.”

It’s time for the “Rogue” now.

“…Rogue? I thought Rogues were cool…”

Ultimately, there was no need to dismantle the traps. 

When the plague doctor unlocked the talisman, all the traps broke on their own. 

It was chaos. 

Anything that could break did, furniture that could topple over did, chandeliers suddenly fell, and dilapidated walls collapsed.

Thanks to this, traps with complex structures were much easier to neutralize.

Being a Rogue… It’s really something, isn’t it?

“…Doctor…”

“Yes…?”

“Don’t try to comfort me because you think I’m okay… Please don’t try to comfort me…”

“Okay…”

There was an awkward silence between us for a while.

The silence was broken when we reached the entrance to the demon king’s room.

“I didn’t expect to come here twice…”

“This is my third time.”

“Elf, you’ve defeated the demon king twice.”

“Twice…?”

Is this the first time the doctor has heard of it?

“Oh, right. She is the ‘Elf who defeated the demon king with the Hero’ from the old stories.”

“It was quite childish back then. I was young too.”

“Wait, how old is the Elf…?”

“…About twenty in human years.”

“That’s not true…” 

Elves…

“The exact age calculated by the first twelve elders based on the ages of mountains.”

“That’s a mythological figure…”

“Rogue, keep quiet and feel the atmosphere.” 

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Hey, Elf, who taught you that?”

For a while, we exchanged jokes and lightened the mood before entering the demon king’s room.

Inside, Hero was leaning against the demon king’s throne, sleeping.

“Why is she sleeping over there…?”

“She has become the demon king, it seems classical.”

“According to your standards, Elf, what era is considered ‘classical’?”

“…If you bring up age one more time, I won’t stay quiet.”

“Sorry.”

“Accepted the apology.”

“Hehe, you two seem to get along well.”

According to the doctor’s standards, what exactly constitutes a bad relationship? 

Enemies of parents? 

Hero and demon king?

First, we need to wake up the Hero. 

I shook the Hero sleeping on the throne.

“Wake up.”

“Ugh… Rogue…?”

“Oh, I’ve come to take you.”

“Huh? Oh…!”

The startled Hero shattered the armrest of the throne with her strength.

Fortunately, it wasn’t my own arm. 

Thanks to my super regeneration ability, it would heal, but pain is just pain.

“I told you not to look for me! Honestly.”

“Rogue…!”

“Yes?”

But this isn’t the reaction I expected. 

I thought she would be happy or grateful that I found her, but she looks surprised, as if she’s caught doing something.

Could she have truly fallen and tried to become the demon king? 

In that case, I should immediately betray humanity and join forces with the Hero…

“I’m sorry, Rogue!”

“Huh?”

“I… wanted to apologize to the Rogue…”

“Huh…?”

I had thought that if she became a demon king, I would take responsibility and try to stop the Hero until the end, but fortunately, it didn’t seem to be the case.

“I didn’t know the Rogue felt pressured because of me…”

“Uh…”

“So, as a gesture of apology, I wanted to prepare a gift…”

“A gift?”

“Yes!”

The Hero got off the throne and stood in front of the demon king’s crown. 

The long hexagonal black crown looked very elegant and impressive, like something a vampire would sleep in from a Gothic movie.

And, the Hero began to tap the pedestal where the demon king’s crown was fixed with her holy sword.

“Remember when the Rogue and the Wizard said they wanted this last time?”

“This?”

“Yes!”

“Is… Is she really talking about the demon king’s crown?”

“Yes!”

It seems the Hero heard the joke I made to the Wizard.

But where would there be a human coming to collect the demon king’s crown…?

“I wanted to surprise you with a gift, Rogue, but you came first. Hehe.”

“Uh, yeah.”

But isn’t this an indestructible object?

It’s something that’s been passed down for thousands of years since the mythical age. 

It should be much stronger than the outer wall of the demon castle. 

Why is the pedestal gradually breaking apart?

“But, Hero?”

“Yes?”

“…Fight on. Thank you.”

“Hehe.”

Honestly, I kind of want it.

“But it seems impossible to break! This is too strong…”

“Indeed, even if the Hero hits it with all her might.”

Although the part the Hero struck with the holy sword broke into pieces and shards fell, it seemed like no matter how much she struck, it would take several months to completely remove the crown from the pedestal.

Before that, wouldn’t the holy sword break first?

It seemed like the edge of the holy sword was already worn out.

“I guess we’ll have to give up on the crown.”

“Oh…”

At that moment.

When the Plague Doctor put her hand on the crown, there was a cracking sound, and the pedestal, cantered around the part the Hero had broken, began to shatter into pieces.

“I… I’m sorry, no, I’m sorry… I just wanted to touch it because it was fascinating…”

“…Well done, Doctor.”


Although the pedestal where the crown was fixed was broken, the most important part, the demon king’s crown, was intact.

“Rogue! What about me?”

“Hero, you did well.”

The Hero party acquired the demon king’s crown finally!

TL Note: he going to speed up time to so he can farm the Demon King breuhhhhh~
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It’s a black hexagonal crown that resembles a place where a vampire from a gothic movie might be sleeping. 

According to trustworthy ancient records, when the demon king dies, the soul rests in this crown for hundreds of years before resurrecting. 

Who wrote this is unknown, perhaps some idle immortal or a dragon.

Anyway, this “Crown of the Demon King” can be considered as the respawn point of the demon king.

Naturally, its location should be fixed in the demon’s castle, and its immutability is protected by a promise made during the mythological era, just like how the demon castle cannot be destroyed by force or the demon altar cannot be broken by the holy sword.

But we have managed to detach the respawn point and brought it to the village.

“Wizard, is it possible?” 

“Hehe, let’s give it a try. Poof!” 

The demon’s heart is a precious material, even more valuable than the branches of the World Tree. 

If the wizard’s “time acceleration” can deceive the demon king’s respawn cycle and resurrect the demon again, then perhaps such material could be copied infinitely.

Of course, it’s not something a sane person would do, to summon a being like the “Demon King” into this world just to obtain one material…

“Hero, did you properly prepare the Holy Sword?” 

“Yes!” 

Our Hero is undoubtedly the strongest. 

Moreover, with dozens of great demonic magic circles installed by the Wizard nearby, the Demon King won’t be able to exert even half of the original power.

“If the Demon King’s resurrection cycle is 500 years… Hmm, let the wizard calculate it properly.” 

“Hehe!” 

“When will it be?” 

“Heh! 72 hours…” 

“That fast?” 

“Poof! Chain acceleration… Multiple amplifications… Mana surge….” 

“I see.” 

It’s not just a simple acceleration of time; it’s a structure where magic amplifies itself as time passes, increasing the acceleration rate exponentially. 

Initially, it was only about double acceleration, but after a certain period, it becomes four times, and then eight times.

Then, when the Demon King resurrects and the black mana inside reaches a certain amount, the magic circles will go berserk, and the effect will dissipate.

“Rogue, how do you understand what the wizard says…?” 

“Huh? Well, I’ve known her for so long.” 

An Elf like her might have a different concept of “a long time” compared to humans.

“Anyway, Elf, make sure you’re prepared. Although the Hero will probably handle it alone, you never know.” 

“I’ll prepare my bow.” 

“As for the Saint… there’s probably nothing to prepare.” 

“Hehe, the goddess is always with us.”

While we were checking our plans for collecting the demon material, the Doctor was silently observing the process.

“Um, Rogue…?” 

“Hmm? Doctor, what is it?” 

“Summoning a Demon King like this… is it really okay…?” 

“It’s not but as long as we don’t get caught.” 

That’s the Rogue’s way. 

The Saint also chimed in. 

“Hehe, the Goddess seems to find it interesting.” 

“…No, the goddess should be stopped.”

The Goddess would probably suggest, “If we succeed, and we use the Hero Holy Sword or something to summon the hero multiple times similar to the demon king’s resurrection?” “Absolutely not,” I said internally.

The event of duplicating the Hero should never happen.

“Hmm… it was a long sleep. This time, I’ll conquer this world… Huh? Where am I…” 

“Take this!” 

“Hmm? Something feels strange…” 

“Hero, this time, could you just cut the neck instead of stabbing the heart, and then remove the heart separately?” 

“Eek, blood splatters!” 

“Um..? What in the world is─” 

“Please, do it for me.” 

“Hehe, since it’s the Rogue’s request! Got it! Hyah!” 

“Wait, something’s strange…” 

“This time, let’s test the Wizard’s magic, shall we?” 

“Hehehe! The ultimate weapon against the Demon King…”

“Um, let’s just pause our conversation for a moment!”

It’s been a month since we started collecting the Demon King’s Heart.

“Is the power contained in the Demon King’s heart gradually weakening?”

“Hehehe…” 

“Hmm, perhaps forcibly resurrecting it without properly restoring its power wasn’t such a good idea.”

As we sat in front of the Demon King’s crown, contemplating, it’s become quite familiar to us to kill the Demon King as soon as it resurrects. 

We’ve even experimented with various spells and magical tools to gather data to leave for future generations.

“It occurs to me that if time acceleration is possible, then time delay might be possible as well. If he resurrect sometimes like millions of years later, wouldn’t heroes be unnecessary from now on?”

“Rogue? Am I not needed…? Ugh, ugh─”

“No, I mean the profession of the Hero might become unnecessary. Not you, Hero…”

“Hehe. I really need Rogue too!”

“I don’t think that’s what I meant?”

As we chatted, before we knew it, it was time for the Demon King to resurrect.

The Hero stood in front of the Demon King’s Crown with the Holy Sword. A bright light flashed from the Holy Sword.

The time acceleration magic created by the Wizard shattered from within, and from inside, white hair and black and white eyes, a reversed reality, a sinister being with reptilian scales and purple skin, opened its eyes.

At the moment when the Hero was about to swing the Holy Sword, the Demon King prostrated flat on the ground.

“I’ll give up the Demon world and the position of Demon King! Please spare me!”

And the Hero’s Holy Sword beheaded the Demon King.

She didn’t hesitate at all.

“…What did the Demon King just say?”

But the Demon King seemed to have said something strange. Did I mishear?

With that doubt, when I looked at the Elf, the Elf also had a perplexed expression, as if she heard the same thing.

“It seems like the Demon King said it would give up the demon world and the position of Demon King.”

“Really? Wasn’t it just me who misheard?”

A being like the Demon King begging for its life, is it a trap to make us lower our guard?


But the Demon King’s posture and voice were too desperate. 

It was as if it genuinely wanted to live…

“…Wizard, can you accelerate time a bit more? Just for a day.”

“He he. Mana overload… need material… he he.”

“Use the Demon King’s heart that I just collected as material.”

“Cough!”

The Demon King resurrected.

“Please spare me!”

This time, it prostrated even faster, banging its head on the ground.

Hmm, it doesn’t seem like a trap after all.

“…Hero, how about we don’t kill him for now?”

“Got it!”

Was it because I was commanding the Hero that it thought I was the Party leader or did the Demon King coincidentally prostrate towards my side this time?

“I, I don’t want to die anymore. If you want the demon world, I’ll give it to you. If you want the position of Demon King, I’ll give that to you too. If you ask me to insult the gods, break the gods’ statues, and trample on the gods’ sanctuaries, I will do it. So please spare me.”

“…Why is it suddenly saying this?”

When I raised my question, the Demon King looked at me as if it couldn’t believe it. 

Then, hastily, it lowered his head again, trembling all over.

“I, I don’t want to die. Repeating meaningless deaths is… no different from annihilating my soul. I’d rather be extinguished, it’s better for me to surrender all my honor.”

“Hmm….”

The demons are often referred to as the race of ‘struggle.’

The demons, who worship fighting, blood, strength, and competition, are like harmful bacteria that can destroy the world with their existence alone.

They are not much different from monsters, despite having intelligence.

The Demon King, who represents the epitome of that, is probably not much different either.

“Aren’t you saying this just to avoid this moment?”

“I swear before the Gods.”

“But didn’t you say you would insult the gods if asked to…? It’s not a very trustworthy oath.”

“T-then what should I do?”

Seeing it trembling with fear, it’s somewhat pitiful. 

Because it has a tender heart and that doesn’t suit a Rogue like me, whenever I see someone begging like this, my heart softens. 

But isn’t this person different from a normal human?

“Hmm, come to think of it, isn’t our Doctor’s individual combat capability still a bit lacking?” 

“Huh? Me…?” 

“Yeah. Misfortune isn’t something you can consciously control. Relying too much on artifacts isn’t a good idea either. It might be better to form a contract.” 

“Rogue…? You talking about the Demon King…?” 

“Feeling a bit overwhelmed?” 

“A little…?” 

Thinking about safety, making it a dependent might be the best option. 

However, making the Demon King a dependent of the Hero or the Saint is too blasphemous. 

At that moment, the Elf who had been quietly listening spoke up. 

“Does it have to be tied to a specific individual?” 

“Huh?” 

“If you make it a dependent, it will likely enter into a contract similar to that of a ‘slave.’ In terms of procedure, it would be simpler to register it as party property rather than an individual’s.” 

“That’s true, but…” 

As an experiment, I lightly tapped the Demon King’s head with my foot.

This feeling is unexpectedly nice. 

It’s not the sensation, but the mischievous joy of knowing I’m stepping on someone’s head that’s quite enjoyable. 

“Shall we go with that?” 

The Demon King asked. 

“Are you telling me to become a slave to your Hero party?” 

I replied. 

“Uh.” 

“…Take a moment to think about it.” 


“Is it okay if I think about it in the bathroom?”

“Hero. Just one more heart to harvest. 

“All right, just a moment! In truth, being a slave is my destiny!” 

“Kill him.” 

“Yes!”
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The Demon King became a labourer. 

A dependency spell, shaped like an eyeball, was engraved on the Demon King’s forehead.

Not knowing where it could be useful, but since there was work to be done, we decided to make use of the Demon King somewhere at least.

“First, let’s change the appearance. Wizard.”

“Oh, if it’s something like that, it’s no problem. I, the ruler of thousands, have mastered a thousand magics.”

As the Demon King flicked its finger, black mana flowed out of its body, causing the Demon King’s body to begin shrinking in proportion to the amount of mana. 

It was a strange sight. 

It seemed as if parts of the body were being transformed into mana.

“It’s done.”

“A girl…?”

The transformed appearance of the Demon King… looked like a girl.

Although the eyes were still inverted, and the skin was still purple.

“Why specifically a girl?”

“I simply decided the appearance based on your forms.”

“Our forms…?”

Ah. 

Now that I think about it, everyone except for myself is a girl.

“I am a being of destruction existing since ancient times. Even when the appearance of humans was different, I was still me, so I could change my appearance as I pleased.”

“Your attitude seems a bit arrogant. Should I teach you a lesson?”

It seems like I could teach her honorifics if I was to beat her up a bit. 

But it seems unnecessary. 

There might be unnecessary controversies over animal abuse.

“Rogue…”

“Huh? Why, Elf?”

“Something seems… more resolute than usual.”

“Huh?”

Suddenly, what are they talking about?

“It seems like you’re particularly harsh on the Demon King.”

“Even though he’s the Demon King…?”

“That’s true, but… It seems like she’s a reasonable person to talk to.”

“We’ve killed her before. Every time she resurrects, she becomes an enemy we have to kill again.”

“…It’s a bit confusing because we’ve never really talked to the Demon King like this before.”

“Elf. Think simple.”

It’s a simple problem.

“The Demon King is not a human. It’s kind of like… a monster. It has a bit of intelligence, but that’s not the problem. The problem is its utility or inconvenience, not human rights.”

“…I see.”

“The Demon King doesn’t have human rights.”

“I understand.”

Every Human has human rights. 

The Demon King is not a human. 

The Demon King does not have human rights.

“That’s right, Demon King?”

“…I’m not sure what ‘human rights’ are, but it seems like it’s something that doesn’t exist for demons.”

“Right! You’re smart.”

“I just repeated what I heard.”

With such high intelligence, there shouldn’t be a shortage of hands.

Good.

“Then, first… Demon King, you said you mastered a thousand magics?”

“That’s right.”

“First, you should help with the Wizard’s research.”

“Hehehe!”

“Since the Demon King has multiple hearts, you might make some progress if you research them yourself.”

Thus, the Demon King’s first job was to assist the Wizard’s research.

***

I feel lethargic.

It seems like the tension has eased a bit after solving several problems in a row.

I sat in a corner of the adventurer guild and absentmindedly stared at the reception desk.

“It’s peaceful…”

“S-S-Sentimental-se!”

As soon as I said it was peaceful, Darami popped out from somewhere.

I seem to meet her often these days.

“Ah, Darami…”

“A-Ah, hello! A-Are you tired?!”

“Uh, it’s not so much tiredness as it is feeling a bit lethargic.”

“I’ve been feeling like I’ve been working really hard lately. It was supposed to be easy after the job of the Hero Party, but somehow I find myself working hard as usual.”

“Sh-Should I give you an energy potion?!”

“No, it’s okay…”

“A drop of holy water that comes out just by reaching out your finger would probably work better than most energy potions anyway. If it’s mixed with Darami’s saliva, then I’m not so sure, but still.”

“Are you still supplying saliva these days? I’ve been mostly delegating miscellaneous tasks to others lately, so I’m not sure.”

“It might be a bit dirty to think of it as saliva, but the saliva is practically a universal catalyst. It doesn’t necessarily have to be a potion. It can be used for anything from reinforcing equipment to enhancing the performance of consumables.”

“If it weren’t for hygiene issues, there would be far more uses for it. Actually, Darami’s saliva has disinfectant effects, so it’s not that dirty…”

“Hm?”

“Hm?”

“My saliva…?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s… clean! Probably… I-I brush my teeth properly every day…”

“Good job.”

“Hehe… Thank you.”

The hero often used to throw tantrums about not wanting to brush her teeth. 


What did I do back then? I think I ended up having to open her mouth and brush her teeth for Her. 

Even then, the hero was disgusted. 

After that, she started brushing her teeth properly even when alone.

“Oh, I remember that now.”

Would the Hero’s opinion of me drop if I treated her like a child like back then? Hmm.

“No…”

“Huh?”

“Oh, it was just talking to myself.”

On the contrary, lately the hero seems to be asking for help like a child more often. 

Before, she used to get angry often about being treated like a child, but lately, there’s been no such incidents.

“If it was a few months ago, I would have tried it at least once, but…”

Seeing the opposite results every time makes my enthusiasm wane.

I haven’t even thought about the future where the hero declares to exile me anymore. 

It feels like I’m burnt out.

“I actually enjoyed monastery life…”

But I got kicked out for causing trouble there, and anyway, the world is so complicated and unpredictable. 

Nothing goes as expected.

“Darami…”

“Yes, yes?”

Maybe I should try an extreme method.

Like retiring due to marriage or something.

“Shall we get married?”

“…What?”

“Oh, it’s not really marriage…”

“Y-Yes, yes! That! I-I mean! It’s not that I don’t like it, but! I-I just need some time to think.”

“…It was a joke.”

“Ah, ah. O-Of course?! I-I was, um, surprised. Hehe.”

No, let’s think rationally.

This absolutely cannot be backed up.

“Haah…”

“Hehe.”

“Sorry for the talk.”

Even though we briefly teamed up in the party, it was difficult to call each other comrades. 

Perhaps that’s why I could open up my heart more easily.

“A Rogue getting married…”

I imagined a scene where a Rogue gets married. 

A person wearing formal attire, pledging eternal love with the bride. 

A person spending the first night with the bride. 

The Person feeling lacking in the relationship with the groom but pretending it’s okay with a smile. 

The Rogue approaching the bride, forcibly pushing her, claiming that he  can fulfil the thirst… Even though I know it’s wrong to think of it, I can’t resist the pleasure I’ve never felt in my relationship with the bride, and I inevitably give in…

“…No, this isn’t right.”

This way, I’m no different from other. 

How could I even think of forcing myself onto a comrade…?

“…Maybe it wouldn’t be a problem if it’s a comrade.”

If I forcibly take a comrade’s lover, it would surely be condemnable. 

But if I take a comrade… Wouldn’t it be okay since I’m not betraying a comrade?

“…I should go back to the lodging for now.”

***

“Elf?”

“Huh?!”

“Why are you so startled?”

“R-Rogue… W-When did you come?”

“A little while ago, you were standing in front of the adventurer guild, what were you doing?”

I didn’t pay proper attention to the Rogue because I was lost in my thoughts. 

That was a big mistake.

“R-Rogue, I was escorting you. You’re a benefactor to us elves, after all.”

“I see. Since noon?”

“Yeah. It’s not necessarily safe during the day.”

“You’ve been through a lot. Thank you, Elf.”

“I just did what I had to do.”

“I’d like to repay you sometime… Is there anything you want, Elf?”

“…Something I want?”

“Yeah. If there’s anything I can provide, it’s okay.”

Anything…?

“…I don’t wish for repayment, so there’s no need to worry about it. In fact, if I were to receive repayment for repaying a favour, other elves might think poorly of me.”

“Haha, you’re consistent, Elf. Thank you.”

“…”

“Then please take care of tonight too, Elf.”

“…Tonight?!”

“Yeah?”

“Oh, it’s nothing. Did you feel uncomfortable with the escort last time?”

“Well, honestly, it’s still a bit burdensome…”

I know that the Rogue doesn’t expect such favours. 

Only the hero would be ignorant of all this.

“Since you’re doing this for me too, I’ll leave it to you… I want to trust you, you know?”

“…So, sometimes, I envy the hero’s ignorance so much it’s dreadful. As a long-lived elf, I can’t even offer pure kindness due to my knowledge. I can’t interpret kindness as anything other than twisted fantasies.”

“I wish I could have the leisure of an elf sometimes…”

“…Elf?”

“It doesn’t mean I’m always leisurely just because I’m an elf.”

“Oh, sorry. Was that a bit racially insensitive?”

If only I could brush off every trouble with a smile like the Wizard. 

If only I could rely on the goddess for every hardship like the Saint. 

I wouldn’t be so miserable if it was like that.

“Rogue, what would you do if I forced you to do something you really didn’t want?”

“Huh? Why all of a sudden…?”

“I’d like to know.”

“Well, I’d probably refuse if I really didn’t want to, but if you mean ‘forcefully’…”

“Yeah.”

“Then I’d probably try my best to deal with it somehow.”

“Not resisting?”

“Well, I mean, if it’s something I have to do anyway, it’s better to finish it quickly rather than wasting time resisting…”

You believe I wouldn’t force anything upon you with your heart, Rogue. 


If I was to force something, surely there would be a reason according to him.

“I hope there’s a reason for you, Elf and me, to do what we do.”

I want to see that belief shattered into pieces, witnessing you breaking down in betrayal and shame. 

Surely, it’s because I’m an elf. 

I want to cut off these long ears.



 
  
    Chapter 25: The Elf came at Night


I was sitting quietly on the bed reading a book when someone knocked on the door. A small, delicate voice came from the other side.

“Rogue, can I come in?”

“Yeah? Come in.”

It was the elf.

The elf, dressed in pajamas, entered hesitantly and looked around before letting out a sigh and closing the door with a click.

“Elf? What’s up?”

“I want to talk to you alone.”

“What’s going on? You seem serious.”

“Yeah…”

I closed the book I was reading and set it aside.

The elf’s emerald-like eyes reflected the light, sparkling as they trembled.

The shimmering light broke and gathered like waves due to the elf’s trembling eyes.

It wasn’t something ordinary.

“Would you like to sit next to me?”

“I’ll stand and speak.”

“Whatever you prefer.”

Would it be uncomfortable for her to stand all day?

“I don’t know where to start…”

“Just speak comfortably.”

“I heard about your conversation with the Porter at the Adventurer’s Guild.”

“The Porter? Oh, you mean Darami.”

What did I talk about with Darami again? 

Oh, I remember asking about the cleanliness of her saliva and pondering about the effects of her saliva.

“Is it because she’s not a member of the Hero party that she’s chosen as partner?”

“Partner?”

Darami does supply saliva, but…

Come to think of it, it was me who suggested sending Darami to the Alchemy Guild.

“Rather, it’s because of Darami’s natural abilities. It would be a waste not to utilize them. Of course, Darami’s opinion was the most important, but…”

“Abilities…? So, if that’s the reason, then the Hero Party members would be more…”

“Everyone has different talents. It’s not about who’s better, but who fits the situation.”

“Are we not a good fit then?”

“You have other tasks to attend to. You should prioritize the Hero party’s work.”

“So, in the end, it’s because she’s not a member of the hero party that she was chosen?”

“Uh, yeah? Sorry. That seems to be the case.”

Did the elf really want to go to the Alchemy Guild…?

As an elf who loves nature, perhaps she was interested in biological research.

“Do you want to go too, Elf?”

“G-G-Go, what—”

“Even if you’re an elf, it doesn’t matter to me… “

“Huh?!”

“But if you want to go too wont the Hero object?”

After all, they are sticking around because of the Hero.

Whether she become a full-time alchemist or go on assignment to the Alchemy Guild, it’s difficult to achieve if the hero opposes it.

After all, the leader of this party is the Hero.

“Y-Yeah. Because… because the Hero… the Hero likes you a lot.”

“Do you like me that much too?”

“As much as that…?”

“Is that why you do it on purpose?”

“Do what on purpose?”

“…It’s nothing.”

“Haha, you’re acting strange today. Is something bothering you?”

“My chest might be a little sore.”

“Your chest? Should I take a look?”

“What?!”

The elf blushed and took a step back.

Oh, was that considered harassment?

“No, I didn’t mean it like that… I have some emergency treatment knowledge as a Rogue. Or should I call the Doctor or the Saint?”

“…Oh, no. It’s okay. Both of them are probably asleep…”

“Yeah, you’re right. Sorry.”

“…Now that you say it, it feels a bit stuffy.”

The elf said that and unbuttoned one of their pyjama buttons.

Phew, a deep sigh escaped from the elf’s lips. 

She seemed quite frustrated.

“Should we get some fresh air for a moment?”

“…It’s fine.”

“If you’re okay with it, but… if you’re tired, why don’t you sit down? The bed has plenty of space.”

“Would it be alright if I sat down?”

“I said from the beginning you could sit if you wanted to, didn’t I…?”

She’s really acting strangely.

Is she in a lot of pain?

I urged her to sit by patting the space next to me with my hand.

In response, the elf hesitated for a moment before sitting down next to me. 

She sat closer than I expected, which made me feel a bit flustered. 

We were sitting close enough that our bodies were touching. 

The elf’s soft breathing echoed in my ears.

“Elf…? You’re quite close.”

“Elf?”

Huh?

“You’re turning red!”


“What?”

The elf’s face turned bright red. 

Her breathing seemed unstable, and her body was trembling. 

Is she sick?

“I’ll go get her.” (Saint)

“W-Wait. There’s no need to wake the sleeping Saint.”

“But you seem to be in a lot of pain…?”

I placed my hand on the elf’s forehead.

It’s hot. 

It wasn’t a severe fever, but it was definitely warm enough to indicate a fever.

“Rogue.”

“Is it really okay not to call the saint?”

“I’m really okay!”

“Sigh, overflowing with consideration as always…”

She had been standing guard outside the lodging for days, saying she would repay the favor.

This elf is too hard on herself.

“Since I won’t wake up the saint, go back and rest for a while.”

“Don’t stand guard tonight. Rest well and recover.”

“Do you want to sleep here?”

“…What?”

“I couldn’t sleep, so I was reading a book. Since my transformation, I haven’t really felt uncomfortable even if I don’t sleep.”

If I put her to sleep in her own room, I could take immediate action if her symptoms worsened during the night.

“I’ll lend you my bed.”

“Oh, it’s okay to refuse if it’s uncomfortable.”

“I’ll borrow it.”

“Huh?”

“I’ll sleep here.”

“Alright. Let me move aside.”

I got up from the bed so the elf could comfortably lie down. 

Sitting on the armchair, I looked at the elf.

Before I knew it, the elf had buried her face in the pillow and lay down.

Isn’t she uncomfortable?

“Come to think of it, what was the serious conversation about?”

“…Rogue.”

“Yeah, Elf.”

“I like you.”

The elf looked at me.

“I like you… as a lover.”

At that moment, all of the elf’s trembling stopped. 

Her breath stopped, her gaze fixed on me, and her soul burned like fire.

The arrow of a first-class Ranger aimed at its prey. 

It was a serious confession.

My regret is that I cannot respond with equal seriousness to her sincerity.

“I like you as a comrade.”

“You’re not swayed.”

Hmm.

“A question expecting an answer? A proposal?”

“Is that important?”

“You should make it clear.”

“…Then I’ll say no.”

“Then there’s no need to be swayed. Since you’ve told me your feelings, I can either comfort you or empathize with you. That’s all I can do, right?”

“Even if the object of that affection is you?”

“Well, I…”

I am.

A sentimental person.

No, ‘I’ am.

“Because I am a Thief.”

Before becoming a comrade of the Hero party that conquered the demon king. 

Before being a Rogue who stole the heart of the Emperor. 

Before adopting the name Sentimental for myself. 

A Rogue. 

That profession was indeed my identity. 

“Responding sincerely to sincerity isn’t the way of a Rogue, is it?” 

“…I’m not sure. After all, a job is just a job, isn’t it?” 

“Suddenly spewing philosophies?”

“A single life is precious because even if the road is long, life is only given once.”

“What…?”

Yeah. 

‘I’ stole it. 

I stole my own destiny and was reborn anew. 

Even a dragon, living eternally, wouldn’t understand. 

Even a demon king who constantly stitches together lives has lived fewer lives than me. 

Two lives. 

Two bodies. 

Two souls. 

The Rogue and the one stolen from.

“If we could each live our own lives, that would have been nice.”

“If I retire from the Hero party.”

“Elf.”

“Hero. Saint. Wizard. Doctor.”

“They’re all very lovely friends, my beloved comrades, but…”

“I’m sorry. How can I give my heart to you all?”

Because I stole everything, and now there’s only one thing left that I didn’t steal.

“All I can give is… Yeah.”

Since the elf finally mustered the courage to confess, I wanted to offer some kind of response. 

It might seem overly cruel to offer a response after just saying I wouldn’t give my heart a moment ago, but How could someone blame someone for giving what they wish to receive?

I got up from the armchair and approached the elf. 

The bed was too wide for one person. 

I lay down next to the elf, who was staring at me blankly, and reached out my arm. 

I embraced the elf’s neck with my arm and wickedly smiled like a witch offering a poison apple. 

Perhaps the elf smiled softly like Snow White receiving the apple.

“This much is all I have.”

“You’re crying.”

“Huh?”

“I’m sorry. I just…”

The elf’s face was stained with guilt.


Even so, due to the honesty, we found ourselves embracing each other.

“Hush, Elf.”

“Tonight, you can use me as you wish… I’ll lend myself to you especially.”

And night fell.

That night, the elf seemed particularly wild.



 
  
    Chapter 26: I discovered a Resentment Drug


The morning after the long night wasn’t as refreshing as it seemed in any romance. 

Tired, lethargic, and feeling like a steam-powered engine with every joint creaking, my body felt drained. 

It was more of a mental exhaustion than physical. 

Though the body was intact, energy was lacking.

Sunlight filtered through the curtains diagonally. 

Glancing sideways, the elf was trying to avoid eye contact. 

Smiling wryly at the elf who held the blanket tightly with both hands covering the face, I spoke, “Did you have a good dream, perhaps?”

“…Don’t tease me.”

“I did say you could use me as much as you want, but weren’t you a bit too rough?”

Tapping the crumpled bed frame with fingers, I continued, “The wildness of an elf who has lived for a thousand years truly lives up to its reputation. Suppressing, pushing, not even allowing a moment to catch a breath. If it was not for the vitality due to reincarnation, I would have fainted in the middle.”

“…Sorry.”

“It’s not something to apologize for. I gave you permission, and now you’re even apologizing? It’s strange, isn’t it?”

“I wasn’t in my right mind last night.”

“So, let’s just forget about it?”

“…If you can do that.”

If one doesn’t value their own ‘body,’ it doesn’t mean what they did didn’t happen. 

It signifies that changing one’s mind is not easy if it’s a matter of determination.

Grabbing the Elf’s  hand that was trying to cover her face with the blanket, I gently moved her hand away, making the elf face me. 

The elf’s face turned red, and I smiled brightly.

“It might be hard to forget about what happened.”

“Probably.”

“It was my first time.”

“…Huh?”

This time, the Elf’s face turned pale blue.

It was amusing to see the various expressions, especially because the Elf was usually so stoic.

But is it really that surprising to be someone’s first? 

I thought, considering I lived a life far removed from romance.

“W-What did you just…?”

“Elf, you were my first.”

“Lies…”

“I don’t lie about things like this.”

“Ah, sorry. I didn’t mean to doubt you, it’s just… you seemed so relaxed, I thought it was obvious…”

“I’m a Rogue, after all.”

“You should be relaxed even if you’re holding a sword.”

If you know the opponent will fold, you can go all in even with a bluff.

That’s the basics of gambling and deception.

“I’ll take responsibility.”

“Huh?”

“I’ll properly take responsibility for you, Rogue. It won’t be good news for that squirrel person…”

“Squirrel? Why suddenly…”

“Wasn’t it because of her that you confessed?”

“Confessed?”

“You said something about wanting to marry at the adventurers’ guild?”

“Hmm?”

Oh, right, I did say that. 

I remember.

“I was just joking though…?”

“…What?”

Explaining the situation with Darami, the elf realized her mistake and started sweating, her expression changing rapidly from a scream to a sigh.

“I must have misunderstood…”

“No, well, if you only heard that part, it’s understandable. So, you hurried to confess because of that?”

“…”

“Thinking I confessed to Darami? Coming to the room of a colleague who’s about to marry in the middle of the night and even locking the door?”

“Wow…”

The elf began to sweat profusely, avoiding eye contact.

Even her sweat smelled of fresh grass, as expected of an elf. 

Though the contents were not exactly water.

“…Still, the offer to take responsibility is genuine.”

“How will you take responsibility?”

“That’s…”

“I won’t ask for responsibility, and even if you offer, I’ll refuse. Don’t worry about it.”

Being so serious from the start only felt burdensome.

What I wanted was freedom. 

Not responsibility or relationships.

Cleanly parting ways without any conflicts, attachments, or misunderstandings was what I truly desired.

“Don’t take it too seriously, Elf. You’ve lived for a thousand years, right? The person you just met wasn’t your first was it?”

“…”

“Right?”

“I… was also the first…”

“…Huh?”

“You were also my first.”

Hmm.

This is a bit of an accident.

“I have no intention of taking responsibility for you…?”

“I don’t expect you to.”

“No, um, wait. Saying it like this makes me feel really trashy…”

Oh right, I am trash after all.

From the beginning, my profession was that of a Rogue.

Let’s be straightforward.


“Alright. Let’s just forget about it.”

The elf’s gaze turned into one that looked at trash.

Much better.

“Since we’ll probably be in the same adventurer party for quite some time in the future, I don’t want things to get awkward between us.”

“…Is that an issue?”

“Yeah. I don’t want things to be awkward between us, elf. Despite this or that, I quite like you.”

“The fact that there’s absolutely no romantic feeling in that ‘quite like’ is shocking.”

Actually, what shocked me more was seeing you look at me like that.

“…Isn’t it inevitable? You, as a Rogue, are too defenceless.”

Defenseless, huh.

That’s a word that doesn’t quite fit with me.

“Don’t Rogues always remain vigilant about their surroundings?”

“It’s not meant in that sense.”

“I’m not sure I understand…”

The elf suddenly grabbed my wrist firmly and pulled me closer.

And because of her nearby arm wrapping around me, our bodies were once again pressed tightly against each other.

“You’re not resisting at all right now.”

“Do I really…?”

“It’s too lax. If there’s no ‘malice,’ you accept it without resistance. Although you’re undoubtedly one of the best adventurers in sensing danger and malice, you seem too indifferent to things that are not.”

“Ah, I see what you mean.”

Still, it’s the same question of whether I really need to resist.

Whether that emotion was evident on my face or not, the elf continued with a sigh.

“Rogue. An elf’s long lifespan is a fate in itself. It makes them constantly thirsty due to witnessing, hearing, and imagining too much. Some people think elves are stoic, but they’re just in a hurry.”

“So?”

“Your casually tossed ‘it’s okay’ means that I recall all sorts of fantasies I’ve heard and imagined over the years. I even pictured scenes of us getting married and naming our great-grandchildren.”

It’s truly like a high school boy going through puberty.

It was absurd, but also somewhat amusing. 

So, without realizing it, a chuckle escaped me.

“Why are you laughing?”

“Because you’re cute.”

“I can’t understand the Rogue’s sentimentality at all…”

“So, what did you name the great-grandchild?”

“Stop teasing me, I want to die…”

“Haha, alright.”

“Rather than chatting like this, shouldn’t we start preparing to leave for the Great Labyrinth soon?”

“Oh, right. I feel like I should wash up a bit because of the sweat.”

“In that case, I’ll go back to my room.”

“Oh. I had a good time last night.”

“Why?”

“…Would it be okay if I came again?”

“Did you ever ask?”

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“Well, then.”

“…I’ll really go back now.”

The elf got up from the bed and straightened her clothes. 

I also prepared to clean up and wash.

Seeing the elf off at the door, I couldn’t resist adding a playful remark.

“Elf, remember when I said I don’t lie about things like this? That was a lie.”

“What?”

“Have a good day.”

“Wait, what does that mean? Explain!”

It’s a secret.

After finishing the conquest of the 26th floor of the Great Labyrinth, and with nothing else to do, I visited the Wizard’s Workshop.

The Demon King was guarding the workshop.

“Welcome to the laboratory, Master.”

“Come to think of it, you were here too.”

“Come to think of it…?”

“Heheh.”

The Demon King’s eyes widened in shock.

“Have you forgotten about my existence, sealed as a stigma of extinction? Truly mad.”

“No, it’s not that important, is it…?”

“How’s she Wizard? Does this one listen well?”

“Heheh!”

She seemed to be listening well, which was fortunate.

Thanks to the Demon King, there had been remarkable progress in research using “Black Magic.”

“Heheh, curses… sorcery… heh.”

“Especially in researching curses, it was quite helpful, right? Based on the data obtained from the ‘talisman’ we replicated last time, we were able to understand various mechanisms of curses based on sorcery.”

“Did those two words really contain that much information…? Human language is fascinating.”

There’s more information in laughter than in words…

Since there was no need to explain it to the Demon King, I just gave her a good smack on the back of the head.

“Why did you suddenly hit me?!”

“Sometimes my hand just moves.”

“I wonder how I ended up like this. It’s truly humiliating.”

“It’s better than being a heart factory.”

“I’m seriously considering whether repeating death would be better.”

“Wizard, is the research on the Demon King’s magic finished?”

“Heheh.”

“Can we adjust it so that the Demon King’s heart is automatically removed every time she resurrect, without us having to do anything?”

“Heheh!”

Since we had thoroughly researched how to deal with “Black Magic,” it seemed possible.

“It seems that my existence is destined to exist solely to receive punishment from the master.”

“Is that so?”

I hit them again.

“But there are a lot of interesting things. What’s this?”

“Heheh. A  resentment potion…”

“Oh.”

Should I try drinking it?

“Are there any side effects?”


“Heheh. After the effect wears off… there’s a backlash of… sudden affection… heh.”

What a potion, like a love potion-making machine.

It’s quite scary.

“…Should I make the Hero drink this?”

A wicked thought crossed my mind.



 
  
    Chapter 27: Teaching Warrior to Relax


After all, every job requires a sense of ‘fulfilment.’ 

The satisfaction, exhilaration, and pride that rush in after completing a task are the very essence of motivation and purpose.

And to feel such fulfilment, ‘recognition’ is necessary. 

Only when people acknowledge you can you feel a sense of fulfilment yourself.

Of course, there may be some peculiar individuals who don’t care for recognition.

But at least that wasn’t the case for the Hero. 

Rather, the hero was filled with a desire for recognition. 

Perhaps there was a childish aspect to it.

“I wonder if this would have any effect if I gave it to the hero?”

“Heheh, these folks. A day…? Heheh…”

If it’s long, it could be two days, and if it’s short, just one day.

Considering the hero’s magic resistance, even a day might be quite long.

It’s a feasible figure since it’s made by the mage.

“If I give this to the hero, would it prevent the hero from motivation?”

Up until now, I had only been thinking about ‘myself’ being kicked out of the party, but in reality, the hero was the centre of the hero party. 

If no one acknowledges or appreciates anything she does…

“I don’t want to go on adventures where no one appreciates me! I quit being a hero!”

The problem is whether the hero’s mental state can hold up for that one day…

Maybe a day would be okay? After all, she is still a hero.

I put in the resentment potion in food myself.

As usual, the hero finished her meal happily and even chuckled.

“Thanks again today, Rogue!”

“Yeah, was it at least somewhat tasty?”

“Yeah!”

Soon, the effects of the resentment potion would kick in, and the likability of the hero would decrease.

It was a bit of a mean thing to do…

But I could always comfort her later. 

Do I really need to? 

Can’t I just let it be?

“Oh, so this is the effect.”

Suddenly, everything about the Hero began to feel annoying. 

Her breath, scent, gestures… everything felt repulsive and difficult to bear.

Interacting with the hero felt incredibly unpleasant.

The effect is quite potent.

“…Hero, please leave.”

“Huh?”

“I’m feeling a bit tired… No, just stay away from me.”

“Why? What’s wrong, Rogue…? Are you hurt somewhere?”

Even after breaking through the hero’s magic resistance, the effect was this strong.

If I had taken it myself, others probably wouldn’t have stopped at just feeling this uncomfortable. 

Maybe I would have ended up getting stabbed with a knife as I passed by.

As others began to add their own remarks, it became clear that the effects were being felt by more than just myself.

“Hero, don’t bother Rogue too much. Aren’t you always causing too much trouble for the Rogue?”

“Yeah…? Elf…?”

“The Goddess asked us to take good care of the Hero. Why does the hero pester the Rogue so much?”

“Saint? What’s gotten into you…?”

“Heheh.”

“Haha, the Hero is so childish… Maybe she should learn a bit more about maturity…?”

“…Hng.”

It didn’t seem much different from usual.

Come to think of it, they’re not the kind of people who would overtly change their attitude just because they dislike someone a bit more.

Despite being scolded a bit more than usual, their advice was no different from the usual concerns.

Thanks to the subtle nuance of the difference, the Hero seemed a bit more dejected than usual, but… so far, she seemed fine.

“Should we give up on the Great Labyrinth and just head back to the village for now?”

“Okay…”

But this was just the beginning.

The effects haven’t completely worn off yet, and there were still people in the village.

As we arrived at the village, people began to whisper about the hero.

“Hero… aren’t you a bit too mischievous?”

“Yeah. I heard you threw a frog at Tommy last time!”

What’s this all about?

“Hero… did you really throw a frog at a kid?”

“But Tommy threw one first!”

“Still, you should consider your age…”

“Tch…”

People started murmuring about each of the hero’s wrongdoings.

But the contents seemed oddly trivial, so it was difficult to call it criticism.

“Hero, why did you break the dart board?”

“I didn’t break it on purpose! I just threw it lightly, but it broke!”

“You should pay attention to controlling your strength…”

It seemed that the hero’s magic resistance was greater than imagined, so the effects weren’t quite as effective as expected.

Even so, the Hero who continued to receive scolding was choking up, so perhaps there was some achievement to be recognized.

“Sob… Rogue, you’re being too much today! I didn’t mean to do that on purpose…”

“Even if you didn’t mean to, wrong is still wrong.”

“Do you hate me, Rogue?”

“Huh?”

“Uh…?”

“To be honest, it’s bothersome and burdensome… I want to stop being part of the Hero party… I don’t want to travel with you anymore.”

No, the greatest achievement of the potion wasn’t that.


The greatest achievement was that I could be a little more honest with myself. 

I became firm, and I didn’t even feel a hint of sympathy for the Hero’s choking.

Instead, I was feeling a bit triumphant or satisfied. 

It’s a strange feeling.

“Why, why are you saying it like that…? I, I did wrong… sniff… so please don’t say it like that…”

“What did you do wrong?”

“…Everything.”

The Hero probably didn’t know what she did wrong. 

No, she didn’t even know herself.

What wrong could she recognize, someone so immature that she couldn’t even hold any malice or hatred? She’s just being honest. 

Honest with her emotions, her sticky loneliness, honest.

She didnt know about her mistakes like a Child.

That was the sin of innocence.

“In my opinion, it doesn’t seem like you’re reflecting at all, Hero.”

“…”

Knowing the Hero’s situation, I couldn’t be cruel to her.

That’s why I gladly accepted the effect of this potion. 

I knew how deeply sad the Hero would feel, so I couldn’t be mean to her.

The Hero choked up. 

Tears streamed down her face and overflowed onto the ground.

I gently stroked the Hero’s head. 

I still hated the Hero, but when I thought about it, I always hated the Hero when she stopped me from being expelled. 

I wasn’t even such an emotionally honest person to begin with.

“And, that hatred isn’t as big of a deal as I thought, so I want to reconcile. Maybe by tomorrow.”

“Why? Can’t we reconcile now?”

“I want you to regret, feel sad, and reflect for a day.”

“I, I don’t know what to reflect on. I just… want to be with the Rogue… want to adventure together, play together, live together for a long time, see each other every day… Is that wrong…?”

“Hero.”

“…”

“I like reading quietly in my room. Sometimes I want to spend time quietly farming in the countryside, and I feel comfortable wasting time staring at the ceiling alone. I get tired easily from doing things together, and I feel stifled when I’m too involved in something.”

“Shall I tell you about the other comrades too? The elf likes old stories. She likes stories that have become childish fairy tales to tell to children at bedtime, rather than stories from her own memories of history. Sometimes she gets excited. She may seem rough on the outside, but in fact, she easily panics and rushes in unexpected situations.”

“The saint takes every step as a divine command, but in reality, she doesn’t just hear the voice of the goddess. She has keen ears, always enjoying listening to everything we say one step ahead. Just as she is obedient to the goddess, she is also obedient to the people. Her gentleness is so sincere that sometimes she’s unaware of the fact that she exists. She prefers listening over speaking.”

“The Doctor…?”

“Is sensitive to beauty. In the scent of flowers, the sound of the wind brushing against petals, the sweetness of flower nectar, and the freshness of petals, she perceives beauty. The more time she spends observing slowly, the more beauty overlaps and spreads, turning the entire world into a vast garden. The sense of beauty permeates the soul before any other emotion, becoming an unforgettable peace even amidst any turmoil.”

“…?”

The Hero couldn’t speak. 

She’s desperate. 

Blinded by impulse that no one can stop.

“Hero. We don’t need to part ways for forever, but we don’t need to be together in every moment either. You world won’t end just because we hate you. Our world won’t end, and it’s not an irreversible relationship.”

“So let me hate you for a while. And let’s each take a moment to relax alone.”

“When you find your relaxation, I’ll remember that too. And let’s occasionally distinguish each other’s time so we can fully enjoy that relaxation.”

“My request to hate you, Hero.”

“…Got it.”

A day and a half passed, and the effects of the potion disappeared.

“Rogue…?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you hugging me…?”

“Just, let me be like this for a moment.”

Due to the recoil of the potion, my affection for the Hero increased significantly. 

It doesn’t seem like a potion that should be used often.

“I, thought about what you said, Rogue.”

“Really? Well done. You’re our Hero after all.”

“Hehe. I thought about it, and I think it would be nice to have vacations.”

“Vacations?”


“Yeah! Just taking a break if you want to, taking a few days off from adventuring!”

The results were completely different from what was initially thought when using the potion… but this is a significant improvement nonetheless.

I was so touched that I kept petting the Hero. “You thought so hard. Well done. You’re so kind.”

“Hehehe…”

Unable to stop praising the Hero, I ended up praising her all day long.



 
  
    Chapter 28: Experiencing the Luxury of Retirement


In commemoration of the introduction of the vacation system, and also as a test, the hero party decided to take a month-long break.

“Doctor, sorry. It hasn’t been long since you joined, but we need to rest right away.”

“Hehe, it’s okay… Everyone has been busy, right? Sometimes it’s necessary to take a moment to look around.”

The Doctor, smiling broadly after removing her plague doctor mask, replied in a whispering tone. 

I felt a bit more responsible since I brought alone other companions.

“We’ll make sure you can withdraw as much money as you need from the Upper Management, so if you need extra funds, just visit the Upper Management.”

“I’ll do that if needed.”

It sounded like she didn’t need it. 

The Upper Management had expanded to various locations outside the kingdom, maybe even to the empire or other countries, so she could get assistance wherever she went during her vacation. 

But it seemed like the doctor didn’t need such materialistic help. 

Perhaps what she desired couldn’t be bought with money. 

She loved the kind of beauty that melts into the senses. 

Although she had a keen sense of it, the world she desired, where all those sensations existed, sparkled and smelled like it, didn’t require more or less.

“Then… starting today, for a month, the Hero Party will take a break.”

“Got it.”

“Yeah!”

“Yes.”

“Hehehe!”

“Can the Porter take rest too?”

“Sure. What about the demon king?”

“Would you like to go to your homeland, demon king?”

“My homeland was burned to ashes in the mythological era thousands of years ago… but if you call the realm where my heart resides my homeland, then the demon realm can also be called my homeland.”

“Okay. You will be resting at the demon king’s castle. Don’t unnecessarily resurrect any demons.”

All demons are under the demon king’s authority. 

That’s one reason why we need to defeat the demon king. 

As long as the demon king lives, demons will keep regenerating endlessly.

“…Is it okay to resurrect just one secretary for me?”

“If that’s all… go ahead.”

“And! I want to resurrect a chef to cook, a maid to help with chores, and servants to clean the demon king’s castle!”

“…Do as you please.”

We could just clean everything once the vacation ended. 

With one grand demonic magic circle created by the wizard, we could tidy up everything neatly. 

If that’s not enough, the Hero could help out.

“Thank you! Master!”

So, our vacation really began.

“Should I go to the empire…?”

***

The capital of the empire, which we visited after a long time, was full of art and prosperity.

Actually, strictly speaking, it wasn’t that long ago. 

We visited due to a bet with the emperor. 

But at that time, I spent my time in the imperial underground prison and couldn’t explore the capital.

“It’s developed a lot here…”

The empire guarded by dragon.

The empire ruled by dragon. 

The empire dominated by dragon. 

She was the order of this empire. 

She was its law, its history, and the empire itself. 

As long as the empire doesn’t fall, the emperor will be immortal, and as long as the emperor lives, the empire will not collapse. 

Even the greatest dragon slayer in history couldn’t hunt down the emperor. 

If our Hero was to go against her, she could probably kill her, but if the emperor were to genuinely stand against her, she would be unable to resist.

“…Now that I’m here, I don’t know what to do.”

I bought a dragon-shaped fried skewer, reminiscent of dragon meat skewers, from a stall and ate it.

It’s a snack that can be bought for a few coins. 

Considering the hundreds of gold coins in my backpack, even buying a stall seemed was not difficult.

Even Unplanned spending prevents me from spending all the money.

At this moment, my assets were being copied and replicated.

“Rogue. Do you need a guide?”

“Greetings, Your Majesty.”

The emperor appeared like a shadow, changing her appearance silently.

“Aren’t you surprised? I was planning to surprise you even though it looked like this.”

“Keeping a poker face is a basic skill for a rogue.”

“If I can bring joy to Your Majesty, then I can pretend?”

“You’re clueless.”

“If I was rude, I apologize.”

“Never mind, never mind. I didn’t come here to reprimand you for such trivial matters.”

The emperor abruptly changed the subject.

“I lost the bet last time.”

“What bet are you referring to?”

“Both of them.”

“I see.”

“You can be proud. There aren’t many who can defeat me. As an ordinary human, you’re the first.”

“I’ll engrave it as the honor of my lifetime.”

“Don’t say things you don’t mean. You… came to my city for a reason, right?”

“Because of the vacation, I came to enjoy some leisure. This place is considered the most culturally advanced on the continent, after all.”

“I see.”

“But now that I’m here, I’m not sure what to do. I had planned to indulge in luxury for once, but it seems even indulging in luxury is too luxurious for me, born a commoner.”

“Well, that’s good then.”

“Excuse me?”

The Emperor raised her chin proudly and pointed to herself.


“Who am I?”

“You’re the Emperor of this empire.”

“And also a dragon. When it comes to leisure and extravagance, it’s always been the dragon’s business. If you want, I can be your best guide.”

“Hmm. Indeed, as the Emperor, you should know very well about how to indulge in luxury in this empire. In a way, one could say you’re the most needed talent right now.”

“Wouldn’t it be bothersome for you?”

“What could be bothersome about doing what I want?”

“Then, I have a request.”

“The contract is sealed.”

The Emperor’s snake-like pupils sparkled.

Shall we learn about the Emperor’s luxury?

“First, let’s get your outfit sorted properly.”

“This is…”

“It’s a fashion workshop. It distributes luxury goods made by the most famous artisans in the guild. They’re not items you can buy with money… But in that sense, you’re quite lucky. You’re being guided by the best guide in the empire.”

The fashion workshop was filled with various clothes, like a giant warehouse or an art gallery filled with clothes of all colors.

And it wasn’t just clothes there.

Shoes, watches, rings, necklaces, bracelets, glasses, bags, and even ceremonial swords were prepared. 

It seemed like everything you could wear was ready.

The Emperor called a woman.

“Have this friend choose the clothes for you.”

“Yes! How would you like the background to be?”

“All of it.”

“Yes! Please come this way. I’ll take your measurements.”

“Yes.”

“You’re too casual. Why cover yourself with a hoodie? It’s a waste.”

After taking measurements, the staff at the fashion workshop instructed another staff member to bring items, repeating the process of changing tops, bottoms, hats, shoes, and all the clothes I was wearing. 

It felt like being a mannequin getting dressed over and over again.

Finally, when the staff member nodded, I could see my own appearance properly.

“Oh…”

Like a puzzle where all the parts fit perfectly together, the clothes created a grand atmosphere. 

Even the belt was so perfectly fitted that I was confident nothing else could replace its completeness.

This is fashion.

“It looks good. Let’s finish this set and… move on to the next one right away.”

“Yes?”

“Because you need different outfits for different seasons, occasions, opponents, regions, and depending on the time and place. Since the VIP requested ‘all of it,’ we need to prepare about 36 sets.”

“…Will that take a long time?”

“Usually, it takes the longest for the initial adjustments. From now on, it’ll be finished even faster.”

“Ah, that’s fortunate…”

“It’ll probably take about a day.”

Do people in this world have a strange sense of time? 

Is this employee also an immortal being?

“Actually, I would love to prepare about 108 sets because the clothes are so good… But we can’t take away the VIP’s time for that long.”

“I see… Thank you.”

After spending the whole day being a dress-up doll, I could finally finish purchasing the outfits.

Because it took a whole day, that was the end of the schedule for the first day of vacation.

“It’s different from what I had in mind…”

“After being exhausted like this, won’t the future be tough for you?”

“I’m begging for mercy…”

Was indulgence always this exhausting?

Wasn’t it just a matter of spending money freely and saying, “Give me everything from here to there”?

“Expect. There are many things in this world more valuable than you think.”

“I’m starting to realize that.”

“But still, back in your days as a rogue, you were a bit more spirited.”

“Haha. I guess it’s because I’ve gotten older.”

Memories from the past resurfaced.

In the absence of the hero, I could leisurely reminisce about the past.

The Emperor and I first met at the Imperial Vigil.

“So, you’re the rogue who’s been causing trouble in the empire lately?”

Actually, I foolishly fell into a trap prepared by the Emperor. 

The Imperial Vigil was empty, and the moment I realized something was wrong, the empire’s guards had already surrounded me.

At the center of the guards stood a dignified woman.

At that time, I awkwardly smiled, forcing composure, and answered.

“Do you know me?”

“I heard you’re a prankster famous for returning stolen items to their owners. What did you come to steal from the Imperial Vigil?”

I came to steal the most valuable treasure in the empire, but when I actually arrived, there wasn’t much, so I was perplexed.

“That’s true.”

“In that case, you’ve come to the right place.”

“Excuse me?”

“Aren’t you standing in front of it? The most valuable treasure in the empire.”

At that time, the Emperor approached with a very mischievous expression, arms wide open.


“What… are you talking about, Your Majesty?”

“In that case, what else could it be? In this empire, only I am truly precious. Under me, all nobles, commoners, and slaves are equal, so determining the value of something is purely my right and authority.”

It could be asserted.

The Emperor, among all the people I had ever met, was the most dignified. I had that intuition from that moment of meeting.

That encounter was the beginning of a long ‘game’ with the Emperor.



 
  
    Chapter 29: I watched the Performance


“I want to propose a bet to you, the one known for stealing the best items in the empire.”

The bet the emperor proposed to me  was truly absurd.

“Anything will do, just try stealing a part of me.”

“Pardon?”

“A scale, a tooth, even a strand of hair will suffice. Steal a part of me and prove yourself. If you succeed, I’ll spare your life; if you fail, I’ll kill you.”

“Why would you propose such a bet?”

“I was bored, and you caught my eye. I thought it would be a good amusement.”

It was a wager incomprehensible to anyone, but there was no other option but to accept it. 

Of course, I could attempt to escape, but in return, I would have to live in hiding for the rest of my life, paying the price of the emperor’s wrath.

“Then, will you provide a place to stay in the palace?”

“Hmm?”

“It would be best to observe from a nearby place if I intend to steal from the emperor’s body.”

“You boldly speak of espionage. However, very well.”

The emperor was confident in everything. 

Just as he referred to using a human body for human affairs as a dragon’s pastime, he treated everything as a game.

Dealing with the Rogue who sneaked into the palace was no different.

Intrigued by the Rogue, known as the most skilled in the continent, he had no hesitation in making that Rogue his plaything.

So, the emperor was the most dignified being in the world.

Not because of his position as emperor, not because of his nature as a dragon, but because he regarded this world as his plaything, he was truly dignified.

Therefore, there was no hesitation in using his dignity.

I actively utilized the interest and disregard he felt towards me for my thievery.

“You stole the empire’s secrets from the museum, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Rather than stealing something from me, you stole useless junk.”

“You need some preparation for a big job, don’t you? Even if a gem doesn’t shine as brightly as Your Majesty, if it shines hidden in the solemn darkness, its light becomes even more lovely. With countless magics and dozens of guards…”

“Lovely, like a gem?”

“The term ‘light’ seems more fitting.”

“You are quite incomprehensible, Rogue. If it’s so lovely, why return it to the owner?”

“Because it doesn’t shine as brightly in my hands.”

“You are indeed a strange Rogue.”

“Haha… It’s a simple logic.”

A rogue. 

I used to like that nickname, feeling proud. 

I was truly lost in self-conceit.

“If something is already in my hands, there’s no value in stealing it. If it has no value to steal, there’s no need to steal it, so I return it to the owner. Therefore, on the contrary, a jewel guarded in solemn darkness is something worth stealing.”

“Ah, I see…”

“A truly valuable jewel, even if its shine is obscured by darkness, is still beautiful…”

Recalling old memories, it was difficult to hide the embarrassment. 

I struggled to contain the uneasiness.

“What are you thinking so deeply about?”

“…I recalled a shameful past.”

“How shameful must it be to make your face flush like that?”

“It’s the memory of the day we made our bet.”

“Is that something to be ashamed of?”

“I was quite immature back then.”

Despite trying to maintain a poker face, it seemed futile against the emperor.

The emperor had a better eye than the party members. 

Being a dragon, it was natural.

“If you were immature, then I must have been immature as well. But I’m not ashamed. So you should be confident too. Weren’t you a bit more confident and spirited back then?”

“Haha, it’s not easy. Your Majesty seems as constant as ever, but you seem a little different from back then.”

“Hmm? In what way am I different?”

“Well… hmm. Back then, Your Majesty… didn’t value anything except yourself. The reason the bet was about stealing a part of Your Majesty was because nothing else had any value if it wasn’t you.”

“Indeed, that’s not entirely incorrect.”

“In that regard, it seems that Your Majesty is now paying more attention to your surroundings.”

He was everything in this empire.

He built it, protected it, ruled it, and governed it all. 

What he said was the empire’s law, and where he stayed was the empire’s palace.

He was such a presence. 

Beyond any principle that could bind her, he became the standard against which all principles were measured.

But now, he seemed to be accommodating his surroundings quite a bit.

“In the design workshop… and in this restaurant, aren’t you eating the menu recommended by the owner?”

“Knowing the best ingredients is the job of a chef.”

This restaurant was brought by the emperor. 

There was no one here. It was originally a restaurant that only nobles could reserve and use.

Visiting such a restaurant without any reservation and yet receiving praise from the originally reserved nobility was considered an honour to the emperor’s authority.

“It seems that such things have changed. Your Majesty used to be a bit more…, capricious.”

“Now you are my guide, so I won’t insist. What use is it to teach extravagance according to my standards?”

“Haha, I appreciate your consideration.”

After finishing the meal, the emperor took me to a small theatre.

One stage and a few wide seats. 

That was all there was to this theatre. 

It was questionable whether a space of this size could even be called a theatre in the first place.

“Such places exist.”

“If you have a desired play or performance, this is where it happens. Most performances are possible here due to various magical enchantments.”

And so, a performance for just the two of us began.

The empire’s top troupe, the best performers, the finest musicians.

Renowned artists of the empire showcased a magnificent performance.

The emperor smiled, and he applauded, showing his respect.

“It’s wonderful.”


“If you wish, I can summon all the artists of the empire here, filling every day with endless performances.”

“That seems excessive.”

“Excessiveness is not a concern when it comes to extravagance.”

“Still, spending so much time like this would seem boring.”

“You really don’t understand at all.”

“Excuse me?”

The emperor leaned back leisurely in his seat, explaining extravagance to him.

“Extravagance means you must waste as much as possible. You must buy even the most useless things at exorbitant prices.”

“Is there meaning in that?”

“That’s how you can buy what money can’t normally purchase.”

“…”

“Artists are proud individuals, aren’t they? Those considered artisans are no different from artists. Even if you offer them a fortune, they won’t compromise their pride. They’ll cherish their most beloved works.”

The emperor spoke about art.

“That’s why we indulge in meaningless extravagance. We buy a single piece of art for a fortune, fill a year with endless art and performances, and make clothes out of the finest silk and thread just to wear once…”

As the emperor exhaled, the air froze. 

Flames from the theatrical magical apparatus mixed with ice, creating a cloud-like mist.

The actors resumed the play soon after, but the disrupted rhythm seemed irreparable.

“I know they realize I don’t value them. If I fill every day for a year with endless performances, how boring do you think it would be to watch?”

“Then isn’t it even more meaningless?”

“Didn’t I say? Artists are proud individuals.”

With a sinister smile, the emperor appeared more dignified than anyone else.

“They wouldn’t be able to endure such treatment. Because they are proud, their ‘art’ cannot become as mundane as street rubble. Then, what would they do?”

“They might refuse to perform?”

“Haha! You really don’t understand at all.”

“…Yes?”

Art. 

It was probably something I would never understand in this lifetime.

“That’s not how artists work. Artists, you see, don’t do it like this.”

“They will say. Let’s see how long you can ignore my ‘art.’ This time, I’ll present a magnificent work that you can’t help but admire!”

In sync with the emperor’s words, the actors’ performance began to intensify even more.

In their efforts to regain the lost rhythm, they were breathing more dramatically. 

Sweat poured from their bodies like rain.

The broken immersion was quickly repaired, and they began to immerse themselves even deeper.

It was a strange sensation.

“Artists are the ones who put in the effort to create a garment so satisfying that they would never throw it away after wearing it just once. ‘Things you can’t buy even with money’ can only be obtained from such people. So, there’s no such thing as too much extravagance, even if there’s a lack of it. You should know that too.”

“…It’s complicated.”


“It’s simple logic.”

For the first time today, the emperor clapped towards the stage and whispered to me.

“If you can buy something with money, then it’s not worth buying with money!”

Somehow, those words sounded familiar.

I could only cover my face and bow my head.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Days of Peace


During that week, I learned extravagance from the emperor.

From clothes to meals, performances, entertainment, and even accommodations, I filled each day with the most expensive and valuable things. 

It was quite a remarkable sensation. 

Each day I learned something new, and each day I had to meet new people.

After spending a week with the emperor, I came to a realization.

“This is quite exhausting…”

I felt tired.

“Haha, are you okay?”

“I don’t think this lifestyle suits me…”

Was living a luxurious life really this exhausting? 

I couldn’t help but admire the extravagant villains in stories. 

Changing jewellery every day, fussing over every meal, and still having energy left to torment the protagonist. 

In a way, being a villain seemed like hard work too. 

It’s not something a person as lethargic as myself could handle.

“It’s quite sacrilegious to be dissatisfied even with a guide like me, isn’t it, thief?”

“The guide was good, but the path was rough. Maybe the destination was wrong from the beginning.”

“Excuses won’t do. So, what now? You said the vacation was for a month. Are you going to indulge in luxury for the remaining three weeks?”

“I don’t think so… I think I’ll go down to the countryside.”

“The countryside?”

“Yes. I want to experience the leisure of country life.”

I realized that the most beautiful things in the city didn’t suit me. 

So now it’s time to test the serenity of the most peaceful village. 

I plan to spend peaceful days immersed in nature.

“The countryside… I can think of a few places.”

“What places are you thinking of?”

“Well, as long as it’s a place with few people, it’s fine. More like a villa in the middle of the forest. If you want, I can lend you that place.”

“A villa built in a place with no people… It seems perfect for staying for a week.”

“I’ll install a teleportation magic circle so you can come back anytime. How does that sound?”

“If you’re offering, I won’t refuse.”

And so, the plan for the next week was set.

The villa I teleported to with the emperor was literally in the heart of nature. 

Surrounded by dense deciduous trees, it felt completely isolated. 

But nature, even in isolation, was beautiful. 

The shadows of the trees and the silence of the forest felt as peaceful and soothing as gentle music.

I felt the presence of peace right in front of me. 

Peace was nature itself!

“I feel like I’ve become an elf…”

Small animals hid themselves as they wandered through the forest. 

There might be large predators, but thanks to some magical intervention by the emperor, none were visible nearby.

The villa was a two-story building made of wood, with living wood still alive and sturdy enough to withstand collapse. 

There were probably protective spells placed on it, so it was likely even stronger than it appeared.

I touched the surface of the wood with my hand. 

It felt alive, albeit cold… 

It felt like the pulse of breathing that only a living being like the emperor could emit.

After inspecting the exterior, I opened the door and stepped inside.

“Wow…”

I couldn’t help but exclaim in admiration.

Despite being left unattended for quite some time, not a speck of dust could be found inside the villa. 

Instead, the clear air circulated like a mountain breeze, making each breath refreshing.

The interior walls were different from the exterior, being lined with what looked like white plaster. 

Not a speck of dust could be seen on these pristine white walls, giving them a simple yet luxurious appearance reminiscent of the emperor’s dignity.

But most of all, the furniture.

Each piece of furniture was made from a single tree. 

It seemed as though giant tree was uprooted and hollowed out to make chairs, tables, and shelves, maintaining the appearance of a living tree. These furniture pieces, rooted to the ground, resembled the base of a tree, and they gave off an aura of simplicity and elegance.

“What a magnificent place…”

“I’m glad you liked it.”

While admiring the villa, the voice of the emperor echoed from the air. 

It seemed he was observing this place through magic.

“I appreciate your consideration, Your Majesty.”

“Consideration? What consideration is there? It’s just a space that’s meaningless if left unattended, meant to be used by whoever needs it.”

“That too is consideration for my circumstances.”

“As I’ve felt before, your manner has indeed softened.”

Softened manner… hmmm.

“It’s thanks to my companions. They’re all good-hearted colleagues.”

“I envy that.”

“It’s not that enviable to the Emperor of the world, I suppose.”

“I don’t envy you… I envy those companions who’ve influenced you.”

“Them?”

“Who wouldn’t envy them…”

The Emperor left behind cryptic words and remained silent thereafter.

Now, only silence pervaded the villa.

With no one watching, no one accompanying, it was just the villa in the woods.

Now, I had to live here alone for a week.

“Interesting… I wonder if there’s enough food? It’s just a week, so there’s no time for farming, but I’ll have to hunt animals or gather fruits from trees.” 

Just in case, I searched inside and found a storage room that seemed like a kitchen. 

It felt chilled, perhaps preserved by magic. 

Various foods – unidentified meat, potatoes, various vegetables, and fruits – were visible.

There seemed to be no worries about food, but still, I wanted to gather and eat them myself. 

I couldn’t farm, but I felt like pretending. 


As if I was catching harmful pests or harvesting crops.

It might seem a little foolish, but it seemed enjoyable.

“First, I should explore the forest properly.”

***

A-grade adventurer, Rendo Russell, was running through the forest, gasping for breath. 

If he was alone, he wouldn’t have been so out of breath, but… because he was carrying someone on his back, his energy was rapidly depleting.

“Darn it… I didn’t sign up for escorting through the Dragon’s Ridge.”

Though notorious, he thought passing through the Dragon’s Ridge wouldn’t be too difficult. 

Due to recently becoming an A-grade adventurer, he was also somewhat overconfident.

He hadn’t realized why the Dragon’s Ridge was called the grave of adventurers…

Thanks to that, he ended up fleeing for survival. 

It was a crazy idea to venture deep into the Dragon’s Ridge, and on top of that, he was being chased by beasts strengthened by the power of the Dragon Ridge.

Fortunately, it seemed that the farther he ran, the fewer beasts there were.

Though he didn’t know what was inside, he had to do anything to survive.

“…Damn! It’s so heavy!”

It was his client.

Honestly, he knew it was a foolish thing to do, but he simply couldn’t bring himself to abandon the person. 

He just convinced himself that it was all for the sake of receiving the commission fee.

Thinking that it was for himself rather than for others could provide some consolation, couldn’t it?

Dragging the heavy body for a while, the presence of the pursuing beasts suddenly disappeared. 

It seemed he had managed to shake them off.

“Phew…”

Finally, his legs relaxed, and he collapsed onto the ground. 

It was just dirt, and his pants were already dirty anyway, so it didn’t matter.

“So, what do I do now?”

All the adventurers who were escorting together had either fallen to the beasts or fled. 

He lost all his belongings, and this place was the Dragon’s Ridge, known as the grave of adventurers. 

And it seemed like he had ventured quite deep into it.

When could he get out of here? 

Which direction should he go? 

How could he survive? 

Everything was uncertain and bleak.

Could he even consider surviving this?

Isn’t it just a postponement of death?

“…I’m hungry. Let’s try to find some fruits for now.”

Carefully laying down the unconscious client on the ground and looking around, there should be at least one fruit tree in this dense forest. 

Moving around and trying not to forget where he left the client, he searched for fruits. 

He found a few, but since he didn’t recognize them, he couldn’t be sure if they were safe to eat.

Were there any fruits that he knew the name of?

While wandering around the forest for a while, suddenly, he sensed movement from within.

“A beast?”

He prepared for battle. 

If it was just one beast, he might be able to handle it somehow. 

But if there were several…

No, there’s no need to dwell on ominous thoughts.

The bushes rustled. 

He needed to attack the target as soon as it appeared.

“Oh, hello. There’s a person here.”

“…O-?”

It was a person.

In the depths of the Dragon’s Ridge, there was a person.

It was said that not many people lived around here because you need to cover quite a distance to get this deep.

“Do you want to go into the villa?”

He couldn’t help but raise his voice.

Well, if it’s a being living in the Dragon’s Ridge…a Dragon

“A villa… Are you saying there’s a villa here?”

“Yes, there’s a villa inside. You seem quite tired. Would you like to rest for a moment before leaving?”

Could he accept this kindness?

Dragons are known to be very capricious beings. 

Especially if it’s a dragon who transforms into a human and enjoys playing tricks.

“…Thank you for your mercy.”

Of course, he had no choice.

He had to do whatever it took to survive.

“My companion is currently unconscious and resting inside. Would it be alright if I brought that person along as well?”


“Oh, of course. Unconscious, you say? Must have been quite a difficult journey.”

“That’s right.”

“Let’s go together to fetch them.”

Bringing the client along, the dragon introduced himself with a gentle smile.

“I’m Sentimental.”



 
  
    Chapter 31: Workers


A-class adventurer named Rendo Russell was an interesting person. 

As soon as he arrived at the villa, he suddenly prostrated himself flat on the ground, shaking and unable to figure out how to repay this favour. 

It was a bit amusing to see such an exaggerated reaction. 

Was his journey really that difficult? 

Even though it was a bit too sensitive and exaggerated, it was hard to hide the laughter that naturally came out.

“Ahem…”

“Huh?! Oh, did I make a mistake or something…?”

Seeing him startled and alarmed. I waved my hands in reassurance, indicating that everything was okay, and urged him to sit down.

After about 10 seconds of lying flat on the ground, Russell finally managed to stand up and sit in the chair.

“What kind of tea would you like?”

“I-it’s fine!”

“Still, if a guest comes, I have to treat them properly, or I’d feel regretful.”

“Ah, then please make it herbal tea…”

“Oh, did I lack consideration?”

“No! I appreciate your consideration!”

He must have been really tired, so caffeine in tea might be burdensome. 

I brewed herbal tea good for fatigue recovery in a teapot and poured it into a cup. 

His hands were shaking, so I wasn’t sure if he could even drink it properly.

“How does it taste?”

“It’s excellent! It feels like mana is flowing through my body… Huh?”

“Oh, are you a magician?”

“Well, I’ve only learned simple life magic necessary for adventures. But this tea… What did we put in it?”

“Just herbs.”

The herbs from the villa. 

The holy water always carried by the Saint. 

The elixir of the God of Lust that I made. 

A drop of blood from the source of alchemy, a drop of saliva from Darami, and various other ingredients were boiled.

Maybe it’s good for health? 

I’m not sure about the taste, though.

“Ah, haha. Just herbs, I see. Alright, I understand. Herbs are… fragrant.”

“Really? That’s a relief.”

How much time passed with just one teapot between us?

As the atmosphere became increasingly awkward, I was about to bring up some conversation. 

At that moment, I sensed movement from the room where his colleague had fainted.

“Oh, it seems like she’s awake. I need to check her condition…”

“I-I’ll go!”

“Mr. Russell still doesn’t seem fully recovered, so please rest well.”

“Yes!”

I gently persuaded the tense Russell to sit down and headed towards the room where the other colleague was lying.

The woman, sitting up on the bed, turned to face me.

“Are you alright? Is there any discomfort? I’ve treated you, but… you haven’t been able to get up, is it because of the shock?”

“Who are you…?”

“Your colleague Rendo brought you here. You all recuperating in this villa deep in the forest.”

“The villa…?”

She softly nodded her head and gestured around.

The woman looked around blankly, her eyes dilated as if possessed. 

She must be very tired.

“The tea is ready; would you like a cup? It’s herbal tea good for fatigue. It might help you feel better…”

“I don’t quite understand…”

“Just think of it like this.”

It must be confusing for her since she just woke up after fainting, but…

“You lost consciousness in the forest and fainted, and luckily, this villa was nearby, so you could rest here. I’m not very familiar with the geography here… But this house is definitely safe. It has various protective spells.”

“Yes…”

“If it’s hard for you to move, I’ll bring the tea over here.”

“It’s okay, maybe…”

With great effort, she managed to sit up from the bed.

I quietly led her to the dining room. 

Russell, who had been sipping tea, looked at the woman with a relieved expression. 

He seemed genuinely pleased to see her.

“Miss Client! You’ve woken up.”

“Oh, adventurer…”

“Hmm? Aren’t you two colleagues?”

When introduced as colleagues, I thought they were just party members, but it seemed to be a client-adventurer relationship.

To my question, the adventurer nodded vigorously and answered energetically.

“I’m a colleague hired by the client! I received a guarding commission for this valley.”

“Ah, I see. So, why did the client come here?”

“This place…”

As Russell approached her, the client, her face turned pale as if she heard something shocking. 

I wonder what they talked about?

I’m quite sharp, not as much as an elf, but I could probably hear if I strained my ears, but I didn’t eavesdrop. 

It’s not polite.

“I… I’m Arasa von Prestia.”

“Are you a noble?”


“Yes… My father is the lord of the Prestia Domain. Um, I came here to recover my health. I was born with a weak heart. So, I came to this valley in hopes of absorbing mana from the ‘Dragon Vein’ here to get better…”

“If you’re a noble, wouldn’t you have knights to guard you? Why hire adventurers?”

“The knights… suffered…”

Arasa covered her face, slightly trembling as if recalling unpleasant memories.

“The knights fell victim to the beasts in this area.”

“Hmm? Are there beasts here?”


“…They’re beasts to us.”

‘Beasts to us’—I’m not sure what that means, but it seems there are indeed fierce and dangerous beasts living in this forest, to the extent that they can prey on knights. 

Even with their incredible regenerative abilities, they wouldn’t die, but they’d still suffer, so we need to be careful.

I nodded appropriately, accepting her words.

“So, you came here for recuperation in the forest?”

“That -i-is so?”

“Since there’s room available in this villa, would you like to stay if necessary? Both you and Mr. Russell.”

“…Thank you for your kindness.”

Arasa picked up the tea cup, her throat parched. 

She sipped from it, then took another sip. 

And another. 

Eventually, she just gulped down the entire cup. 

Was she very thirsty?

“Would you like another cup of tea?”

“I-i-is this…?”

“It’s herbal tea.”

“I-I’m feeling better now…?”

Well, it’s common for one to feel better after drinking tea.

Whether it’s because of the holy water or other ingredients, I’m not sure.

“It’s herbal tea.”

“What’s herbal tea…?”

“It’s tea made from herbs.”

“Are these herbs some kind of great medicinal plants?”

“Uh, I’m not sure.”

I don’t really know since the herbs were just what was available in this villa.

It’s probably not ordinary herbs since they were prepared by the emperor.

Maybe they’re among the highest quality.

“Why, thank you, great one!”

“Great one?”

“N-no, that’s not it! Um, human?”

“Oh, I haven’t introduced myself yet, have I?”

In adventurer parties, we usually just refer to each other by our professions, so I often forget to introduce myself by name.

“I’m Sentimental.”

“Yes! Thank you, Sentimental!”

“Haha, you two seem somewhat similar.”

Russell and Arasa, the noblewoman, also had an exaggerated and amusing reaction.

I’m not sure what she’s so grateful for. 

Maybe expressing gratitude as much as possible is part of the culture here?

If that’s the case, it’s a bit enviable.

In the area where hero parties usually travel, there’s often a dryness in expressing emotions.

“If you’re so grateful, would you like to help with some tasks?”

“Tasks…?”

“Yes. Cleaning or cooking, for example. It shouldn’t be too difficult. I’m planning to stay here for about a week… Oh, when I return, I’ll teleport you both back home.”

“Yes! Of course! Just tell us what to do!”

“I’ll do whatever you need!”

“Haha, alright. Mr. Russell, then let’s start by… washing the teapot and cups.”

“I’ll do it!”

“Then, Mr. Russell, I’ll need your help.”

Russell sprang up and gathered all the utensils on the table. 

Then he confidently carried them to the kitchen.

Although it seemed a bit precarious for him to carry three sets of teacups and a teapot at once, they wouldn’t break if dropped, so it should be fine.

Watching this, Arasa raised her hand and asked.

“Is there anything I can help with?”

“Um, then we need to prepare your beds. Would you take care of that? The bed you were lying on earlier is where I sleep.”

“Oh, I’m sorry!”

“It’s okay. I laid you there because there was nowhere else for the sick to lie down. The bedding should be in the wardrobe, so please find it and lay it out in the guest room.”

“Yes!”

Arasa hurried off to find her own task.

Even with just the three of us, the house suddenly felt lively. 

To be honest, it was too quiet being alone.

‘It’s funny how I got tired of traveling with the hero party and now I feel this way…’

Balance is important in everything.

After spending a few years with the noisy hero party, being alone felt somewhat awkward.

If I ever retire for real, I’ll probably get used to it slowly.

For now, this is just a practice run, and I think this is enough. 

You can’t drink too much on your first sip.

“Sentimental! Where should I put the teacups?”

“Oh, please put them in the top left cabinet over there.”

“Got it!”


Peaceful.

Truly.

I hope this peace will last a long time.

‘What are the heroes doing right now…?’





 
  
    Chapter 32: A Wild Hero has appeared


Living in the villa had become quite familiar. 

Thanks to unexpected guests, I was able to adapt quickly. 

Taking care of things and nurturing together turned out to be more enjoyable than I expected.

“Is everyone resting well?”

“Yes, of course!”

“That’s good to hear. A wild animal got caught in the trap I set up, would you mind helping me with handling it?”

It had been a while since I did something Rogue-like. 

Setting traps, specifically.

I set traps to hunt wild animals roaming the forest. 

I was a bit worried about setting up traps for proper killing, but luckily, they were well-made enough to catch animals.

Most large animals lived quite far from the villa, and one large deer was caught in the trap.

Russell and I went out to the villa’s front yard to handle the deer. 

We had left the deer carcass there with its blood drained.

“To use the meat for cooking, we need to skin it first and cut off the inedible parts. Have you ever handled a deer before?”

“Um, Master Sentimental?”

“Yes. What’s the matter?”

“Isn’t this not a deer, but an A-class Wyvern, also known as a Green-Eyed White Snake…?”

“Oh, I removed the poison, so don’t worry.”

Wyverns usually carry poison, making them inedible. 

However, with just one drop of holy water from the saint, purification was possible. 

Even if it was a Wyvern, once the poison was removed, it was not much different from regular wild animals. 

In fact, its taste might even be better than usual wild animals. 

It didn’t have the typical gamey smell either.

“Wait, Wyverns can be caught in traps?”

“Oh, I’m a Rogue, you see.”

I showed Russell my Rogue’s emblem.

Normally, being a Rogue had a very negative connotation among ordinary people, but among adventurers, it wasn’t as bad.

Anyway, Rogue were essential among novice adventurers.

But Russell’s expression upon seeing the emblem was somewhat subtle.

Was he a Rogue hater by any chance?

“Russell?”

“Oh, yes! I see. So even A-class Wyverns can be caught in traps….”

“We need to start by skinning it from the belly. Would you help me?”

“Yes!”

I handed Russell a skinning knife, and together we skinned the deer.

After removing the intestines and tendons, we obtained quite a lot of meat.

How should I cook this?

“I personally prefer boiling it for hygiene reasons, but since we’re at the villa, I guess grilling it for a barbecue would be better?”

“Yes, yes! Whatever Master Sentimental prefers!”

“Haha, it’s going to be delicious.”

Yes, a barbecue was definitely the way to go when you were on vacation.

I should prepare charcoal and a grill and make it properly.

“Please look forward to it, Russell. I’m sure it’ll be delicious.”

It was going to be a perfect vacation!

***

“…Hero?”

“Oh, Rogue! Long time no see! I missed you!”

While preparing the barbecue to eat with the two guests, a loud noise came from outside the forest. 

When I went to investigate, the hero was fighting a giant dragon.

“What are you doing?”

“Adventure!”

A dragon. 

Known as the origin of magic and the strongest creature, that dragon. 

A race akin to the emperor of the empire.

“Um, hero, I’ll ask you something. Why are you bothering the dragon…?”

“This dragon is a bad dragon! I entered its cave, and it suddenly breathed fire! So I had to give it a lesson! Haha.”

Hmm.

It seems like the hero intruded into the dragon’s lair and woke up the sleeping dragon, leading to an attack. 

Considering the temperament of dragons as a species, such incidents were not uncommon. 

The problem was that the one who woke the dragon was not an ordinary human but ‘that’ hero. 

A dragon provoked by the hero was literally being beaten to near death.

“Hero? How about stopping bothering the dragon since it seems pitiful?”

“Why! This dragon breathed fire at me first!”

“Perhaps the dragon was startled by the sudden appearance of the hero. Since heroes are kind, can’t you understand?”

“Ugh…”

As the hero was striking the dragon with the holy sword, she sheathed her sword. 

The flattened and trembling dragon lifted its head and glanced around.

Then, as its eyes met the hero’s, it lowered its head again. 

Despite its adult size, the dragon’s demeanour was anything but majestic.

But the fact that a dragon lived on this mountain range…

“Hero, do you happen to know the name of this mountain range?”

“Dragon’s Ridge!”

“I see.”

So it was inside Dragon’s Ridge after all. 

If it was dangerous for A-class adventurers or knights, it wasn’t just an ordinary dangerous forest. 

It was also the location of the Emperor’s villa.

But this hero, rummaging around in Dragon’s Ridge, woke the dragon up and ended up fighting it?

That’s just trespassing and robbery…

Approaching the dragon slowly, I spoke. 


As I got closer, its size became more apparent. 

One of its heads seemed several times larger than me.

“Um, Mr. Dragon? Hello?”

“Stop harassing me, vile human!”

“I’m sorry. Our hero caused a bit of trouble.”

“I did nothing wrong! It breathed fire at me first!”

“Yeah yeah, our hero is kind too. But you hit too hard. Dragons can feel pain, you know?”

“…Ugh.”

While the hero was throwing a tantrum, the dragon seemed to calm down a bit. 

With its head raised, it looked at itself and then at the surroundings. 

Then it frowned.

“Human.”

“Yes. Hello.”

The dragon sniffed and wrinkled its nose.

“I smell the stench of the mad Emperor…”

“Mad Emperor?”

“A madman who has been playing for thousands of years.”

It seemed even among dragons, the Emperor was treated like a lunatic.

Given that he had discarded dragon life and lived as the ruler of the Empire for thousands of years, it was understandable.

“The Emperor has been kind enough to let me stay in a villa inside.”

“That ancient house… It seems the Emperor quite likes you?”

“Haha, I’m receiving more kindness than I deserve.”

“There are many dragon nests in these mountains, so don’t wander around recklessly. Many dragons fear the mad Emperor, but there may also be those who hate anyone smelling like her.”

“Thank you for the advice.”

“…But what is that human anyway? Is she really human? I’ve never heard of such a strong human existing before.”

Pointing at the hero, the dragon asked with disbelief.

Honestly, the sentiment resonated so much that I found myself nodding unconsciously. 

As the Emperor mentioned before, even to the dragons, the hero’s strength seemed out of the ordinary.

“This is the Hero of this era.”

“Hero…? No matter how much you say she’s a hero, being that strong is hard to believe…”

“Our hero is a bit exceptional.”

While patting the hero’s head, I said so, and the hero laughed cheerfully.

Anyway, she seemed like a laid-back fellow. 

If there was someone who smiled as innocently as the Wizard, it would be the hero.

“It’s the first time I’ve been beaten up like this, and my head is throbbing…”

“Haha. I’m sorry.”

“Well, I was the one who attacked first, as the hero said. I may have overreacted a bit because my nest was invaded. I’m the one who should apologize.”

“Thank you for understanding.”

“Human who handles the hero, I want to know your name.”

“I am called Sentimental.”

“I am Tawareid, the dragon of the Forest and Leaves. I am the gardener who manages the mountain range of this nest.”

A gardener who manages the Dragon’s Ridge. 

It seemed like his workload might not be ordinary. 

This dragon seemed quite tired too.

“If it’s not too much trouble, would you like to come to the villa? As an apology for the intrusion, and as a gesture of hospitality, Tawareid.”

“A meal? Well, it wouldn’t be polite to refuse the invitation. I was curious about that lunatic Emperor’s villa, and if I’m invited, even that mad Emperor wouldn’t get angry.”

Tawareid nodded while muttering something to himself.

And soon, he transformed into the form of a human. 

It was the appearance of an androgynous elf with thick green hair.

“Polymorph…”

“I’m not as skilled as that mad Emperor.”

“Is it something that anyone can do if they’re a dragon?”

“Some practice may be needed, but yes.”

So I invited Tawareid to the villa.

“Rogue! I want to go too!”

“Sure, let’s go together. Hero.”

Of course, the hero tagged along.

Although it was vacation time, it would be okay to spend a few days together. 

When we leave this villa in a few days, we can part ways then.

The hero and Tawareid moved towards the villa together.

While passing through the forest, Tawareid sniffed as if smelling something.

“I smell White nearby.”

“White?”

“It’s the deer I raise. It’s a beautiful creature with white skin and jewel-like green eyes. I’ve been raising it diligently for hundreds of years, feeding it magic stones… Recently, it even had offspring. Haha, how adorable it was to see those little ones suckling milk…”

“I see.”

So the dragon also raises pets.

But a deer with white skin and green eyes… I think I’ve seen it recently.

Ah.

“Sentimental! You’re here! I’ve prepared everything.”


“White-!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

The dragon screamed and rushed at Russell.

Hmm.

“Hero, knock him out for now.”

“Got it!”



 
  
    Chapter 33: Finish living at the Villa


The Hero knocked out Tawareid.

Russell, who had finished preparing the meal and was waiting, stepped back in surprise and looked puzzled.

“What, what’s going on? Who is this? It looked like he suddenly rushed at me…”

“A dragon.”

“Excuse me?”

“His name is Tawareid, a dragon who is said to be the Gardener of this mountain range. I invited him for a meal, and it turns out that this white deer was the pet he raised.”

“Excuse me?”

As Tawareid, forcibly knocked unconscious, grew larger, his polymorph was being released. 

Scales emerged on his skin, horns grew on his head, wings on his back, and a tail grew out behind him. 

As the characteristics of a dragon became more prominent, his body swelled up like a small hill.

“Huh?!”

“Um, I’m not sure how to handle this.”

I felt like a butcher who turned someone else’s pet into a soup.

“And what can we do about it? Let’s prepare the meal first. We’ve wasted too much time already.”

“Is it… alright? When this Tawareid wakes up…”

“He’ll wake up and cause a ruckus again, but the Hero will calm him down, so it’s fine. Right, Hero?”

“Yeah! I’ll protect the Rogue from him!”

“That’s right, thank you.”

“You mean Hero?”

Russell looked blankly at the hero. 

He seemed startled by the unexpected title that came out of nowhere.

Explaining while lightly patting the Hero’s head.

“She is the hero of this era. She is strong enough to face dozens of dragons alone, so don’t worry.”

“Ha-ha.”

In truth, she had never faced dozens of dragons, but… maybe it’s possible

Because she’s the hero.

Honestly, it didn’t seem like she could only defeat dozens, but maybe hundreds of dragons. 

That’s what the hero of this era meant.

And this wasn’t relative, it was absolute. 

It didn’t matter the difference in strength or the circumstances. 

If thrown into lava, her skin would boil, but she would gain heat resistance; if trapped in a poisonous swamp, she would suffocate for a day and suffer from poison for weeks, but she would eventually emerge unharmed.

If in a maze with no exit, she would break through every wall; if in a rigged gambling den where victory was impossible, she would change the rules of the game.

That was the terrifying aspect of this foolish Hero. 

How could mere mortals who were somewhat proficient in magic kill him?

“Is it possible for a human to face dozens of dragons?”

Of course, Russell seemed uneasy because he didn’t know the truth.

Even those who knew the hero’s achievements might not know as much as our party members.

So there was only one answer I could give.

“It’s impossible for a human. But for a hero, it’s possible.”

“Eek, but I’m human too!”

“Right, right.”

Just talking for a moment made me want to run away again.

“Anyway, let’s cook. Hero, do you mind if it’s a bit spicy?”

“I love spicy food!”

While enjoying the meal with the guests.

Tawareid, who had been knocked out, woke up. 

Making groaning sounds, probably because his head hurt, Tawareid opened his eyes and spoke.

“What happened…? Feels like I had a bad dream.”

“Really? Seems like you had a nightmare. Here, try some food; it’s already prepared.”

“Um, thanks.”

Russell scooped stew into a ladle and fed it to Tawareid, who was now in the form of a dragon. 

Tawareid, tasting the stew with a muddy expression, muttered in admiration.

“It’s delicious. It’s a taste I’ve never experienced before in my life. Such delicious food, I’ve never tasted… huh?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Something is… Ah, aaaaahhhhhhh!!!!! White!!!!!!!”

“Oh no, just letting it go is a failure.”

“Hero.”

“Yeah!”

“Suppress him again.”

“I-I’m fine! I’m calm now! I showed a shameful side because my emotions got a little out of control.”

It seems there’s no longer a need to turn Tawareid into dragon meat.

“Right, this is… the taste of White, huh? So this is what White tastes like. It’s the first time I’ve tasted such delicious food in my life…”

Tawareid quietly muttered as he savored the stew remaining in his mouth.

“It’s unfortunate that White was hunted down… but it’s the law of nature after all. Still, White’s offspring are still around…”

“Ah, come to think of it, there were some traps in the forest that we haven’t collected yet.”

“Hero, do you want to go collect the hunting traps with me?”

“Yeah! I’ll come with you!”

If Tawareid rushes at is, we will have to suppress him immediately.

Fortunately, there was no need to turn Tawareid into dragon meat. 

All the other traps were just empty. 

We collected those traps and returned to the villa together.

“I’ve lived for thousands of years, but this is the first time my heart has raced like this. If Snow and Cream had died too, I might have truly gone mad. Of course, those two will eventually leave me as well, but I never expected to experience it in this way.”

“Hehe… sorry about that.”

“No, those two are also beasts that attack humans, so it’s unavoidable. As I mentioned earlier, it’s just the law of nature. So far, there haven’t been any problems because other beasts haven’t touched White, thanks to my scent.”

He seemed quite emotional earlier.

There was no need to point it out. 

There was no need to scratch at his emotions, especially when he had managed to calm down one way or another.

“Let’s finish our meal.”

“…Earlier, I didn’t know anything and just ate it, but no matter how much I think it’s the law of nature, eating White feels a bit wrong to me. That child…”


“I’ll serve it without the meat.”

Tawareid looked at me as if I was crazy.

Hmm, maybe the problem is the meat broth?

“Since it’s already dead, isn’t it proper to eat it with as little waste as possible? I think White would be pleased to think that he has become one with Tawareid.”

“White…”

“Yes. As the owner, you should accompany it to the end.”

“…I understand. I’ll try it again.”

Tawareid, now in human form after polymorphing, picked up the spoon.

He took a spoonful of stew, closed his eyes tightly, and put it in his mouth.

After savouring the taste for a while…

Gulp, he swallowed the stew.

“It’s all thanks to Tawareid’s excellent care.”

“So this is the taste of White…”

For a while, Tawareide muttered “the taste of White” absentmindedly.

Then he took another spoonful of stew, and for some reason, tears flowed as he took another spoonful.

Even though I had cooked quite a large amount at once, there was no stew left.

Thus, another day passed at the villa.

***

The day to return finally arrived.

“It seems like there have been many guests in the meantime?”

“Oh, Your Majesty. Have you arrived?”

“Familiar faces indeed. Why is the Gardener here?”

“I was invited by the Sentimental, the human you cherish.  You lunatic.”

The Emperor and Tawareid began exchanging greetings as if they knew each other.

The Emperor was more dignified than anyone else. 

If one can maintain their centre, they won’t be swayed by external malice.

“Let’s focus on the Gardener’s subject. Why are you wandering around instead of sleeping in your nest?”

“The human Hero intruded into the nest and woke me up.”

“Ah, I can roughly guess.”

The Emperor, who had some idea of the hero’s strength, chuckled mischievously and nodded his head.

“The hero invaded the nest, and Gardener, you couldn’t resist and ended up being subdued by the Hero… So Sentimental mediated?”

“Well, something like that.”

“The Rogue must have had a hard time.”

“Haha, it was enjoyable in its own way.”

“What about the people behind?”

“Oh, they are adventurers passing through the Dragon’s Ridge. They got lost and were thinking of asking Your Majesty for help to leave when they go out.”

“Hmm? Well, it’s not difficult, but it doesn’t matter. It’s been a while since big adventurers invaded the Dragon’s Ridge. Where are they from?”

“They are from the Kingdom of Argen!”

It seems like this person doesn’t know he’s an Emperor, but he could probably guess he’s a dragon from his tone and conversation.

“If they’re from Argen, then ah, is it the guy who uses that weird swordsmanship, the Sword of the Rock, who established the country?”

“Yes!”

“Then is the girl behind his daughter?”

Arisa, suddenly pointed out, answered in surprise.

“Oh, no. I’m the daughter of the Pestia Viscount. My father runs a small estate in the kingdom.”

“Hmm? Prestia… sounds familiar. I remember it was a place where high-quality iron ore was mined.”

“That’s right!”

After chatting for a while at the villa, we teleported to the Empire with the Emperor’s help.

Arisa and Russell had to teleport once more, so we parted ways there.

“It was nice to meet you, Russell. Arisa.”

“Yes, yes! It was an honor to meet you!”

“Hehe, see you next time.”


I’m not sure if I’ll meet them again in the future.

After sending off even the Hero, I checked my vacation plans that I had set up in advance.

“I’ve enjoyed luxury… and leisure…”

This time, it’s indulgence.

TL Note: Man idk which gender to use for that lunatic dragon.



 
  
    Chapter 34: I met the Saint at a gambling place


“City of Sin, Sinital. 

Unlike adventure cities or metropolises adjacent to the demon realm, where basic guilds like adventurer guilds or alchemy guilds exist. 

Sinital, known as the ‘City of Sin,’ had no such guilds. 

Instead, only the Rogue guild and Merchant guild were prominent. 

This place was akin to a ‘tourist city’ because it accumulated vast wealth through entertainment and gambling industries. 

That was precisely why I chose to spend this week here. 

Gambling isn’t exactly my cup of tea, but I thought I’d indulge myself for the experience. 

“Welcome! Honourable guest!” 

“I didn’t know there was a branch here.” 

“Food and drink are the epitome of pleasure intertwined with entertainment! Since our Upper Management tightly grasp the businesses related to food and ingredients. It’s all thanks to our Upper Management.”

“I see…” 

Our main commodities are medicine and food. 

Naturally, alcohol was inseparable, allowing us to establish a presence in Sinital. 

“I’ll withdraw some money.” 

“Would gold coins suffice?” 

“Probably? I’m heading to the gambling den, you see.” 

“Most gambling dens here in Sinital would accept our Upper Management’s promissory notes.” 

“Well, still, for the feel of it, I’ll just take gold coins.” 

“Haha! Indeed! The scent of glittering gold coins is a delight in itself.”

After exchanging greetings with the Upper Management’s branch manager and collecting the necessary amount of money, I stepped outside. 

I checked into the tallest hotel visible from anywhere in Sinital and asked the hotel receptionist for a decent gambling den. 

“Is this your first time in Sinital?” 

“Yes, it is. I’ve been looking forward to experiencing it, but I’m not quite sure. Is there a sizable gambling den around?” 

“If you’re looking for a large gambling den, then it’s undoubtedly the ‘Empire Fire.’ It’s the largest gambling den in Sinital, offering most of the games and magical slot machines available on the continent. It’s a secret, but there are rumors that even some clergy members occasionally visit.”

The receptionist enthusiastically shared rumors about the Empire Fire gambling den. 

Despite gambling usually frowned upon due to religious doctrines, in this city of Sinital, a gambling den seemed to be a source of pride. 

It was indeed an unusual city. 

“Could you draw me a rough map of this Empire Fire gambling den?” 

“Of course! But actually, even without a map, it wouldn’t be difficult to find. Just head to the liveliest place in the city, and you’ll find it—it’s the Empire Fire!” 

Armed with a simple map from the receptionist, I headed towards the gambling den. 

The Empire Fire gambling den was indeed chaotic, just as the receptionist described. 

People were shouting and cheering, pushing and shoving as they tried to enter or leave with their winnings or losses. 

Inside, there was a small stage where performers sang, and some staff members roamed around with trays of drinks, adding to the excitement.

Truly a place of pleasure. 

It was fittingly called the city of entertainment. 

“Saint…?” 

“Rogue…?” 

And there was the Saint there. 

Why is she here? 

“Why are you here Saint…?” 

“The Goddess guided me here.” 

“What…?” 

“The Goddess revealed the cards to me. Since I know the outcome, technically, it’s not gambling. It’s not gambling when the result is already known through divine guidance.” 

Isn’t that usually called cheating rather than gambling? 

More importantly, what is a being like a goddess doing?

Why lead a child to a gambling den? 

“Is it alright for the Goddess to do that…?” 

“If the Goddess decreed it, wouldn’t it be alright?” 

“Well, theoretically, it’s not entirely wrong.” 

After all, whether it’s doctrine or whatever, the church is a group that believes and follows the Goddess. 

If the Goddess herself personally guided the Saint, there was nothing to say. 

In the first place, doctrine is a means to better follow the Goddess’s will and to be ordained for the Goddess’s sake, not an absolute law. 

In that sense, the Saint was a being who, more than anyone else in this world, abided by the Goddess’s ordainment.

Since it was possible to directly hear and communicate with the voice of the goddess, being favoured by the goddess meant just that. 

“…Still, you might want to be a bit discreet about this, Saint. It’s not good for your reputation, and, well, it’s not exactly great if news spreads about the Saint frequenting gambling dens, right?” 

“Is that a problem?” 

“Though you, as the Saint who directly hears the voice of the goddess, might not understand this well, generally, religious figures tend to be conservative….” 

My head spun. 

I couldn’t even guess what to say about this. 

No, in fact, explaining this to the Saint would be pointless. 

Even if I was to complain, ultimately, as a being ordained by the guidance of the goddess, she would follow. 

The Saint is loved by the goddess. 

The goddess cherishes, favours, protects, and guides the Saint. 

And in exchange for that love, the Saint ordains for the goddess. 

She walks the path pointed out by the goddess, delivers the messages the goddess conveys, and stays where the goddess tells her to stay. ‘

That’s it. 

The goddess respects the Saint and doesn’t ask her to do anything unreasonable… 

So even if the goddess plays such a prank, the Saint will probably follow without complaint. 

There was nothing to blame the Saint for. 

“Sigh, what am I supposed to say to you, Saint… It’s the goddess’s fault.”

“Hehe, you’re worried about me? Thank you. Rogue. Rogue is indeed kind…” 

“So why did the goddess tell you to go to the gambling den?” 

“She said something interesting might happen. Perhaps she expected us to encounter the Rogue.” 

Did she sneak a peek at my plans? 

Sometimes I felt like she could see right through me. 

What on earth was she up to? 

“…Well, since I’m here, might as well have some fun.” 

I accepted a drink from a passing waiter. 

Hmm, the taste wasn’t great. 


It was too sweet for my liking. 

But it was just the right amount to drink without feeling pressured in the gambling den. 

“Since the goddess reveals all the cards, card games are meaningless, so… how about trying roulette?” 

“Hehe, can I watch from the side?” 

“In that case, do you want to roam around separately?” 

I threw off the hood I was wearing and tossed it to the Saint. 

With a smile, I warned her while she hesitantly stared at me and the hood alternately. 

“Use that to cover your face when you walk around. It’ll be trouble if someone recognizes you as a member of the church, even if it’s you. I heard that sometimes even high-ranking clergy visit here.” 

It didn’t seem like very reliable information, but it wouldn’t hurt to be cautious. 

I grabbed the Saint’s wrist, which was covered with the hood I had flipped over, and moved to another spot. 

Since it’s easy to cheat in card games, slot machines would be more enjoyable. 

“Magic slot machines here are quite entertaining to watch.” 

“Is that so?” 

Magic slot machines. 

Although the rules were just like regular slot machines, various magical performances occurred depending on the outcome, making it enjoyable to watch. 

I found a seat and sat in front of a slot machine, inserting the coins I exchanged at the entrance to the gambling den and spinning the slots.

“The highest is probably 777, right?” 

“Are you aiming for the jackpot?” 

“Well, not really, just… not particularly aiming for a win.”

[777] 

With the sound of fireworks exploding from the slot machine, magical fireworks of various colours burst around, accompanied by cheers and screams from the surrounding crowd. 

Some people even approached, eager to share the excitement. 



The staff members also hurriedly moved to prepare to pay out credits. 

“It’s a jackpot…” 

“It’s a jackpot indeed…” 

Well, they should at least give us some time to enjoy. 

What’s the point if the highest score comes out right from the start? 

A staff member approached and started explaining the jackpot. 

“Sir! In the case of a jackpot, all credits in the slot machine and all credits on the corresponding line are paid out. We can also pay out in the form of checks or promissory notes. Do you have a preferred payment method?”

“Oh, yes. To Upper…” 

“Shall I pay out in Upper Management promissory notes?” 

“Please send it to Upper Management.” 

“Okay? Oh, yes! Understood!” 

It seems like enjoying gambling here is difficult. 

Whether it’s card games or roulette, it didn’t seem like a bad outcome would come out. 

If it’s gambling without tension, in the end, all that remains is money, and I wasn’t desperate for it from the start. 

“Sigh, this place isn’t working out… Let’s go, Sai…” 

Hmm. Is it a bit strange to call her the Saint when all the people’s eyes are on us here? 

“…Noa.” 

“Yes?” 

It’s been a while since I called her by name. 

Really. 

Noa seemed a bit surprised when I called her by her name, widening her eyes in bewilderment. 

“Let’s go, Noa.” 

“Yes…” 


“Oh, did you book accommodation?” 

“No, I just arrived in this city as well.” 

“In that case, let’s go to the hotel I booked.” 

“…Yes?” 

First, we should rest at the accommodation.



 
  
    Chapter 35: I spent a night with the Saint(Goddess)


I came back to the hotel with a saint. 

Even though I wanted to enjoy some rare leisure, it seems there’s nothing particularly worthwhile to do, leaving only a sense of regret. 

It seems that being human ultimately ends up like this.

The saint seemed unable to decide what to do and stood there awkwardly, so I gestured for her to sit on the sofa. 

Only then did the saint nod slightly and sit down on the sofa.

After a moment of awkward silence, it was the saint who spoke first.

“I thought the Rogue wanted to keep his distance from us.”

“Hmm, that’s true, isn’t it?”

“So, I didn’t expect you to bring me all the way to the lodging like this…”

“Well, I couldn’t just leave you there. We finally met, and it would be strange to go our separate ways.”

If this is what the Goddess planned as an ‘interesting event,’ then the goddess’s sense is undoubtedly lacking.

In that sense, the Saint must be going through a lot. 

Although the Saint herself seems satisfied with living according to the goddess’s will, I can’t help but feel a sense of loneliness…

“Even the Goddess seems… bored.”

“Hehe, that’s right. But lately, she seemed quite happy, didn’t she?”

“Really?”

“Yes. I can tell by her voice. Perhaps it’s because of the Rogue’s help.”

“Because of me?”

“Yes. Thanks to the Rogue’s help, the goddess has also gained a friend.”

• By ‘friend,’ is she referring to the God of Lust?

“The goddess has been alone for a very long time… I can’t even imagine how long. Although the goddess is always with us… it’s hard to forget loneliness with one-sided affection. She needed a friend she could face.”

The Saint, speaking like her name, seemed compassionate. 

Not because of the smile on her lips, not because of the worry in her gaze, but because she genuinely sympathized with the goddess’s loneliness and sincerely worried about it.

She was truly compassionate.

 Sometimes empathy shows us a concrete form of love.

Empathizing with the goddess’s loneliness, worrying about the goddess’s solitude… it wasn’t something a human could do. 

It’s because humans always hope their gods are flawless.

So, while the Saint followed the goddess’s will, she also regarded the goddess as a friend or family.

“Saint, are you… okay?”

“…Yes?”

Her mental state wasn’t particularly healthy.

To regard a god as family, to worry about a god like family… isn’t that the kind of thing only a mentally unstable person would do?

The Saint, who had held her breath for a moment, quietly closed her eyes and then smiled gently as usual.

“Hehe, is it because of the Rogue’s keen eye, as usual?”

“No. It’s more like a colleague’s intuition.”

“The Rogue is kind…”

“Hmm?”

Is that kindness? 

I’m not sure.

Sometimes I feel like the saint sees the world too positively. 

Or maybe she sees him too positively. 

I’m not sure.

“I appreciate your concern, but… I’m fine. The goddess always guides me… I just feel sorry that I can’t be of help to her.”

“Can’t you just be honest about it?”

“Huh?”

“Saint, you rely on the goddess a lot, but isn’t it unfair and lonely that the goddess doesn’t rely on you at all?”

“Really? I just…”

“One-sided affection can be burdensome for the receiver too. If you want to complain, feel free to complain. Is there anything to feel guilty about?”

Arent I just trying to escape from being overwhelmed by the hero’s attention and affection?

In that sense, gods and heroes aren’t that different from each other, as they are both absolute and one-sided existences.

“But that’s too… shameless, isn’t it?”

“Whether it’s shameless or shameful, burdensome is burdensome, regrettable is regrettable.”

If she wishes to sever that one-sided relationship and become a bit more independent individuals of if the saint wishes to intertwine the one-sided relationship into a mutual one, hoping to become a support for the goddess herself.

“Still, what support can I be to the goddess? It’s wrong to lament over the impossible.”

“Saint.”

“It’s not a matter of right or wrong. It’s emotional. If I seem too much like a child begging, I worry. But let’s believe that the goddess will be happy to receive my childishness. After all, she cherishes me.”

In a different sense from the Hero, the saint had a childish side.

If the Hero seemed childish because she hadn’t learned hesitation, the saint seemed childish because she had only learned how to be loved and love.

An old child who feels it’s excessive to receive love and feels guilty about acting childish. 

Sometimes you just need to act childish like a child.

“Isn’t that just using the goddess’s love?”

“That’s what being childish is. A child must also have a cunning side to take advantage of adults.”

Brought up from an early age as the “Saint” under the tutelage of the clergy, her learned world was incredibly perplexing. 

For every line of doctrine, there were dozens of footnotes, and those footnotes referred to hundreds of materials.

One word could have a different meaning in a specific situation, and in a narrative involving a certain Saint, it could become an exception.

Love is such a perplexing thing, so the adults who hoped to be loved by the goddess taught her that.

“Adults also want to give one more piece of candy to such a child.”

So she is loved by the goddess.

The goddess cherishes, favours, protects, and guides the saint.

Since the saint promised to be loved, the obedient daughter of the goddess, who had never rebelled, kept her promise without fail.

“The Rogue… is affectionate.”

“Because we’re comrades.”

“Hehe, so when we’re no longer comrades, will that affection disappear too?”

“I don’t know. What kind of relationship it’ll be after being comrades.”

I have no intention of permanently leaving the party.

Sometimes, I will meet and have a drink, reminisce about the past, and just be friends.

With that meaning, I smiled brightly.

“I… Can I have a relationship with the Rogue… beyond that of being comrades?”

“…Huh?”


The expression seems odd.

“Like the Rogue had with the Elf… Can you have that with me too?”

“The elf… Hmm?”

“Is it okay to be a bad girl tonight? Me…”

“…Hmm?”

The saint is sincere. 

She listens attentively to everyone’s voices and always embraces people’s voices with warmth and sincerity.

She was always more of a listener than a speaker. 

When she closed her mouth and listened quietly, the heart of the person facing her always melted like spring snow.

“Hehe, it’s a bit bitter… and strange.”

But the Saint of that night…

Was sincere even with her mouth open.

“The Rogue was rougher than I thought…”

“No, it’s because you’re inexperienced. Just do as you please.”

“Hehe, I see.”

The relationship with the Saint was a bit exhausting in a different sense.

She would follow along obediently if he commanded and ordered her.

From start to finish, he had to lead and guide her directly. 

It wasn’t usually a tiring task. 

Even if he wanted to take a break and rest for a moment, the Saint would subtly infuse him with divine power and restore him.

“The Goddess said it was quite an interesting spectacle.” 

“Tell her this was voyeurism…” 

Furthermore, during the relationship with the Saint, he felt someone’s curious gaze watching too vividly, which made him feel a bit uncomfortable. 

It was because the saint’s divine power intertwined with his own, allowing him to feel the goddess’s gaze more distinctly.

“I should bring the mark of a devil worshipper next time.” 

“Next time?” 

“Hehe, the Rogue is quite lascivious.” 

He wasn’t specifically talking about the time with the saint. 

Whether there was a misunderstanding or not, the saint blushed and seemed embarrassed.

“But it’s okay for the Saint  to have relations with a man?” 

“Wouldn’t it be fine since the Goddess is enjoying it too? Besides, the goddess personally… um.” 

“Personally… what?” 

“Last night, when I had relations with the Rogue… the goddess descended into my body for a moment.” 

“What?” 

Did he hear that correctly? 

“The goddess… seemed very satisfied…” 

“No, huh? Goddess?” 

“Hehe, I’m glad I could dedicate myself to the goddess, even with my body…” 

“What do you mean dedicating your body to the goddess..?” 

Did the goddess secretly enjoy herself by possessing the saint while she was having sex with a man? 

Is that really the goddess? 

Is she known as Goddess of Lust?

“The goddess said she hopes it’ll be more rough next time.” 

“…I won’t be doing anything with the Saint in the future.” 

“…What?” 

How is he supposed to deal with the Saint being switched out for the goddess? 

Even though the saint’s body belongs to her, he can’t bear the sacrilege of having relations with the goddess. 

If the Vatican finds out, they might try to kill him. 

They might even execute him in a cruel and unusual manner.


“Um, Rogue? That’s not…” 

“You shouldn’t let yourself be manipulated by the goddess too much… Maybe the relationship happened because of the divine revelation?” 

“That’s not it!” 

“Well, that’s fortunate then. Um. Still, it was a bit… like that, right?”







 
  
    Chapter 36: Rogue’s have Rogue’s Way


I was briefly stunned by the shocking confession of the saint, but it didn’t take long for me to regain my dizzy mind. 

Let’s not think too deeply. 

Trying to judge the work of a Goddess by human standards only gives a headache.

“Pretending as if this didnt happen… would be difficult, wouldn’t it?”

“Just call me by my usual name…”

“Yes, Saint Noa.”

“…Just call me by my usual name.”

“Alright, Noa. I feel somehow sorry…”

“Well, it’s partly my fault, and it’s what the Goddess decided. Offering oneself to the Goddess is the greatest loyalty…”

Was offering herself to the Goddess really that meaningful? 

Maybe it’s a bit different?

“And, it felt… strangely good to be connected with Rogue…”

“Lucky for you.”

“But Rogue seem quite peculiar sometimes.”

“Hmm?”

“Sometimes, you feel like a person from a completely different world compared to us. Should I call it reverence? It’s hard to explain… Hmm, maybe it’s just my imagination.”

Person from a different world, huh. 

The saint said it as a joke, but it was a painfully accurate description. 

I was a reincarnator who remembered his life in a different world, after all.

Maybe I was just someone who got reincarnated into this JRPG-like world, or something. 

I’m not sure.

“I’m a Rogue. Loyalty and piety don’t suit me. That’s not the Rogue’s way, is it?”

“Heh, that’s true. But… the clothes Rogue wear these days, aren’t they basically monk’s robes?”

“It’s fashion. Fashion. Wearing monk’s robes as an outer style is quite disrespectful.”

“Is that so?”

“I’m not as sincere as you are, Noa.”

Yeah, I’m a Rogue.

Even in peace, I feel uneasy, and receiving kindness makes me uncomfortable. 

It’s only natural for someone who deserves judgment to tremble in order and find solace in chaos. 

Only those without guilt seek order and distance themselves from chaos.

If someone deserving judgment feels that fairy tales of poetic justice are unfair, it’s only natural.

“Rogue has his own way, right?”

“Was that question from the Goddess?”

“Yes…”

“Anyway, the Goddess has bad taste…”

Yeah, “I” stole.

I stole fate and was born anew. 

Everything I had was stolen and trampled upon by muddy feet, turned into worthless items. 

So, everything “I” have now is stolen. 

There’s only one thing left that I haven’t stolen. 

I stole everything else.

‘That’s right. How could I give my heart to anyone?’

My heart.

Even amidst turmoil and chaos, it was simply “mine”.

This was something I couldn’t steal or be stolen from.

So, I had no choice but to cherish it. 

Because I’m greedy. 

Even if it seems light enough to fly away at any moment, I have to hold onto it tightly to not let it slip away.

“You know, Noa? The condition for joining the Rogue’s Guild… I mean, how to become a Rogue.”

“…, it’s hard to imagine that Rogue would commit such a deed without reason. Maybe there was some circumstance…”

“Noa.”

The Rogue’s way.

Everyone chooses the Rogue’s way because they have “unavoidable circumstances”. 

Even though they know it’s wrong, they intuitively feel that there’s no excuse or justification for it, but they still have an urgent inevitability to choose the Rogue’s way.

The Rogue guild is a place where only those who have chosen the Rogue’s way at a decisive moment can join.

“That condition for joining the Rogue’s guild is committing a murder”

“It doesn’t include murders that are justified, like being a soldier or acting in self-defence, so it’s more like someone who committed ‘innocent murder’.”

“There are also circumstances that the law cannot understand.”

“Thank you for justifying me, but…”

Just as there are no graves without stories, there are no murders without reasons. 

We, who know that better than anyone.

“I…”

“Saint. Since it’s a rare vacation, let’s just focus on having fun. Okay? Let’s just think of last night as a game. A one-night prank.”

“…”

“I feel like I just said something really trashy. Right?”

“…I understand.”

It seems like there’s a slight hint of annoyance. 

The voice of the Saint, which seems to be grumbling, is unfamiliar… 

No, it sounds like it’s the first time I’ve heard it. 

It’s not like the Saint.

“I know. That I’m saying terrible things to Saint…”

“Hehe, it’s a joke. Rogue is innocent.”

I smiled back at the Saint, who was trying to laugh it off, and recalled the past.

Before being a comrade of the Hero party that defeated the demon king.

Before being a Rogue who stole the heart of the Emperor. 

Before being known as Sentimental, the rogue,  made up name in the Rogue’s Guild 

“…Rogue, are you okay? Your expression…”

“Huh? Yeah, I’m fine.”

It was a memory from when I was a novice murderer, the first time I killed someone. 


That pitiful boy was born in the slums. 

His parents, who slept under the boards and tin sheets of the slums, weren’t cruel enough to abandon him. 

So although he was a child of the slums, he wasn’t an orphan. 

He was precious, he had a precious family.

But the fate of the slums doesn’t discriminate based on the presence of parents. 

Unlike orphans thrown away to survive, he could learn about virtue in a slightly more sincere way. 

His parents made him beg, do odd jobs, sell trinkets, and arranged dangerous jobs like chimney sweeping. 

Especially chimney sweeping paid well. 

Few people could fit through narrow chimneys, but many wanted it done.

Was having parents in the slums lucky? 

Perhaps if you had tried chimney sweeping, you wouldn’t describe that misery with words like misfortune or luck. 

It was destiny. 

A rule engraved in the bones from the fetus stage, for a child born poor.

‘Please, no more…’ 

It was a rule that a modern person like ‘me’, who remembered a life without such rules, couldn’t endure. 

Even before stealing that pitiful boy’s body, I had consciousness. 

And I shared the thoughts, the pain, and the hallucinations that the boy experienced. 

The darkness of the chimney, the illusion of flames created by the acrid smell of soot, the feeling of burning lungs, the pain that felt like every muscle in the body was tearing and twisting, the agony, the suffering, the discomfort. 

Enduring it just because that ‘pitiful child’ was born under caring parents was an extremely cruel pain. 

While the child got the warmth felt in his parents’ arms as an addictive painkiller to overcome the pain, ‘I’ only nurtured hatred and anger towards that warmth. 

It wasn’t a kind of emotion that could be explained by vocabulary created by humans to grasp rationality. 

‘Please, no more!’ 

And. 

The moment that pitiful child died. 

‘I’ was born. 

I stole my own body and left my footprints in this world again.

“…Did I… kill someone?” 

Killing a person. 

Killing the person ‘I’ hated, resented, and was angry at the most. 

Killing the person ‘I’ cherished, loved, and held dear the most.

“Ah!”

Those two people were ‘I’ only support. 

Even amidst the darkness of the chimney as black as ink and the pain like fiery flames, ‘I’ could endure that time because of the dedicated heart towards those two.

The sole possession, desire, and necessity. 

Everything.

Those two people were everything to ‘I’, and ‘I’ casually killed them with a single absurd nail. 

Even without hesitation, it was so heartless.

And regret came later.

To ‘I’ who realized the fact of killing someone and was shaking and sobbing late, realizing it.

“Kid.” 

It was interesting.

“…Wh-who are you?”

Someone had arrived.

It was a suspicious person wearing a black hood flipped backward.

“It’s my specialty to kill people… if I let you go, you’ll end up being quite a murderer. But then again, looking at you, it doesn’t seem like you’ve developed a taste for it yet… Hmm, it would be a waste to just kill you like this.”

“Am I… going to prison?”

“Prison? Well, if you want, I could send you there, but…”

“As expected, it’s a waste. That talent of yours.”

The person took out a pendant from his pocket and showed it to ‘I’.

At that time, I didn’t know, but it was a symbol of the Rogue.

Smirking while showing the Rogue’s emblem, the suspicious person extended his hand to ‘I’ and said,

“In my opinion, you’re more suited to be a Rogue than a prisoner.”

“A Rogue?”

“If one choses the Rogue’s way, then anyone has the qualifications of a Rogue. Don’t you want to try doing something bad?”

I grabbed that hand.


I don’t remember what I was thinking at that moment. 

Maybe because I was so disoriented, I might have just reached out without any thought.

But there was one thing that was clear.

“Alright. The contract is established.”

Now I had to live as the Rogue.



 
  
    Chapter 37: Return to the City of Adventurer


After parting with the Saint with whom I spent the night.

The week at the sin city known as Sinital was not as indulgent and sinful as one might think. 

The services provided by the hotel were excellent, and there were various gambling establishments and entertainment venues scattered around.

Although noisy parties were held every night, there wasn’t much that I found enjoyable. 

Instead, I made acquaintances with some of the locals, who were quite relaxed and cheerful in nature, akin to natives of this Sinital. 

“Our citizens also engage in illegal gambling. It’s mainly for outsiders.” 

“Is that so?” 

“In reality, not many people actually want to do it, you know?” 

For example, my friend Sohelin, with whom I was currently conversing, said so. 

Sohelin was the son of a pawnshop owner in Sinotel, and he wore expensive clothes and jewellery that unmistakably indicated his wealth.

Being somewhat knowledgeable about luxury and extravagance, I could tell how expensive his clothes were. 

“With so many gambling establishments around, don’t you ever feel tempted? It’s fascinating.” 

“Do you really think people want to participate? Many end up ruining themselves by entrusting even their underwear to our pawnshop. It’s heart-breaking to witness.” 

“True.” 

To the citizens of Sinital, the outsiders who come for gambling are like moths rushing into a flame. 

The most exhilarating pastime for the citizens of the sin city was nothing more than the parties held throughout the city. 

Parties adorned with alcohol, lights, and magic, filled with glamour and the scent of wine. 

I had been to one of Sohelin’s parties upon his invitation before, and it was somewhat challenging to adapt with so many people constantly approaching for conversation. 

It was tiresome dealing with strangers incessantly, unlike conversing just the two of us. 

“Sentimental, you’re leaving Sinital today, right?” 

“Uh, yeah.” 

“Some friends I met at a party were insistent on inviting you again, but I guess they’ll be disappointed.” 

“If they decide to visit the City of Adventurers, they’re welcome to. Just let me know beforehand.” 

“Would they actually go? They’re the kind who hardly even glance outside the Sinital, considering it dull and suffocating.” 

I had already checked out of the hotel. 

Despite spending a week here, it seemed this city didn’t quite resonate with me. 

People were friendly, and the food and drinks were enjoyable, but overall, it felt too chaotic and overwhelming. 

“So are you heading straight back to the City of Adventure?” 

“Well, I still have a week of vacation left, but… hmm, there’s nothing else that comes to mind, so I guess that’s the plan.” 

The month-long vacation was meant to experience life after retirement.

Luxury in the Empire, the idyllic life in the Dragon’s Ridge, and the entertainment in Sinital were all part of a vacation with different themes.

And none of them truly appealed to me. 

Perhaps setting no specific ‘purpose’ from the start and merely relaxing was the initial mistake. 

In the end, even if vacationing in a foreign city is enjoyable, it can be exhausting and tiring. 

“Feel free to visit Sinital again anytime. You don’t even have to book a hotel; we can accommodate you in our house.” 

“Yeah, thanks.” 

“Or if you want to see those friends again, you can stay at their place. Frankly, with you around, they wouldn’t have to worry about lodging, partying every night.” 

“Haha, I think that might be too much for me.” 

And so, the vacation in Sinital came to an end. 

***

“…Back here again.” 

The City of Adventure, with its grandeur and mysteries.

Returning to the lodging of the hero party, I lay down on the familiar bed and gazed up at the ceiling. 

There was nothing predetermined about what to do here, or where to go. I simply came here because I wanted to rest.

Though I fled from here wanting to leave, now that I’m back, it feels like there’s nowhere else I’d rather be, even amidst my weariness and conflicting thoughts.

Even the thought of such things was tiring, so I quietly closed my eyes. 

I tried to quiet my mind and waited for the world to quiet down, surrendering myself to the darkness.

“…What do I want to do?”

For some reason, sleep wouldn’t come. 

Not because it was unfamiliar, but because it was too familiar. 

Perhaps this familiarity felt strange because it was so familiar.

Since undergoing transformation, my body always maintained peak condition, so the inability to sleep wasn’t a physical issue but a mental one. 

Even though my mind felt like it could die from exhaustion, my body was perfectly fine, so I couldn’t simply fall asleep and lose consciousness.

Thus, I realized that even resting properly was something my body couldn’t do.

If I was an ordinary person, wouldn’t I be able to force myself to lose consciousness, like forcibly shutting down a malfunctioning machine?

After lying in bed for a while, lost in thought, I heard a noise from somewhere. 

With the keen senses of a Rogue and the enhanced performance of my body, even the slightest sound was easy to catch. 

The more I became conscious of the sound, the louder it grew.

It seemed like someone was still in the lodging.

The Hero was on an adventure, the Saint was traveling around on behalf of the Goddess, and the Elf had returned to the forest.

“Is it the Wizard?”

For the first time in a while, I returned, partly to greet and partly to investigate, so I got up from the bed and headed towards the direction of the sound.

And standing in front of the door where the sound was coming from, I realized it wasn’t the Wizard.

“Ah…”

Come to think of it, there was one more person here.

The Plague Doctor. 

I had brought her here and momentarily forgotten about her.

After hesitating for a moment, I simply knocked on the door.

“Yes?”

“Doctor. I came to say hello since I’m back…”

“Oh, Rogue…? Come in.”

“Um…”

As I opened the door, a floral scent wafted in.

The Plague doctor’s room was adorned with various pots of flowers and plants. 

From herbs used in alchemy to small pots commonly grown for aesthetic purposes, the variety was quite extensive.

“Hehe, it’s been a while. Did you enjoy your vacation?”

“Um. Doctor, have you been staying here the whole time?”

“Yeah. At first, I thought about going back to my hometown, but my heart wasn’t in it. So I thought it would be nice to have someone to look after the house until my colleagues returned… That’s what I thought.”

“Ah, thank you. Doctor.”


“Don’t mention it. Would you like a cup of tea?”

“Ah, yes.”

The tea the doctor brewed had a subtle yet deep fragrance. 

Although I wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about tea, I could tell it wasn’t your average tea.

It smelled more profound than the expensive teas I had encountered in restaurants with the emperor, or the ones I had drunk at the emperor’s villa.

“It’s delicious…”

“Hehe, I’m glad.”

“Then, are you living here alone?”

“Occasionally, the Wizard visits, but… yeah. The Wizard spends a lot of time in the workshop. It feels like living alone.”

Despite having senses sharper than anyone else, the doctor’s presence was fainter than anyone else’s.

Her smile, her voice, seemed as transparent as if they would dissolve and disappear like foam if I accidentally opened a window… Such transparency was present in the doctor.

“You’ve done a good job looking after the house. Doctor.”

“Hehe, likewise, Rogue. You’ve worked hard on your vacation.”

Drinking the tea the doctor brewed made me feel a little more relaxed.

Like her name suggested, being surrounded by her transparency felt healing. 

My tangled thoughts melted away as if unravelling like a lie.

After drinking the tea and returning to my room, I lay back down on the bed.

Then, I closed my eyes.

This time, I fell asleep not long after.

I wandered around the city as usual.

I visited the adventurer’s guild, chatted with Darami, visited the alchemy guild, visited the Rogue’s guild to see some strange people, went to the Upper Management to have a light meal, or listened to stories about various goods.

It wasn’t as bad as I thought. 

It was even somewhat pleasant and refreshing.

“What’s this…?”

“Why, why are you so sentimental, Sentimental?” (TL Note: A Pun?)

“Ah, Darami. It’s just… I felt more comfortable than I thought.”

“I, I feel really comfortable when I’m with you too, Sentimental! Hehe.”

“Yeah, thank you.”

Hmm.

Of course, I still want to retire. 

Just thinking about finishing the vacation and dealing with the hero’s tantrums makes my head ache. 

And thinking about fully gearing up and going to the Great Labyrinth just makes me feel lazy and not want to do anything.

But, what should I say?

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to just stay like this for a bit. 

That thought started to occur to me. 

Have I finally lost it?

“Darami.”

“Yes, yes?!”

“Do you ever feel like you want to quit your job or just feel too tired to do anything?”

“Before I met Sentimental, I felt like that every day…?”

“Ah. No. Um. Like right now, for example?”

“I, I’m actually really happy right now! I’m doing a bit of adventuring, and everyone at the alchemy guild is so kind….”

After saying that, Darami hesitated for a moment, then bowed her head deeply like a child confessing to mischief and said,

“W-Well, when I’m really tired or hurt, it’s really tough and I feel like quitting sometimes…”

“But?”

“But still, because it’s something I love to do…”

I don’t understand. 

I’ve never done anything as an adventurer or a Rogue because I ‘liked’ it.


It wasn’t something I did out of dreams or aspirations. 

It was just something I did out of duty or necessity. 

So I shouldn’t be able to relate to what Darami is saying.

Why?

‘Why do I relate to this…?’



 
  
    Chapter 38: I visited the Demon King’s Castle


It seems like my head is a bit messed up. 

Or could it be gaslighting, or Stockholm syndrome? 

“Hehehe!” 

“Oh, Wizard…. Is your research going well?” 

“Uh-huh!” 

The musings that came to mind during the conversation with Darami confused my mind. 

So, um, it was just a normal thought. 

Being with the Hero, and traveling with comrades, arguing, helping, and caring for each other… 

Such thoughts were more enjoyable than being tired and exhausted.

There was nothing new, it wasn’t something that would mess up my mind like this. 

Honestly, I didn’t know. 

It wasn’t a problem whether it was enjoyable or not until now. 

I just wanted to keep a distance because I felt tired, exhausted, and didn’t fit in with the situation. 

“The Hero and his party who defeated the Demon Lord parted ways to find their own happiness.” 

If I was to express what I wanted in one sentence, that would probably be the extent of the story. 

The happy open ending where the hero party’s fate is separated from one giant destiny, and they each find their own destiny. 

But now, doubting such ‘destiny’… 

“It was all… not fun.” 

Actually, the vacation I sought after escaping from the hero’s destiny wasn’t as ‘happy’ as I thought it would be. 

Rather, it seemed more enjoyable when I met my party members. 

When I faced the warrior, when I faced the saint, I felt peaceful in the familiar yet unfamiliar joy. 

As I thought about it, I suddenly remembered what the goddess had said. 

“My guiding stars are linked to destiny.” 

Destiny. 

Guiding stars. 

Although she left out the giant metaphysical entity, the goddess called it ‘luck.’ 

Using that luck, she even tried to find the ‘God of Lust.’ 

So, even though the identity of that luck is unclear, it means that it is pursuing something beneficial. 

Isn’t the name itself like that from the start? 

On the contrary, trying to get away from that luck is harmful. 

Thinking like that was quite strange. 

“Why is trying to get away from the Hero party… harmful to me?” 

It’s almost as if the destiny clings to me forcibly. 

Regarding other things, it’s not just good things that happen, but if it’s about the ‘Hero party’ and things related to those party members, everything went smoothly to the point where it felt forced. 

“…I still don’t know.” 

No matter how much I thought about it, it ultimately didn’t go beyond the realm of conjecture. 

Luck, destiny, all of these are just metaphysical musings piling up. 

The fact that such musings manifest in reality might be why the genre of this world is fantasy, but the fact that musings manifest doesn’t make the conjectures rational. 

So, um. 

“Ugh, I don’t know!” 

“Hehe?” 

“My head is about to explode… Wizard, just let me lean for a moment…”

“Uh-huh.” 

I whined to the Wizard for no reason. 

Ah, this feels good. 

Now I understand why the Hero always whines a bit. 

The wizard, as usual, supported me with a smile without any complaints or grievances. 

If I was to pick the most consistent person in the Hero party, wouldn’t it be the Wizard? 

Of course, the warrior, the elf, and the saint were also consistent fellows in their own ways… 

What should I say. 

The Wizard always seemed to maintain her position. 

So I could rely on her a bit more than the other comrades. 

“I’m tired…” 

“Heheh.” 

“Wizard, I envy you always smiling….” 

“Hehe?” 

“No, um, sorry. I don’t mean that you’re always comfortable just because you’re smiling, but somehow I find myself expecting something…” 

“Heheh… It’s okay…” 

“…Thank you for saying that.” 

The Wizard didn’t talk much, but if necessary, she said the right things with a smile.

The phrase “It’s okay” from the Wizard meant that she thought it was necessary at this moment. 

It was a thankful thing.

“Come to think of it, I’ve never heard about the Wizard.” 

“Hehe?” 

I knew to some extent about the other comrades. 

There were things said and unsaid, but spending time together for a long time naturally led to knowing certain aspects. 

But I didn’t know much about the Wizard. 

The Wizard is a genius. 

That much is certain. 

She interprets and rearranges everything in the world of numbers and orders. 

The spells she creates are not confined to the development or academic fields of this era. 

Even if thousands of years pass and magical civilization advances beyond this point, there is a certain confidence that the Wizard’s magic will transcend the limits of that era and be the most rational. 

That’s how great of a being she is. 

This wizard. 

And… 

“… When did you join our party, Wizard?” 

“Hehehe.” 

“No, um, it’s not important.” 

I had to gather various materials for the Wizard’s development. 


Because the Wizard’s development is the development of magic itself.

“I’d like to hear about the Wizard someday.” 

“Heheh.” 

“…Well, for now, just a smile is enough.” 

I didn’t know if the day would come when the Wizard would tell her own story. 

I had never heard her speak for a long time. 

But I didn’t rush or pressure her. 

There were people for whom just a smile was enough. 

If she wanted to tell someday, she would. 

If she didn’t, it would be regrettable. 

“Come to think of it, I wonder if the Demon Lord is doing well in the Demon Castle…” 

“Hehehe.” 

“Should we go check it out?” 

***

The demon realm. 

A different world beyond the city called the ‘border of humanity,’ with completely different ecology and air. 

It was the first time I had visited since chasing after the Hero who ran away some time ago. 

It’s not a place an ordinary person would visit multiple times. 

Thinking about it, the elf was quite peculiar. 

She was a veteran who participated in the hero party for the demon subjugation twice. 

Even if she was an adventurer, it was unusual to get involved in such exploits twice. 

“There’s no Hero, but, um, I guess it’s okay to just go in…?” 

I stood in front of the Demon Castle, lost in thought for a moment. 

I thought it wouldn’t be a problem to go in since the doctor had already destroyed all the traps. 

Probably. 

In fact, I could deal with the traps in some way. 

After all, it was the specialty of a Rogue to dismantle or destroy them alone. 

The worrying point was the fact that the Demon Lord might have resurrected the demons. 

The Demon Lord is the origin of all demons, and as long as the Demon Lord exists, demons will constantly fight and be immortal. 

That’s why the goal is to subdue the Demon Lord. 

If left alone, the demons that have increased like harmful algae will mess up the human realm. 

“…Well, I warned her, so it should be fine.” 

With that, I prepared himself mentally and stepped forward into the Demon Castle. 

And then, I locked eyes with a demon who was cleaning inside. 

The demon, wearing a maid outfit and holding a broom, blinked and looked at me. 

As I was about to draw a dagger from my pocket to slit the demon’s throat, the demon raised both hands in surrender. 

” Wait a moment! Are you here to see the Demon Lord?” she said,

“…Uh..”

“Please wait a moment! I’ll inform the Demon Lord of your visit right away!” 

Surprisingly, the demon didn’t show hostility or aggressiveness towards me. 

Perhaps the Demon Lord had instructed them beforehand. 

If a human comes, report to the Demon Lord immediately, something like that. 

It’s fortunate that there’s no need for combat to resolve this. 

The demon who had disappeared somewhere returned shortly after. 

“P-Please follow me! The Demon Lord has granted an audience!” 

“Uh…” 

With the demon’s guidance, I walked into the Demon Castle. 

Unlike the chaotic mess from last time, it now maintained a mostly repaired and intact appearance. 

The collapsed shelves were back up, torn paintings were replaced with new ones, and the broken walls were rebuilt and coated with plaster. 

I couldn’t imagine how hard they worked to repair it in just a month.

Should I just break everything again when I brings the Demon Lord back later? 

It was so perfectly repaired that I almost felt like doing it. 

Curious, I asked the demon as I walked towards the Demon Lord’s chambers. 

“The interior is remarkably clean now. It was all destroyed last time.”

“We demons are accustomed to repairing the damaged Demon Castle. Most demons, whose purpose is combat, may be a little different… but we, who are created specifically to serve the Demon Lord, are especially specialized in these tasks.” 

“Good to know.” 

“Yes?” 

These demons, if left alive, could contribute to the city’s development as laborers. 

Since the Demon Lord belongs to us, aren’t all of the Demon Lord’s minions also ours? 

“If you enter here, the Demon Lord will be seated.” 

“Thank you for guiding me.” 

As I entered the Demon Lord’s chambers, the Demon Lord, who was seated on the throne, greeted me. 


“I welcome you to my abode. My master.” 

“Yeah. Looks liveable.” 

“… Has it already been a month?” 

She trembled with anxiety again at the thought of losing everything once more.





 
  
    Chapter 39: The Elf did not return


The trembling demon Lord was fearing the reset but was reassured as I waved my arm. 

“No, don’t worry too much, there’s still time.” 

“Truly fortunate. I momentarily worried if I had set the date incorrectly.”

“So, are you enjoying life in the demon king’s castle?” 

“…Yes. There’s no reason to not enjoy it.” 

The demon Lord glanced around, leaning back on the throne. 

She met the eyes of the secretary demons standing beside the throne, the maid demons standing at the door, and the non-combatant demons standing in the place where the Four Heavenly Kings would normally stand. 

It felt somewhat unfamiliar even to us. 

When one thinks of demons, they usually imagine aggressive troublemakers, but they had never seen non-combatant demons gathered like this. 

Although they had the same ominous purple skin, there was no sense of hostility or aggression from them. 

Perhaps the influence of the Demon Lord, who had been subdued and branded, had permeated them, but at least for now, it seemed that way.

“If caring for the people and receiving care is not enjoyable, wouldn’t you be unfit to rule as a sovereign?” 

“Giving care?” 

“Yes. The role of a ruler is to become the people’s labourer, and the role of the people is to become the ruler’s labourer. Working for each other is caring, and caring for each other is supporting one another. Even the master’s party is no exception.” 

“I’ve been thinking about it, but your way of speaking is quite peculiar.”

“…It can’t be helped, considering I’ve lived skipping through ages. Isn’t the passage of time too fast to determine proper etiquette?” 

It vaguely reminded me of the Emperor. 

The emperor is the very foundation of the empire that has breathed for thousands of years, so her existence is synonymous with the legitimacy of the empire. 

Therefore, her whims are no different from the empire’s norms. 

The Demon Lord is a wanderer who awakens once every few hundred years. 

She opens her eyes to a new era, only to close them on the sword of the Hero before she can even adapt to that era. 

It was a speech that tried to be dignified, as if she were trying to express her dignity as a Demon Lord, but it would be difficult for her to maintain her dignity through speech alone, considering she’s confused about what is dignified and what is novel. 

“You seem to have more worries than I thought.” 

“It’s not even worthy of worry. A ceremony is just a means of authority. What’s important is that I am of help to the people. Every time I breathe life into the people with these hands, I feel that I am alive as well.”

“Hmm.” 

“…Of course, in a few days, they will all fall into rest again, just like children.” 

There was resignation in the Demon Lord’s voice as she spoke. 

It was a resignation she had learned after having her heart ripped out dozens of times. 

But the fact that this resignation felt fresh again. 

“Are you regretting it?” 

“It would be a lie if I said I didn’t. But… I am… the master’s possession.” 

The Demon Lord wished not to resign. 

Not because of her dignity, which had been trampled dozens of times, but because of her affection for the other demons who had once again awakened without questioning their duties, The Demon Lord hesitated.

“This makes me weak again….” 

There is no mercy for demons. 

It is a waste to pay no attention to every single creature like demons or monsters. 

However, it is inevitable to feel pity for a being that shows altruism for others, even if it is not human. 

A little mercy is something he wants to show. 

“Demon Lord. Are these demons doing well?” 

“…Yes. They have exerted themselves for hundreds and thousands of years for me, so they are superior to any labourer.” 

“Do they attack people or anything?” 

“…There’s no problem! They are demons who are far from combat, and I can command them under a pact as the demon lord.” 

“Their appearances can be altered with magic somehow. Will they obey others if you ask them to work?” 

“I will make sure they obey!” 

“I see. Well, understood for now.” 

The Demon Lord seemed to have sensed the meaning behind my words, as their voice became spirited.

“If there are no issues, it would be good to utilize these demons as workers in the city. However, there are still some uncertainties. But I trust the Demon Lord will manage them somehow.

“Then, let’s train them well until the end of the vacation. We’ll decide whether to ‘cleanse’ them or not when the time comes.”

“Understood!”

“Then I’ll be off.”

It seems like the Demon Lord is also enjoying her vacation, so there’s nothing more to see here.

Anyway, the vacation is almost over, and soon the other members of the Hero party will return to the Adventurer City.

So, as I was about to turn around and leave…

From behind, I heard the voice of the Demon Lord.

“Thank you, master!”

It’s not confirmed yet, but it feels quite strange to hear words of gratitude from the Demon Lord who once was the target of fierce subjugation.

Of course, if asked if she was really terrifying, there might be some ambiguous points. 

By the time we went to subdue the Demon King, the Hero had already grown up, and I didn’t think there would be any problems.

“…The world is truly strange.”

Indeed.

***

The vacation is over.

All the party members have returned to the Adventurer city, and we are gathered together after a long time.

“Rogue! I missed you! Hehe.”

“You saw me in the Dragon’s Ridge, didn’t you?”

“Still!”

As always, the Hero laughed brightly and happily.

“Saint?”

“…Yes. R-Rogue. It’s been a while.”

“I saw you at Sinital, though.”

For some reason, the Saint seemed a bit awkward, avoiding eye contact.

“Thank you for allowing the people of my town to stay. Master.”

“If there are any problems, I’ll inform the Hero immediately and sweep them away.”

“I will do my best to ensure that such a thing does not happen.”

The Demon Lord swore firmly.

“Hehehem.”

The Wizard remained the same as always.

“Hehe, it’s nice to see everyone getting along…”

The Doctor smiled subtly while watching us.


Thus, the day of the end of the vacation arrived.

“But isn’t the Elf late? What’s going on?”

“Yeah! Did she forget the date?”

The Elf, huh?

She doesn’t seem like the type to do that.

Hmm, but she’s an Elf, so her sense of time might be a bit dull. 

If we don’t pay attention, she might miss the return date.

“Saint, could you please ask the Goddess where the Elf is?”

“Yes…”

The Saint clasped her hands together and prayed to the Goddess.

It was the convenience to receive miracles from the Goddess whenever she needed.

Sometimes there were slight issues due to the Goddess being too casual, but… in this regard, it was definitely useful.

“The Elf is currently… in the Great Forest… in the Forest of the Mother Tree.”

“Still?”

It takes over half a day to reach the Great Forest, which can only be reached by crossing the southern border. 

And that’s for the Elf, but for ordinary people, it usually takes over a month.

If she was supposed to return from vacation, she should have already left.

“Did she completely forget the date…?”

“The Elf is late!”

What should we do?

If we ask the Wizard, it’s not difficult for him to teleport us to the Forest of the Mother Tree.

It might be a bit funny to go around fetching runaway party members, just like when the Hero ran away last time, but it’s not something we can ignore.

I think I have to go and bring the Elf back myself.

“Alright!”

“Then, Wizard, please teleport us.”

“Huhuh!”

The Wizard created a magic circle, enveloping the party members in one place.

And soon, as our vision flipped, we found ourselves standing in a dense forest where birds were chirping. 

It was a perfect teleportation without even a hint of motion sickness.

Even the Emperor’s magic when teleporting to the ‘Villa’ wasn’t as clean as this.

Recently, there have been quite a few teleportation incidents, so I couldn’t help but compare.

“As expected, the Wizard’s magic skills are remarkable.”

“Hehehem.”

“Which direction is the Elf in, Saint?”

“She said to keep walking in the direction where the World Tree is visible.”

“The World Tree?”

Due to the dense trees, the sky wasn’t visible.

I was about to lightly jump to climb up the trees, but before I could, the Hero drew her holy sword.

Then, with a swift swing, she unleashed a compressed air burst, and with a thunderous roar, the storm swept through, cutting down the obstructing trees.

“Hero…”

“Yeah! I did well, right!”

“Environmental destruction…”

“Hehe.”

This merciless logging in the Forest of the Mother Tree, of all places, was quite something. 

If the elves saw it, they would probably be outraged.

Fortunately, there were no signs of elves nearby. 

The possibility of elves coming soon increased due to the recent thunderous noise, but…

“Well, thanks to you, we can see the World Tree clearly.”

The World Tree was a gigantic tree that reached the sky.

Its trunk stretched up to the clouds, obscuring the top of the tree.


It seemed as if the horizon was half filled with the World Tree, as if perspective had malfunctioned. 

Half of the background seemed to be erased by the World Tree.

“We just need to walk in that direction, right?”

“Yes.”

So, we hastened our steps.



 
  
    Chapter 40: Visiting the Elf Village


The World Tree… seemed distant. 

Describing it simply as massive wasn’t enough. 

When the World Tree filled half of the horizon, I thought I would reach it soon if I walked, but no matter how much I walked, it only seemed to grow slightly larger, and I didn’t feel any closer.

Perspective was failing miserably.

“Running might… be slower perhaps we should teleport little by little.”

“Hehehem.”

“I’ll ask for your help, Wizard.”

In the end, after repeating short-distance teleports several times, we finally arrived at the village of the elves where the World Tree was.

The village was… under the shade. 

Like thick clouds always blocking the sun, the huge shadow created by the branches of the World Tree enveloped the elves’ village.

However, it didn’t feel dark or dreary.

Instead, it felt mystical. 

The shimmering lights of various colours flying around like fireflies and the glowing moss hanging on the trees gently illuminated the entire village. 

If the mythical fairy swamp from old legends actually existed, it would probably look like this.

Unconsciously, a sigh of admiration escaped my lips.

“Wow… the village is so beautiful…”

“Hehe, indeed…”

Even the plague doctor wearing a mask seemed to feel a similar sentiment. 

Wouldn’t the world seen by someone as sensitive to beauty as her be even more beautiful? 

Who else could appreciate this quiet beauty shimmering like dew under the damp shade as much as she could?

While pondering such thoughts, someone approached from the village.

“What are humans doing in the elves’ forest?”

They were elves.

Elves dressed in traditional garments dyed in vibrant colors approached us. 

I stopped the Hero who was about to step forward and came forward myself. 

Then, I politely introduced myself.

“Excuse me. I am Sentimental, Rogue of the Hero party.”

“Sentimental? Ah! You are the benefactor of Borame! Thanks to you, we were able to save our precious kin.”

It seemed that the name of the young elf I had bought was Borame.

The elf bowed excessively courteously, expressing gratitude.

“Yes, yes. By the way, has any Elf come here?”

“Elf… you mean?”

Well, asking if Elf has come to an elf village from an elf probably doesn’t make much sense. 

The elf who heard the question also seemed puzzled, with a slightly bewildered expression.

I should say the name here… umm.

What was the elf’s name? 

I’ve been calling her just ‘Elf’ for so long that I can’t remember.

“What’s the name of the elven maiden?”

“…Have you forgotten?”

“Oh, um, it’s been so long since I called her by name…”

“Pfft, typical of Rogue. Rogues sometimes have a mischievous side, you know.”

“Uh, um…”

Feeling a little embarrassed.

I should ask my comrades later to keep it a secret that I forgot the elf’s name.

“The elf’s name is ‘Andamiro.’ Hoho, so she was called Miro in the old days, right?”

“Ah, right.”

As soon as I heard the name, memories flooded back.

The elf’s name was Andamiro. 

It meant ‘abundant’ in Elvish. 

Although the name didn’t stick easily, the elf seemed to like that nickname.

Of course, after the rules of the party were properly established, there was no need to call her by name. 

But still.

Feeling somewhat unfamiliar with the name that hadn’t stuck to my tongue, I asked the elf again.

“Has Andamiro come to this village?”

“Yes, it seems you have come to find the princess.”

“Yes. The date for her return has passed by now, but it seems she’s still staying here.”

“Did something happen to Miro?”

“Something like an event… It’s closer to what happened to her mother… the queen.”

“Her mother?”

The elf, whose name was unknown, explained the situation with a mixture of lament and sorrow. 

“…Our queen is soon to return to the embrace of the World Tree. The eternal youth enjoyed by elves is ultimately a gift from our mother, the World Tree, so eventually, we must return it to her. Our queen has been guarding the World Tree for thousands of years. There is a sense that she has borne the burden for too long.”

“Oh… that’s unfortunate.”

“It’s not unfortunate. It’s rather a tremendous honor and a joyful occasion. Returning to the embrace of the World Tree is like… entering the gates of heaven for humans… um, how should I say it? It’s going back to the eternal peace and rest.”

“Ah, I see.”

It was a sentiment that was difficult to grasp, but it seemed that if elves lived for too long, they sometimes chose to depart willingly.

Understanding the sensation of an immortality bestowed by the World Tree was beyond the scope of the conversation. 

Despite experiencing two lives, I had not lived 1000 ears like the elf.

While it was possible for this reincarnated body to live for thousands of years ahead, at least the current body didnt understand that.

“So, the queen intends to establish her successor… and she has summoned the princess. Or rather, it was the return of the princess that allowed the queen to make the decision to return to the World Tree.”

“Ah…”

So, the elf would become the queen of the elves? 

And is she confined to this village for that process?

“It’s a bit sudden, so I’m a little taken aback…”

“Rather, it’s almost a long-awaited event. The princess has spent over a thousand years outside, after all. Although there has been constant communication, it was difficult to recommend abdicating the throne.”

“I see…”

“As such, it would be good if you could wait until the princess takes the queen’s place. I apologize for any inconvenience…”

“No, that’s fine, um, if she becomes queen, can she continue her adventures? Since you mentioned guarding the World Tree…”

Unless she was an Emperor of some unique and dignified empire, it would be unheard of for a leader of a nation to venture outside. 

In fact, even if the emperor was to do so, it would cause a stir among the educators responsible for imperial etiquette. 


It’s not that the emperor cares about such things.

In that sense, it didn’t seem permissible for the queen of the elves, burdened with the heavy responsibility of guarding the World Tree, to venture outside recklessly.

“…You don’t need to worry about that. The presence of the queen alone is a comfort to the World Tree. Of course, she might not be able to tend to the World Tree directly so it doesn’t mean she’s forbidden from adventuring.”

“Oh, that’s a relief.”

“Yes, but the bigger concern is the issue of the princess’s succession.”

“Succession?”

“Since the princess became queen at a later age than usual, the matter of preparing a successor has become urgent. In fact, it’s quite late by elven standards… You know how humans have a certain age for marriage? The princess has already passed that age, so our elder elves are quite worried.”

“Oh, elder elves?”

“It’s an excessive title. So, if you’re willing, helping to choose the princess’s successor would be appreciated.”

“Um, is that possible? Considering the purity of the high elves…”

“The pure blood of the high elves, directly descended from the World Tree, takes precedence over all other lineages, so that shouldn’t be a problem. In fact, if you were to share your love, it would be greatly appreciated. Even if it’s not the princess, there are many elves in our village who desire a male’s affection…”

“I see?”

“If you’re willing, could you share your love with our elves?”

“Um, yes?”

Momentarily taken aback by the sudden suggestion, I looked around.

The Hero seemed to only nod, seemingly not understanding the meaning behind it, while the plague doctor’s expression was difficult to discern behind the mask. 

The Saint looked somewhat bewildered, and the Wizard was smiling as usual.

“If you’re willing to bestow your love, we will repay it adequately.”

“No, um, is that really an issue?”

“Oh, we didn’t mean it as offering love in exchange for goods. It’s just that if we have a way to repay, we’d like to do so.”

“Rather than that affection, isn’t there a problem with romantic ideals or race concept?”

The elf elder looked puzzled, as if he just listened to something strange.

“Is that really an issue?”


“Of course, while many elves don’t particularly like humans, it’s fine if it’s you. That’s why I’m asking. Even young elves who may feel reluctant to receive affection from humans would be greatly pleased if it’s from you.”

“…Ah, I see. I’ll consider it for now.”

“Since it will take some time for the queen to complete the succession ceremony, we are deeply grateful for your presence and that of your companions in our village.”

“We’ll be honored.”

And so, we stayed in the elf village for a while.



 
  
    Chapter 41: A benefactor of the Elves


The elf village felt like a scene from a fairy tale in every corner. 

When the trees raised their roots, they became houses, and when they intertwined their branches to make them flat, they became furniture.

During the day, the moss on the trees emitted a soft light, serving as illumination, and at night, fireflies twinkled, becoming stars. 

The shade of the World Tree seemed more like a world of its own than a village underneath.

There were no stars in the night sky, no sun in the daytime, no sharp saws or sturdy bricks, yet everything existed without lacking anything. 

It felt like there was a completely different set of rules operating under the shade of the trees.

Literally, the World Tree.

A tree bearing a world. 

And the world that tree bore was this village under its shade.

“Excuse me, may I take your measurements?”

“…Where have we met before?”

“I’m Borame. I’ve received an unpayable favour from you.”

“Ah, that child from back then. How have you been?”

“Thank you to you, I’ve been well.”

The elf who came to take measurements had been the elf I had purchased as a slave to present to the Hero. 

Ultimately, things got twisted, and I ended up rescuing this elf who had been kidnapped as an illegal slave. 

Unlike mature elves, there was still a hint of youthfulness about her.

Still, due to being a mature being, she was probably older than me.

“It’s fortunate that you’re doing well.”

“It’s all thanks to you.”

“You don’t have to be so formal. Are you okay with me taking your measurements?”

Hmm.

“It’s not in a sexual sense, is it?”

“If you wish…”

“No, that’s… I’d rather not, actually.”

To be honest, whether she gave affection or engaged in intimacy, it didn’t matter much to me, but dealing with each one individually might get tiring. 

Our Elf in the party… I was tired all night even during the Grand Labyrinth exploration.

What was her name again? It’s a little confusing.

“If it’s a burden, I apologize.”

“No, it’s not a burden. It’s just that it’s a bit… while waiting for the elves…”

“Are you planning to make the princess your consort?”

“Huh?”

“Surely, if the princess becomes queen, you will have a perfect companion, too.”

“No, um, to that extent…?”

Isn’t it too much praise for just rescuing a few elves? 

It’s not that Borame’s life is trivial, but isn’t it too much to elevate one person to such an extent? 

Is this also the influence of luck? 

I’m not sure.

Maybe there was some misunderstanding or misconception during the process of purchasing the elves. 

Or maybe there’s a hypnosis on my forehead.

I absentmindedly touched my forehead. 

There was nothing there.

“Elf… Miro seems to be a good companion. I don’t know if there will be romantic feelings or deeper relationships.”

“Haha, really? Then maybe I’ll have a chance too?”

“Probably not.”

“That’s a shame. Really.”

“You’ve become quite cheerful…?”

I remember her being very timid and trembling when introduced by the slave trader.

It felt a bit pitiful, as if she was trembling like an earthquake. 

So, I chose this child as a gift to the Hero to present as a slave.

But now, she was joking and smiling cheerfully, quite different from back then.

Perhaps she was too overwhelmed mentally at the time, and this current appearance was her true self.

“Do you dislike cheerful kids?”

“Well, I haven’t really thought about it, so I’m not sure.”

“Then I’ll try my best to become worthy so you can say you like kids.”

“Uh, sure.”

So passed a day of being catered to by the elves.

Borame was exceptionally skilled with her hands. 

It felt like meticulousness and thoughtfulness were ingrained in her fingertips. 

It was a bit overwhelming to even help with the smallest tasks, but still, it didn’t feel unpleasant.

Honestly, if anything was burdensome, it was dealing with the emotional state of the Hero. 

In that regard, Borame’s attention felt comforting, making sure to accommodate me as much as possible while maintaining boundaries.

“Here’s a handkerchief for you.”

“Ah, thank you.”

I wiped my mouth with the handkerchief Borame handed me and handed it back. 

Then, Borame folded the handkerchief neatly and proceeded to eat it.

“Huh? Um, are you eating that…?”

“It’s a fiber extracted from the stems blessed by the World Tree, with a sweet taste. It’s considered a luxury fabric among the cloths we elves use.”

“I see…”

There were some aspects of elven culture, where everything was made of plants, that I found hard to adapt to. 

Quite literally, elves lived by receiving everything from nature and returning everything to nature. 

In the forest of the World Tree, everything humanity needed existed.

If something didn’t exist, they could create new seeds with different traits by receiving the blessing of the World Tree. 

It was a fascinating phenomenon.

Communicating with the World Tree to receive new seeds was said to be possible only for the royal family of the High Elves. 

One of the reasons for the High Elf Queen to create a successor was for this.

“The term ‘Children of the World Tree’ wasn’t just for show, huh?”

“Haha, that’s right. I’ve received many blessings from Mother World Tree.”

If everything was fulfilled in this world, there might be no need to go outside for thousands of years. 


Even though it was just a small world under the shade of trees and it might not be too big a world to live a lifetime in. 

Still many people lived their whole lives in smaller villages or towns.

In my past life, I was exactly that kind of person. 

I didn’t even consider traveling abroad; I just considered resting comfortably at home.

“Borame, how did you end up being captured by slave traders? Oh, you don’t have to answer if you don’t want to remember.”

“Haha, it’s okay. Let’s see… I need to dig into my memories a bit more.”

But this Borame was not that kind of person.

She had ventured out to the outskirts of the Great Forest and was kidnapped by slave traders. 

Even if you ignore the difference in races, she was closer to the humans even more than him.

So I became a little curious.

How did she end up leaving this prosperous place and getting into danger?

“I… wanted to see the sea. Humans call the Great Forest we live in the Sea of Trees, but we elves don’t even know what the sea is… Isn’t it a bit unfair?”

Is it that kind of problem?

I’m not sure. 

If people who don’t see the sea are curious about the sea and people living in the desert are curious about the forest, I might understand a little more.

But calling it an ‘unfair’ issue gave me a slightly unclear feeling.

“Did you consider using magical tools or looking at pictures?”

“I thought that wouldn’t be much different. Both the blue and white pictures in fairy tales and the sparkling world beyond magic crystals lack realism. I was more… curious about the texture. How different would it feel to touch freshwater compared to seawater? How different would the sand on a beach feel compared to the soil in the forest? Why do we call our forest the Sea of Trees when its appearance and colour are so different?”

The Sea of Trees.

It’s a somewhat outdated expression that isn’t used much in modern times.

It’s the kind of expression you can find in old documents. 

In these small details, this girl named Borame felt like a real elf to me.

Although she was still young, she had lived for hundreds of years. 

Even though she had just entered her youth after leaving her girlhood, she had lived in a different era from humans.

“I couldn’t resist that youthful vigor and sneaked out of the forest. Haha, looking back now, the adults probably pretended not to see, right? But still… I wonder how much they must have worried because of me…”

“I can’t express how grateful I am to you. Really. That’s why I feel like there’s nothing I can do to thank you enough.”

Saying so with a smile, Borame bowed her head slightly and expressed her gratitude once again.

He just awkwardly returned the greeting. 

It wasn’t really a big deal, so I was hesitant to refuse.

“So, if it’s not a bother to you, I want to do everything I can to help you.”

“Um.”

“For example, it would be nice if you could entrust me with things like bathing. Hehe.”

“…Um, yeah.”

Yeah. 

Whatever.

It shouldn’t be a big deal. 

Literally just providing assistance.

Even when I was indebted to the emperor, there were maidservants like that. 

It’s probably similar in this case.

“Please leave everything to me for today.”

“Sure…”

I wonder when Elf will finish her coronation and come back.

I feel like I’m getting tired somehow…

“Master.”


“Oh, yeah. Borame. You worked hard today. I caused you a lot of trouble.”

Finally, a tiring day has come to an end.

Now I can finally get some sleep…

“I’ll attend to your bedtime.”

“…Huh?”



 
  
    Chapter 42: A being who has seen the future but cannot see it


The long night has passed. 

Under the shadow of the World Tree, neither sunlight nor moonlight could be seen, but as it is commonly said, the time for establishing relationships usually occurs during long nights, so it was clear that a long night had indeed passed.

Like the saying goes, all I had to do was just surrender my body. 

There was no need to stand up, move around, or make an effort to cuddle. 

I’m not sure if this is a general preference among elves, but it’s about experiencing satisfaction from crushing and contorting someone beneath you. 

It’s about pressing shoulders with sinister hands, overlapping bodies to bear weight, and moving one’s body vigorously to the point where sweat drips profusely. 

Wildness.

There was a similar wildness I felt when having a relationship with Borame. 

And so, the tired and weary long night passed.

“Today, I am Sagrang, who will take care of the morning duties for the master.”

“Oh, yes…”

The next morning, when another elf offered to take care of the morning duties,

I couldn’t help but sense that the time spent in the elf village would become tiresome.

“Elf… please come back soon…”

I don’t think I’ve ever waited so eagerly for the Elf after forming the Hero Party.

Maybe this is all a ploy by the elves to keep me tied to the forest. 

I felt like I was starting to think that way.

Dragging my tired body through the village, I bumped into the Hero running towards me, unmistakably at me.

“Rogue! Did you sleep well?”

“Oh, uh, yes, Hero.”

“It was noisy in the room yesterday! What happened?”

“…Nothing, just exercising a bit.”

“Ah, I see. Hehe, the Rogue is diligent!”

“Yeah…”

Our lodging had several layers of soundproofing spells cast by the Wizard, so I didn’t pay much attention, but the hero’s senses were not something that could be blocked by thick wooden walls.

Fortunately, the hero seemed oblivious to this side of things, but… it feels strange knowing she might have heard everything…

I should ask the Wizard to install soundproofing spells here too. 

Which way was the Wizard’s room again?

“Hero, do you know where the Wizard is?”

“The Wizard? Over there!”

“Over there?”

“The house with blue moss and blue leaves!”

“They all look like that…”

“Oh, come on, over there!”

With the hero’s help, I moved towards the treehouse where the wizard resided.

Sometimes, when the wizard’s presence seemed to fade, I had to rely on the hero’s help. 

It seemed to be some kind of side effect of the magic… 

Unfortunately, it didn’t have much effect on the hero due to his overwhelming magic resistance.

“Thank you, Hero.”

“Hehe.”

Smartly, I knocked on the door and entered the wizard’s room.

The wizard was extracting sap with something like a straw stuck into the wooden wall. 

It seems she really likes the forest of the World Tree.

“Wizard, are you busy?”

“Khehehe.”

“It’s good that you’re free. Could you install a soundproofing spell in the room I’m staying in?”

“Kheheh!”

I brought the always-smiling wizard to my room.

Today, when an the Elf who had been waiting to perform morning duties saw this scene, she was puzzled.

“You’ve returned, Master. Shall I prepare something to treat your companion?”

“Oh, it’s okay. They’ll be leaving soon.”

“Khehehe.”

The spell the wizard cast seeped into the wooden wall.

It seemed like she simply infused mana into it, but since it’s a magic created by the wizard, it’s bound to be much better than most magic circles.

“What was your companion doing?”

“Oh, I just installed a soundproofing spell. Because… um, sometimes the noise can be heard by other companions at night.”

“…Hoho, a soundproofing spell, you say…”

The elf from the village, with a twisted smile, spoke in a gentle voice.

“It seems that Master has a somewhat aggressive taste. I will prepare properly.”

“…Yes?” 

“Leave it to me.” 

“Oh, it seems like there’s some misunderstanding.”

 The elf, whose thoughts were inscrutable, left the house and disappeared somewhere. 

Well, um, it should be fine… 

“Thanks for your help, Wizard.” 

“Hehehe.” 

“When the elf becomes queen, I should ask her to bring back some branches of the World Tree for the elf.” 

The branches of the World Tree are precious materials, so they would be very useful for the wizard. 

Even though I gave one last time, having more materials is always better. 

With a variety of research materials, she could create more magical items. 

“Sigh… Parting was hard enough, but it seems gathering is just as difficult.” 

“Hehehe.” 

“Is this fate? What even is fate…?” 

“… ” 

Blaming everything on fate, on the world, on some huge and metaphysical entity, somehow makes things easier to bear. 

But I am not a rogue for nothing. 

Luck, misfortune, if you steal and use them, that’s it. 

Blaming others and acting all relaxed is not the way of a rogue.

“Wizard.” 


“Hehehe…” 

“Can magic see the future?” 

“…Hehehe.” 

“Well, it’s probably impossible after all. Sorry for asking such a strange question.” 

Though I didn’t know what kind of world the wizard sees, it must be quite different from my own. 

It would likely be clearer, more discerning, and orderly. 

She, with her eyes, sees a ‘future’ that is ‘invisible’, while I, with my eyes, sees a ‘blank future’ that is probably different colour. 

She is the most lucid being in this world. 

Staying under this small shadow for a few days. 

Now, with the help of the elf who will become queen, I will succeed in something once again with luck. 

If this party gets boring, I will try to escape again. 

And when I realize that I can’t escape, I will just resign myself to it.

Resignation feels more comfortable and enjoyable than I thought.

Again. 

“…Wizard.” 

“Hehehe?” 

“Can I tell you a story?” 

“Hehehe.” 

“I was born in a different world. Not this planet… but a pale blue dot called Earth. Magic is just a fictional creation, an extravagant fantasy that appears in works of fiction. There are no gods to protect humans, and humans don’t seek protection in that world.” 

It was purely capricious to bring up this story. 

It was a meaningless confession for reasons I couldn’t understand.

Besides, I had almost forgotten the memories of my hometown a long time ago. 

The current me is not a ‘him’, but Sentimental, not a South Korean citizen. 

“Someday, maybe with your magic, I can transcend this world and go to that world. Because you’re a genius wizard….” 

But I still wanted to tell the wizard. 

I still didn’t know why to the wizard. 

I didn’t know what my ‘heart’ was thinking. 

Maybe it’s not ‘him’, but ‘me’, or maybe I just became a follower of intellectualism called ‘Wizard’. 

He. 

I. 

All I knew was that even if a giant finger pierced through the branches of the World Tree from above and crushed everything, I couldn’t understand it. 

I didn’t know how fate worked. 

I didn’t know that sometimes metaphysics would manifest itself and lift its head in this small world. 

Maybe hoping to transcend the world, longing for my hometown, was a wrong choice after all. 

I didn’t know how strong a blow I had to strike to break free from this world, even if the giant finger whisked me beyond the world. 

In the ruins. 

As always, the wizard cast the magic, which was the end and the beginning of everything. 

This time, it was a little earlier than usual. 

What was the problem? 

The moment Sentimental wished to ‘escape from this world’, with this world’s power alone, they couldn’t hold me back. 

Even if it was the wizard’s master.

The branches of the World Tree, the heart of the demon Lord, the reins of the dragon, the saliva of the squirrel, the holy water of the saint. 

Even by just casting a fireball, she could blow up this continent with the samples she had. 

She was the greatest wizard on this continent. 

The wizard who had repeated the most ‘moments’. 

***

“Did the Elf become the queen?” 

“Haha, it happened somehow. My mother seemed to be in a hurry too. I said the vacation was only a month long, so she hurried to finish the coronation.” 

“But is it okay for the queen to go on adventures like this…?” 

It would be better if the hero party disbanded as a result of this. 

But it seemed that it would be okay. 

“It should be fine. Being the elf queen doesn’t come with any special obligations. The queen is a presence that supports the World Tree in itself.” 

“I see…” 

It’s a shame. 

Then, the elf took out a gift from her bosom and handed it to me. 

“It’s a branch of the World Tree. I thought you might want it, so I asked Mother World Tree to get a few.” 

“Ah, thank you.” 

As a rogue, I had no use for such materials. 

Well, as usual, I will give it to the wizard. 

Maybe she’ll make a weapon out of it that I can use? 

“What’s the elf village like?” 

“It’s just… damp and unpleasant. Always shaded under the mother World Tree, there’s not a single ray of sunlight. Light is replaced by luminescent moss, and the distinction between day and night is made by the time when plants bloom and wither.” 


“I can’t quite imagine it…” 

“And now that I’ve become queen, I plan to expand the interaction between young elves and humans. It’s better to provide a safe opportunity rather than sneaking out, avoiding the eyes of the adults.”

“Um…” 

Oh, this again.

It seems that the hero party will thrive even more in the kingdom.



 
  
    Chapter 43: The King came to Visit


“Hey, Wizard, do you want this branch that the elf gave me?” 

“Hehehe!” 

The wizard cheerfully accepted the branch as usual. 

It would be nice if I could laugh as freely as the wizard does. 

Whenever moments like this come up, I can’t help but feel envious of the wizard. 

“Anyway, looks like the vacation’s over with this…” 

“Heh.” 

I never expected our ragtag party of adventurers to be this welcoming.

Indeed, when people rest for a long time, they tend to become quite worn out. 

Although soon enough, after a few days pass, I’ll probably start itching to escape again. 

“Wizard, I’m planning to register the demons with the adventurers’ guild and give them some jobs. Wanna come along? Since you’re already assisting the demon lord with your research.” 

“Hehehe!” 

“Great, let’s go together then. Could you teleport us to the demon lord’s castle?” 

“Heh!” 

With the wizard’s magic enveloping us, we instantly traversed space. 

In front of us stood the barrier surrounding the demon lord’s castle. 

We were right in front of the castle. 

“Thanks.” 

“Heh.” 

We entered the castle right away. 

The demon I saw last time greeted us, bowing his head as he guided us.

“I’ll escort you straight to the master’s office.” 

“Uh…” 

The demon lord’s castle still looked neat as ever. 

I wonder if I should ask the wizard to conjure some fireworks or something. 

Even though the demon lord became a slave, I still couldn’t warm up to this castle. 

Lost in such meaningless thoughts, we soon arrived at the entrance to the demon lord’s office. 

The demon opened the door, and the demon lord sitting on her throne welcomed us. 

“Welcome to my office. Master.” 

“Have you properly educated the demons?” 

“Of course. If commanded by humans, they’ll crawl like dogs, and if told to perform tricks standing on one leg, they’ll do it.” 

“Is that so? Well done.” 

I couldn’t help but trust the demon lord when it came to this.

Stirring up trouble with humans would only lead to unnecessary complications. 

I would likely only assign mundane tasks like construction assistance or sewer cleaning. 

If any problems arose, I could just call in the Hero and demolish the castle altogether. 

The demon lord’s magic couldn’t be destroyed easily, but with the Hero’s strength, we could manage somehow. 

If that proved difficult, we could even seek the help of the doctor. 

“…Are you having any dubious thoughts right now?” 

“You have a keen sense.” 

The demon lord’s gaze, previously filled with anxiety, suddenly stopped on the wizard, and she asked, somewhat strangely. 

“Wizard, master… You looked a little aged?” 

“Huh?” 

“A bit more aged?” 

“Oh, the soul’s form… it must have been a feeling. Looking again, it seems to be the same.” 

Rather blandly so. 

“Wizard, can you teleport me, the demons, and the demon lord’s entire staff back to our quarters?” 

“Hehehe!” 

With the wizard, we returned to our quarters with the demons. 

I briefly explained the situation to our comrades. 

The demon lord planned to register the demons with the adventurers’ guild and entrust them with the city’s chores. 

The first to express concern was the elf. 

“Is this acceptable to the demons?” 

“Oh, they’re not the combative demons we used to deal with. They’re just labour demons for the demon lord’s chores.” 

“Hmm, the Rogue probably thought it through well, but there might be some religious issues. Will the saint be okay?” 

“The goddess seems to approve of the plan. I don’t foresee any problems.” 

The doctor simply smiled quietly and nodded. 

Now, all that was left was to get the Hero’s agreement. 

“Hero, is it okay if we proceed like this?” 

“Yeah! If the Rogue wants to do it, then I’m fine with anything!” 

“I don’t particularly want to do it…” 

“Then it’s fine if you don’t want to!” 

Well, it should be fine. 

Trying to deeply consider the Hero’s opinion would only give me a headache. 

She is not exactly the type to make judgments considering complicated circumstances. 

In fact, she is the opposite. 

In reality, it seems everything will end up to whatever decision I made.

The elf owed allegiance to me, the Saint acted on behalf of the goddess, and the Hero didn’t really think, after all. 

That’s just the way things usually went, with my opinions shaping the decisions. 

“In that case, let’s register them with the guild, and… hmm, let’s continue with the assault on the Great Labyrinth starting tomorrow.”

“Alright!” 

There were many tasks at hand. 

Not just joking, but really, there were a lot of tasks. 

Thanks to the demons we sent to the adventurers’ guild, dozens of requests were resolved within a day. 

“Thanks to you, Sentimental, we’re able to deal with the pending requests that were giving us a headache. As the guild master of this city, I express my gratitude to you. I always seem to be receiving help.” 

“Oh, uh, it’s nothing. It’s all thanks to those adventurers.” 

Thanks to them, the Adventurers’ City was incredibly vibrant. 

No, it wasn’t just vibrant; it was transformed beyond recognition. 

After cleaning up all the sewers, the bugs and rats that used to infest them decreased significantly. 


Buildings that were halfway crumbling were either demolished or perfectly renovated, making the city feel like the capital of a kingdom.

Moreover, not only did the outward appearance change, but the interiors of various establishments such as taverns, shops, and guilds were also adorned with shelves and decorations made by the demons, creating a very atmospheric ambiance. 

I heard that the furniture made by the demons was in a very classical style, simple by their standards but exuding elegance nonetheless. 

After all, the demons were initially laborers managing what was called a ‘castle.’ 

As a result, the current Adventurers’ City was brimming with vitality.

Everywhere looked much different from before, when it appeared rugged and harsh due to the destruction and traces of both swords and magic. 

Once everything became clean, even the adventurers were unusually careful in their actions.

“No matter how much I tried to teach the adventurers not to cause trouble as the guild master, I couldn’t get through to them, but thanks to you, Sentimental, it’s been resolved! Haha!”

“Oh, yes.”

I’ve gotten used to such banter by now.

I nodded along, giving the appropriate responses.

What to do about this and that…

“Because of the impressive skills of those adventurer friends, many reputable figures have requested their support. What should we do?”

“Please utilize them as much as possible. Since they enjoy working, it’s best to give them tasks.”

“Haha, got it! You’re the treasure of the Adventurers’ Guild!”

“Yes, yes.”

After dealing with the guild master at the adventurers’ guild, I felt a bit tired.

But now I can finally rest.

Today, I should quietly read a book in my quarters. 

That is, if the Hero doesn’t ask for something to do.

With that thought in mind, as I returned to my quarters, I found a crowd of people gathered in front of the building. 

I could see the kingdom’s flag next to them.

A bad feeling washed over me, so I quickly retreated. 

Perhaps spending the day at the adventurers’ guild would be best.

It’s been a while since I sat in the guild and watched the adventurers.

“Rogue!”

“…Oh, Hero.”

No way.

The Hero emerged from the crowd, smiling brightly as she called out to me.

The attention of the surrounding people also focused on me.

“Hehe. Welcome!”

“Oh. Seems like we have quite a few guests today?”

“Yeah! The king came!”

“I see. His Majesty the king personally…”

Indeed, I had a feeling it would turn out like this.

As the Hero finished speaking, the crowd suddenly parted, and a figure walked out.

Knights surrounded him, soldiers lined up on either side, forming a path.

I kneeled and paid my respects.

“I greet His Majesty the king.”

“So you are Sentimental, the one who received a noble title from my daughter. I heard.”

If it’s his daughter, then it’s the princess.

Usually, when referring to royalty, one would use a formal expression, even for family. 

But using a familiar expression like “daughter” suggests that this person must be quite doting on their daughter.

Come to think of it, this gentleman…

“Didn’t she mention baldness?”

Almost inadvertently, I almost looked up at the king’s head, but quickly lowered my gaze.

I almost committed a blasphemy.

“I’ve received your excessive kindness.”

“It may not be so. Even if my daughter seems biased, she has an excellent eye for people. She must have deemed you worthy of the title, and indeed, I heard your achievements are more than worthy of it. Moreover, you are a member of the Hero party that defeated the demon lord.”

The demon lord is currently researching magic with the wizard.

But it’s not something I can honestly say, so I just nodded my head.

“And also… ahem. I heard that various medicines supplied by the Alchemy Guild were able to be made thanks to your sponsorship.”

“I was fortunate.”

“Investing boldly in unpredictable outcomes is not something one can do with luck alone.”

“Haha…”

Ironically, it was only luck.

“Oh, my apologies for the lengthy digression. The reason I’ve come to these quarters is… to discuss with the queen about the exchange with the elves. I heard that someone very closely connected to you, who had already defeated a demon lord a millennium ago, has become the queen.”

“That’s correct.”

“If it’s her, she’ll surely facilitate a freer exchange between elves and humans beyond the previous limited relationship.”

The elves have already mentioned such discussions.

It seems the king is quite well-informed about the elves.


“But simply visiting the quarters without notice may not be proper etiquette, so I’ve been waiting here in front of the quarters.”

“I see…”

“Luckily, you came here, so it’s fortunate.”

Didn’t the Hero just come out of there?

What were they doing without receiving guests?



 
  
    Chapter 44: The morning started a little late that Day


I moved into the lodging with the king. 

The soldiers were waiting outside the lodging, and only a few knights came inside with us. 

Although the lodging wasn’t small, it felt a bit cramped with armoured knights. 

“Should we build a new lodging?” 

When there were only five members in our party, it wasn’t a problem, but now that we have the Demon Lord and her minions, expanding might be a good idea. 

There’s no shortage of rooms, but… if there’s no problem with management, it’s better to have a spacious living space. 

Cleaning and other chores were all taken care of by the demons, so expanding wouldn’t make management more difficult.

“This is the room of the Elf.” 

I knocked on the door of the elf’s room and informed her that a guest had come to see her. 

“Elf. Are you there? A guest is here to see you.” 

“A guest? Ah, now that you mention it, I did receive a letter saying someone would visit soon. They must have come in a hurry.” 

A letter had come. 

The concept of “soon” for elves and humans might be different… 

Since the king is visiting the adventurer within the kingdom, it’s not considered a breach of diplomacy not to inform the exact date, probably for reasons like counter-terrorism. 

“Um, she’s waiting behind me right now…” 

“I’ll come out right away.” 

After waiting for a moment, the door opened, and the elf came out of the room. 

She looked at the king and frowned slightly, as if she was pondering something, then suddenly remembered and exclaimed as she opened her mouth, “The descendant of the great Hero… Frey?” 

She was using informal language with the king, but he and the knights didn’t seem to react as if they were uncomfortable. 

Considering the cultural and racial differences, it wasn’t easy to take offense. 

Especially for the Queen of the High Elves, who could put a king in his place. 

She even participated in the party of the great Heroes in the past, making her a living legend. 

Rather, the king seemed to admire her slightly and replied jokingly, “Do I resemble my ancestor?” 

“It’s hard to hide the resemblance. Frey was also an individual with a very distinctive appearance.” 

“I didn’t come here to discuss my ancestor, but I’m curious to hear a bit about him.” 

“There’s not much to say. He was a very ambiguous person, hard to describe in terms of anecdotes or personality, but anyone who spent a day with him would know exactly what kind of person he was. He was a Prince who grew up in a greenhouse… It wasn’t so strange for Illya to fall for Frey. The two were meant to be. Oh, there might be quite a bit to say about their relationship.” 

“Haha, that sounds promising.” 

The king, speaking more loudly to the elf, seemed to have a rather tough personality than expected. 

Maybe he was treating the elf like an elder. 

“Frey… well…” 

The elf, who was about to tell a story, suddenly stopped speaking and turned around. 

Then, with a slightly hardened expression, as if she was making excuses, she began to pour out her words. 

“Frey was not very popular. He was the type to be hated by women. He was clueless… a fool who was hot-blooded. So, except for Illya, no one had any affection for him…” 

“I see. It’s a new feeling to hear about my ancestor from a elf perspective. We only know about his achievements and such.” 

The elf, who was telling stories about the ancient hero, seemed a little embarrassed. 

It’s hard for me to imagine what kind of memories came back to her.

She must have had a lot of experiences in her long life. 

It’s not easy for someone like me, who has only lived a fraction of her life, to guess what they might be. 

“Well then, Your Majesty. Please enjoy a comfortable conversation with my companion. I’ll go back to my room first.” 

“Ah, yes. Thank you.” 

I left the king and the elf in the room and slipped away alone. 

It would be burdensome to stay in such a place for no reason… 

“Rogue!” 

“Oh, it’s the Hero.” 

“Hehe.” 

The Hero, who was waiting outside the door, greeted me with a bright smile and hugged me. 

Hmm, the ancient hero also had a hot-blooded fool-like personality, didn’t he? 

Are all Heroes like that? 

A Hero is someone who overcomes trials.

No, the hero is invincible.

***

“… Rogue , is it okay to come in?” 

“Uh, Elf, come in.” 

Late at night when the king had gone back. 

The elf came to find me in my room. 

Her voice seemed to tremble a bit for some reason. 

“… I came here on purpose just in case you misunderstood, Rogue.” 

“Huh? Misunderstood what?” 

“Just talking about this might not feel very sincere, but…” 

The elf, who seemed to be struggling even with her breath, finally spoke with a light sigh. 

“You are my first… love.” 

“… Huh?” 

“I don’t know how to express it… saying love feels a bit too much for me. So, um, the first time I felt my heart race for someone, the first time I felt attracted to someone as a woman, was you. Our relationship back then. That day when I did something unreasonable to you, that’s what it was.” 

“Uh…” 

A sudden emotional confession. 

“So, um, what I want to say to you, Rogue, is that although I was a member of the previous party of great Heroes, I have never seen Frey, that guy… the previous hero, as a lover. Just in case you misunderstood today’s conversation… um, I’m sorry. Even I think my words are a bit disorganized…” 

“Uh, I don’t really understand what you mean by misunderstanding or what you’re sorry for…? What does the previous hero have to do with anything?” 

I don’t really know what she’s thinking. 

Why the previous hero? 

“The previous party of great Heroes wasn’t as close-knit as the current party. It was a party thoroughly planned for the conquest of the Demon Lord, and even during our camp, we spent our time in strictly separate spaces.” 

“Uh.” 

“So, I can confidently say that there was nothing unseemly that you could misunderstand.” 

“What misunderstanding…?” 

The elf almost closed her eyes now. 

Why is she acting like this? 

“All my first experiences were all with you, Rogue. You were the first for everything. The first time my heart raced, the first time I felt attracted to someone as a woman, the first time I looked at a body and felt the texture of the skin, all of those first experiences were with you. Even after more than a few thousand years, I have never looked at anyone other than you as an object of desire.” 

“Uh…” 

“And even if I live for thousands of years to come, I will still feel that way. I hope that you are not only my first, but also my last.” 

“Uh-huh.” 


Wait, is this a proposal? 

It’s a bit subtle. 

“So, um, what I want to say to you, Rogue, is!” 

At that moment, someone opened the door and entered. 

“Rogue! Elf!” 

It was the Hero. 

The Hero, who came into the room with a bright smile, looked back and forth between me and the elf. 

“Did you call me? Hehe” 

“No.” 

“… I didn’t call.” 

“Really? That’s strange! I heard both of you calling me!” 

“Oh, we were just talking about the previous Hero, not calling you.” 

“But I’m the Hero!” 

“Yeah, yeah. Go back to sleep. Since we didn’t call you.” 

“Okay!” 

As the Hero left, the atmosphere in the room became a bit awkward.

Especially the elf seemed so embarrassed that it was awkward to say anything. 

“Um, Elf?” 

“Are you okay?” 

“… Just, just give me a moment to gather my thoughts.” 

“Uh, it’s okay, take your time.” 

And silence fell again. 

For a long time, the elf covered her face and quietly trembled.

Eventually, she had no choice but to speak again. 

“Elf.” 

“…I’m sorry.” 

“No, uh, there’s nothing to be sorry about, but… although it’s a bit strange to say it’s a consolation, um.” 

Hmm. Is this comforting? 

I’m not sure. 

She sat on the bed with her arms spread wide. 

“Do you want to do it again today?” 

“If you’re not in the mood, it can’t be helped…” 

“I don’t want to. Hug me.” 

“Okay. Well…” 

As I unbuttoned the clothes and approached the bed, the elf suddenly smiled, as if embarrassed, and hastily defended herself. 

“Oh! Th-that, I, I didn’t come here hoping for this. There were no evil intentions…” 

“Uh-huh. I asked you to.” 

“…Really.” 

The conversation ended there. 

From now on, it was time for a conversation of bodies rather than words. 

Instead of opening their mouths, we intertwined our lips and mixed our tongues. 

The elf’s hands were on me… 

***

“Good morning, Elf.” 

“Did you sleep well?” 

“…Thanks to you.” 

“Huh, that’s good. I had a hard time because the elf didn’t put me to sleep…” 

“…” 

“You were a bit rough, you know? Forcing me with your strength… being so ruthless from above… huh, it hurt a bit…” 

“I’m sorry…” 

“Hehe, but it felt good. Maybe it’s because it’s you, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought.” 


“…” 

“Elf?” 

“Clothes? Uh, in the morning… I’m a little…” 

“…” 

The morning started a little later that day.



 
  
    Chapter 45: Made a Contract with a Spirit


New realization, but the title for Elf is ‘Elf.’ 

Unlike calling other party members by their professions such as ‘Hero,’ ‘Saint,’ or ‘Doctor,’ Elf is called by her race name, Elf. 

This is partly because she is the only one of a different race, making it easier to distinguish, but… it wasn’t just for that reason.

“Can I leave the aftermath of the mating to the spirits of nature?” 

“Sex is also part of nature.” 

“That’s true, but….” 

Seeing the child-like spirits clearing the bed stained with sweat and bodily fluids, it feels like we are doing something dirty. 

Just realizing that those spirits are the same age as this world brings some comfort.

“Come to think of it, it’s been a long time since you called upon spirits.”

“My abilities are not as extensive as those of the saint or the Wizard. There isn’t much I can do. Now that I’ve become a queen, I can even contract with higher-ranking spirits, but… hmm, there’s no need to rush.”

“Yeah.” 

The elf does not fulfil the role of a specific profession. 

Despite having excellent tracking skills, profound knowledge, and skills in spirit and archery, the elf’s role in this party is not such. 

The elf is… a helper and advisor. 

A former member of a hero party. 

An experienced individual who has faced the Demon Lord once before.

The reason the elf joined the hero party was to provide such ‘experience.’ 

In fact, in the early days of the party, the elf, like the Rogue, played a central role.

“Come to think of it, the one in this hero party who resembles me the most seems to be you, Elf.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Literally what I said. Our personalities might be a bit different, but… it seems more accurate to say our situations or positions are similar.”

“…Indeed, that seems to be the case. I and the Rogue cannot become as strong as Hero or as enlightened as the Wizard.”

“That’s right.” 

Everyone has a suitable position, it seems. 

In that sense, it didn’t seem like she was in the right place. 

Although she was swept up in this ‘luck’ or whatever, she was still tied to the hero party.

Could she not become like the Hero or the Wizard?

“…Well, don’t worry too much about it, Elf. I was just thinking out loud.”

The elf, who had been silently contemplating something, nodded and opened her mouth as if she had made up her mind.

“I need to make a contract.” 

“A contract?” 

“A contract with a new spirit.” 

“But didn’t you say there was no need to rush just now…?” 

“I’ve changed my mind.”

Hmm. 

Let’s think about it. 

If the elf, who shares her position with him more than anyone else, becomes stronger, wouldn’t he become an even more unnecessary existence? 

If he could withdraw from the exploration, it wouldn’t be so difficult to gradually distance himself from the hero party.

“…Okay. Do you need anything to make a contract with a spirit? If you need materials or samples, I’ll get them for you.” 

“You’re generous.” 

“Well, you becoming stronger is ultimately for my benefit, Elf.” 

“…Thank you.”

Hmm. 

Would the saliva of Darami be helpful even in making a contract with a spirit? 

As it could be used as a catalyst in almost any field, it might yield quite useful results. 

I should consult with the wizard. 

I saw her using the saliva for various experiments before. 

The materials for a contract with a new spirit were prepared. 

Branches from the World Tree, a spirit stone to serve as a medium between the spirit world and the human world, Darami’s saliva, various samples for stabilizing space, and so on. 

And although it probably wouldn’t have much significance, I even consecrated it with the holy water of the saint. 

My… or rather, the God of Lust’s holy water wasn’t used. 

I haven’t seen much good come out of using that.

“When summoning a spirit, do you want me to be by your side?” 

“Yes. If the rogue is by my side… I feel like I can muster a bit more determination.” 

“Well, sure. It’s not a difficult request.”

Luck is somewhat annoying, but in the first place, it wasn’t like she was doing anything that depended on his luck. 

Perhaps it would be better to watch over it directly. 

I wonder what will happen this time. 

Could it be that the Spirit King will come out?

“By invoking the name of the World Tree’s realm, under the names of the flowers and trees, respond to the contract, O nature with the same lifespan as the world.” 

Soon, light flowed from the spirit stone. 

I watched with anticipation to see what spirit would appear.

“…Water?” 

It smelled like water. 

The scent of moss that you can only smell on a humid day. 

The salty smell of seawater that you can smell on the beach. 

The earthy smell of fresh water and the smell of river mud. 

Water circulates. 

Just as freshwater flows into seawater, seawater evaporates to form clouds, clouds drift through the sky, and rain falls.

The scent emitted from the spirit stone also contained the smell of such circulating water. 

Like the spirit stone had become a faucet, water flowed from the stone and gradually swirled, forming a neutral human shape in the air.

The elf groaned softly as she looked at the figure.

“The Spirit King of Water….” 

Looks like she hit the jackpot. The effect seems to be certain.

I’m not sure what effect is certain though, but it could be Darami saliva, the materials given by the wizard, or my luck.

“Was it you who called me? 

“I want to make a contract under the name of the World Tree’s, O nature with the same lifespan as the world.” 

After reciting the contract and several incomprehensible ancient conversations, the elf succeeded in the contract with the Spirit King. 

The Spirit King transformed into a blue light and perched on the elf. 


At that moment, when he was about to congratulate her, the spirit stone, which still had not lost its light, emitted a red light this time.

“…Huh?” 

I felt heat. 

It was a pleasant heat, like the warmth of a sauna where you could sweat comfortably. 

The heat gradually condensed into a humanoid form. 

“It’s the Spirit King of Fire.” 

“I can’t see it…?” 

Like a flame. 

“Looking directly at the Spirit King’s flame could blind you.” 

After explaining, the elf recited the contract again. 

This time, the contract was also successful. 

She contracted with the Spirit Kings of water and fire, the two opposing elemental Spirit Kings, which would be a tremendous power…

“…Again?” 

The summoning didn’t end there. 

A cool mountain breeze passed by, cooling the sweat shed by the heat of the Spirit King of Fire. 

“It’s the Spirit King of Wind.” 

“It seems so….” 

Could it be that all four Spirit Kings are coming out? 

It seems like such a speculation was true, as if to prove it, the elf summoned the Spirit King of Wind, and then a spirit appeared in the shape of a mechanical figure made of clay and metal.

The Spirit King of Earth came out. 

“I have contracted with all four Elemental Spirit Kings, so now… again?”

Summoning continued after that. 

The Spirit Kings of Lightning, Light, Darkness, and even unheard-of Spirit Kings walked out of the spirit stone incessantly. 

Could all the Spirit Kings in the spirit world be waiting in line? 

It felt like such a groundless thought. 

“..Elf.” 

“Congratulations? Uh… “

“…Thank you. It’s all thanks to you, Rogue.” 

“What did I do…” 

No, is it really because of him? 

A reasonable doubt began to arise that perhaps Luck had done something again. 

Even if there was Darami’s saliva or samples from the wizard, what happened earlier was literally out of the ordinary. 

Anyway, it seemed like the spirit summoning was over.

“Hmm?” 

“Why?” 

“It’s shining again.” 

The spirit stone. 

“…Again?” 

Once again, a faint light flowed from the spirit stone. 

“…This time, it’s not a Spirit King.” 

What came out of the spirit stone was a small animal-shaped spirit. 

It looked like a hamster or a squirrel. 

It was clearly a rodent. 

“Let’s start the contract… ” 

“Hmm? Oh, yes.” 

The spirit spoke in a language she couldn’t understand, and the elf nodded as if she had realized something positive. 

“Rogue. It seems this child is a spirit summoned by you.” 

“Huh? Me?” 

“Yes. Since it’s an exceptional scale of contract, it seems that you, who watched from the side, also had an influence. Although it’s a lower-level spirit, there should be no harm in making a contract.” 

“Huh. But I don’t know how to make a contract…?” 

“The procedure is not important. You just need to express your intention to make a contract.” 

“Is that so?” 

A spirit in the form of a small rodent approached me. 

After a moment of contemplation, he raised his hand over the spirit’s body, expressing his intention to make a contract. 

“Um, do you want to make a contract?” 

That was the end of it. 

The spirit transformed into a faint light and seeped into the back of his hand. 

“But what kind of spirit is this?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Huh?” 

“Today, I made contracts with spirits of various attributes, but there was no Spirit King of the same attribute as this one. I don’t really know either.” 

“Is this okay…?” 


“I’ve never heard of a spirit harming its contractor, so it should be fine.”

“Well, then…” 

Hmm. 

A new companion has arrived. 

Probably.



 
  
    Chapter 46: Identity of the Spirit?


It’s cute… like a hamster, and a small rodent-like spirit that’s also squirrel-like. 

It smiled and raised both hands, sticking up its thumbs, which was incredibly cute. 

I summon it all day, lost in fascination. 

When I gently stroked its head with my fingers, it seemed to enjoy it and snuggle up, which was also incredibly adorable. 

“I never thought about raising a pet…” 

But seeing such a small animal acting so cute and affectionate, I couldn’t help but burst into laughter. 

This is healing, isn’t it? 

“Hmm, now that I’ve ended up raising it, I guess I should give it a name.” 

I looked closely at the spirit on the back of my hand. 

Seeing its squirrel-like stripes, the name ‘Darami’ came to mind. 

Its overall appearance seemed closer to a hamster though. 

How about ‘Hamdolli’? 

I seem to lack naming sense even if I say so myself. 

Even the name I came up with, Sentimental, doesn’t seem like a proper name. 

Ironically, I didn’t have much trouble when naming myself… 

Naming a small life is more difficult and worrisome than I thought. 

I went to seek advice from someone with experience. 

“Elf. Is it okay if I come in?” 

“Come in.” 

If the elf has contracted with over a dozen spirits, she might be able to offer useful advice. 

I went to the elf and showed her the spirit, asking, “I’m trying to give this little one a name. Do you have any advice on naming spirits, or anything like that?” 

“Hmm. I’m sorry, but I might not be able to help. Higher spirits, beyond wraiths, have their own identities and names, and I’ve never named a spirit because even lower spirits can be summoned without a contract when one form a contract with higher spirits, so there was never a need to name them. I’m sorry I couldn’t be of help.” 

“Oh, no. It’s okay. Thanks for considering.” 

“Hmm. Still, it might be okay to briefly talk to the spirit about it.” 

“Huh?” 

The elf slightly bowed her head and began to communicate with the spirit. 

The language of the spirit, composed not of simple sounds but of mana and the power of nature, circulated between the two beings. 

Could I learn that too? 

I’m not sure. 

In the midst of thinking about having a means to communicate with spirits, the elf’s conversation also ended. 

“Hmm, it might be okay to choose any name since it said so, as long as you like it.” 

“Really?” 

“Since lower spirits have limited consciousness and intelligence, they don’t express specific intentions, but… one can somewhat tell whether they perceive something positively or negatively. If it’s a name you came up with, it will likely accept it no matter what.” 

“Is that so?” 

The spirit looked at me from my shoulder and smiled. 

And then, it gave me a thumbs up, cheering me on. 

It seemed to be saying that it would accept anything. 

Seeing that, the elf admired, “Huh? I’ve never seen a lower spirit express its intentions so actively. Perhaps because it’s your spirit, it seems to be quite unusual.” 

“Is that so?” 

It felt good for the spirit to be praised.

It felt more like praising me than praising the spirit.

Is this how parents feel when someone praise their children? 

“…Hmm? Rogue…?” 

“What’s up?” 

“Well, um, hmm…” 

“Why are you acting like that?” 

“It’s just… it feels new. Seeing Rogue… laughing like that, it feels like I’m seeing it for the first time.” 

“…Huh?” 

As the elf said, I was smiling broadly. 

Like a fool. 

It wasn’t difficult to guess what expression I was making. 

But, believing that I was making this expression was difficult. 

“…Doesn’t make sense.” 

“Hmm, it’s inevitable for you to be infatuated with your pet. I understand. Rogue.” 

This is really unbelievable. 

So, right now, I… Am I really giving my heart to this spirit? 

The spirit looked at me, smiling brightly as if it didn’t know anything.

That smile was so cute and lovely. 

“…Elf.” 

“Why?” 

“Do you think there are spirits that are like emotional spirits among the spirits?” 

“Hmm? I’ve never heard of it, but… if spirits are the essence of this world with a lifespan like this world, and if emotions exist in this world, I think there would be spirits like that.” 

“Really?” 

I’m not sure. 

It might just be an overreaction. 

Maybe I’m just infatuated, and this spirit is just a ridiculously cute and lovely spirit. 

But…

I’ve never thought about being able to make this expression again. 

It’s not easy to just think like that. 

I’ve lived too long without giving my heart away. 

Although compared to an elf’s life or two lifetimes, it might be a short period, but doesn’t the weight of fifteen or twenty years make a difference? 

“What do spirits like?” 

“Hmm? What do you mean, what they like?” 

“Yeah. I’ve never heard of what spirits eat or like in general. What would a spirit like if I give it something?” 

“I’ve never thought about that… Spirits are immortal as long as nature exists. Just as the cycles of nature continue, the life of a spirit rises and falls like waves.” 

“Is that so?” 

“Still, wouldn’t they like a spirit stone containing spiritual power? It’s a medium that connects the spirit realm and the human realm, so it must feel comforting to the spirit, like being back home.” 

“I see. A spirit stone…” 

Getting a spirit stone isn’t difficult. 


I could probably get a few if I went to Upper Management right now. 

It’s a rare item, but our Upper Management where even trading with elves is possible, could probably get some. 

“Also, spirits like nature. Water spirits like rivers, earth spirits like deserts, tree spirits like forests, and wind spirits like storms, where they feel a sense of peace.” 

“Ah, so first, I need to know what kind of spirit this is.” 

“That’s right.” 

In the end, it was all basic stuff. 

A spirit stone. 

Suitable environmental conditions. 

With these, I could take care of this little one. 

“So, I should start by getting a spirit stone.” 

I got the spirit stone, but the spirit didn’t seem to like it as much as I thought. 

It just wasn’t interested. 

“Hmm…” 

At times like this, it seems I need to borrow a little wisdom. 

I headed to the wizard’s workshop. 

“Ahem!” 

“Wizard, have you been doing well with your research? Has the demon been causing trouble?” 

“Oh, Master. I have been diligently assisting the wizard with her research more than anyone else.” 

“Heheh!” 

“That’s good. But, hey, could you take a look at this little one?” 

I showed the spirit sitting on my shoulder to the wizard. 

The wizard looked at the spirit, widened her eyes, carefully examined it, and then shook her head. 

“Heh… You don’t know either?” 

“Heheh. This… mana? It’s a new attribute… Heheh!” 

“Hmm.” 

It was a bit surprising that the wizard couldn’t even guess. 

This was the wizard who easily copied charms containing spells to ward off misfortune. 

Of course, being a spirit, a being from the spirit realm, it might be even more detached from the laws of this world than human spells… 

“Can you analyse it?” 

“Heheh!” 

Still, it was strange that the wizard was so puzzled. 

At that moment, the Demon Lord looked at the spirit and threw out a word. 

“A little one from the Ethereal realm, huh? Have you made a contract with master?”

“How can you speak in such an absurd manner, or rather, what? The Ethereal realm?”

“Hmm? Did you not know and make a contract?” 

The demon opened her eyes wide in puzzlement, then nodded as if she understood. 

“Humans have a limited understanding of the world. It could happen.” 

Well. 

“Explain it.” 

“The ethereal realm… um, you can think of it as a world similar to the spirit realm known to humans. No, rather than similar, um.”

The demon lord thought for a moment and then flicked her finger, as if she had come up with a good metaphor. 

“The relationship between the spirit realm and the ethereal realm is similar to the relationship between the human realm and the demon realm. They are directly connected to each other, but at the same time, they are separated by a veil. Just as the human realm and the demon realm are like the two sides of a coin, the spirit realm and the ethereal realm can also be said to be the two sides of a coin.” 

“…I don’t quite understand.” 

“Heheh!” 

The wizard finally seemed to understand and smiled brightly, nodding her head. 

The demon lord then continued as if to say that it could happen. 


“The spirit realm is a world of cycles. Nature cannot die as long as it continues to exist, so all spirits have the same lifespan as the world. And?” 

“On the other hand, the ethereal realm is a world of a single dimension. The process, progress, history of cycles… can we say that the end product of a cycle is like the raw material before the cycle? In a fundamental sense… the ethereal realm is static, so ‘change’ itself. The spirit realm, on the other hand, cannot change because it cycles.” 

I didn’t quite understand, but… I understood one thing. 

This little one is as different among spirits as humans and demons are among humans and demons. 

I guess it might take a little longer to give this little one a name.



 
  
    Chapter 47: Demon Lord and Demon God


“Demon Lord. I want to learn a little more about this spirit… do you happen to know what it might like? I tried giving it an spirit stone, but there was no reaction at all.” 

“It’s rare for a spirit to directly make a contract, so I don’t know much as a demon… However, I do know of a being who might.” 

“A being?” 

“Yes. Hmm, do you know anything about the mythical era?” 

“I’m not sure…” 

“Long ago, there was not just one god. Apart from the goddesses of the human world and the Demon Gods of the demon world, there were many other gods. And most of those gods either lost their power, perished, or were sealed away, hiding their presence.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know the details, but there was a great war. A war that would decide the fate of all gods.” 

“I should ask the saint about this later. She might know.” 

“The goddesses, the world tree rooted in the planet, the Demon Gods of the demon world, and some of the natural gods of the spirit world were able to preserve their existence and continue their history, but not all surviving gods were able to do so. Some small and weak gods had to continue their lineage by relying on human faith.” 

“So?” 

“Among such gods, there are those related to the ethereal realm.” 

“So, do you know about this ‘god’?” 

“I wouldn’t say I ‘know’… I can find it.” 

“How?” 

The demon pointed a finger towards the sky with a smirk. 

“By praying to a demon God.” 

If the saint is a child favoured by the goddess, then the Demon Lord is an apostle burdened with the duty of the Demon God. 

Born with a cruel fate, unable to rest in eternal peace or return to the embrace of the demon god, despite countless millennia passing. 

“The Demon God governs struggle and eternity. It’s not difficult to find a wretched survivor who fled from struggle.” 

Following the Demon Lord’s guidance, we arrived at the demon realm, specifically at the demon’s castle. 

According to the Demon Lord, in order to hear the Demon God’s voice, one must pray here. 

It felt somewhat inadequate compared to the saint, who could directly hear the goddess’s voice from anywhere. 

“I will use the power of the demon’s castle to pray to the Demon God.”

“Hmm.” 

The Demon Lord sat on the demon’s throne, closed her eyes, and the black mana flowing in the demon’s castle began to gather around her. 

The wizard watched with interest, perhaps planning to utilize it when creating magic later. 

Although it may seem redundant, this place, the demon’s castle, was quite fascinating. 

Created in the mythical era, it remained steadfast in its place despite countless millennia passing. 

Of course, it could be destroyed if one possessed power beyond the scale of the Hero, but fundamentally, it possessed a robustness that did not age over time. 

Could it be that this place was created directly by a god? 

I thought that I would like to test the reaction by breaking the Demon Lord’s castle with the hero later. 

Soon, the Demon Lord was completely covered in black mana. 

When praying, it felt similar to the Saint overflowing with divine power, yet different. 

The saint’s divine power felt like a gentle embrace, while the black mana was violently engulfing everything, even a single breath. 

The black mana overflowed incessantly. 

Overlapping with the Demon Lord’s voice, the voice of the ‘God’ could be heard. 

-You’re quite a unpleasant one. I could tell right away, thanks to my deep connection. 

The voice was directed at me. 

“…Is that voice yours?” 

-Yes. You’re not a being of this world. 

“Aha.” 

It seems that this Demon God can see more than I thought. 

It seemed to recognize even the parts that the ‘goddess’ did not. 

-It’s a big problem that the child has raised her voice directly, even though it’s only been a few thousand years. 

“A problem… you say?” 

-Yes. I wonder why it hasn’t become a problem yet. 

Hmm, hmm? 

The Demon Lord looked at something, then sighed slightly. 

-Ah, I see. That’s why the world is pulling the Guiding stars to protect itself. 

“…What?” 

Guiding stars. 

It was story that the goddess had told him. 

It seemed that there was something that only gods could see, but it was still a story that he couldn’t understand. 

But this ‘Demon God’ seemed to know more than even the goddess. 

-You seem to not know your fate very well. 

“Even if you call it fate, I don’t really…”

-Hm. It’s a rare visit, so I might as well explain it thoroughly. 

Leaning against the throne with the Demon Lord’s body, the demon God began to explain in a calm voice. 

-While this world appears stable and maintains a consistent order, in reality, such balance can easily be broken. For example, imagine a balloon. 

“A balloon?” 

-Yes. A balloon maintains a state of equilibrium under pressure and retains its shape, but… the moment a hole appears, it will burst without hesitation. And ‘you’ are that hole. More precisely, you are like a needle that can make that hole. We don’t know how the needle ended up inside the balloon… but ultimately, your very existence is a serious threat to this world. 

Hmm. It’s still metaphysical, so it’s hard to understand… 

Could it be that because ‘I’ am originally connected to the original world, a hole can be made in this world? So, this world is pulling the guiding stars to make me at the ‘centre’ of fate. 

The moment my fate moves to the edge, the wall maintaining the balance will burst. 

As he becomes more deeply connected to the fate of this world, the ‘influence’ this world has on him, and the influence he has on this world, will increase. It wouldn’t have been a bad thing for you. 

“You seem to have a lot of guesses.” 

-Yes. Well, fate’s forces are reciprocal. As much as you concede to the world, the world must also concede to you. 

“So, is this ‘luck’?” 

Could it be that there is such depth to the luck that fixes the results?

While musing about this, the demon chuckled and asked. 

-Luck? Did the goddess say that? 

“Yes?” 

– What a deficient god. To think… no, to give such attention to a mere apostle like you. There must be some problem. 

“…Is there a problem?” 

-There’s no way there wouldn’t be a problem with using force. It may not harm you, but… ultimately, force and counter-force create balance. For example, if you truly wish to return home, the world’s force may become a problem instead. 

-Originally, a hole torn lightly could be torn much more violently due to that counter-force. If you were to fly from the centre to the edge in an instant, wouldn’t the force be applied at that same speed? 

-What do you want…? Hmm? Can’t you hear? Cognitive limitations… Ah, it seems someone has already noticed. Is it the Goddess? She is intentionally keeping a low profile, refraining from ascending and lowering her rank, all to reach the truth… Anyway, the fate of the ‘world’ is quite interesting.

“What are you talking about…” 


What in the world 

-The world’s destruction is not something even I desire. Child of another world. So, try to deeply connect with those around you as much as possible. So as not to be swayed by fate’s forces and counter-forces. “…”

─And… you mentioned you were looking for the ‘Ethereal realm’ fellow. I Put his location into this deficient child’s mind. 

Saying that, the Demon Lord’s hand touched my forehead. 

-I’m sorry for holding you captive for so long. My child. 

With that apology, the presence vanished. 

The black mana that had been there also seeped into the demon’s castle and disappeared. 

All that remained was the Demon Lord sitting on the throne. 

“…” 

Upon closer inspection, she was dead. 

It seemed her heart had stopped, unable to withstand the Demon God’s visit. 

“Uh, hmm. “

“Wizard. Let’s start by removing the heart.” 

“Heheh.” 

She will wake up. 

“I never expected the Demon Lord to directly visit me.” 

“Yeah. If it wasnt for the Wizard, I would have had to wait a thousand years.” 

“Why do you think the Demon God did that… Was there a story the Demon God left behind?” 

“Hm?” 

There’s no need to mention the part about ‘fate,’ of course. 

“He said he was sorry.” 

“Sorry… you say?” 

“Yeah. He said he was sorry for holding you captive for so long.” 

The Demon Lord paused for a moment upon hearing that. 

Thoughtful, it seemed like she was either guessing the intention of the apology or pondering the feelings behind it. 

After a long silence, the Demon Lord spoke with a trembling voice.


“…Thank you for relaying that, Master.” 

“For what?” 

“The Demon God was still watching over us.” 

As a creature receiving life from a world where gods don’t exist, it’s impossible to fathom their sentiments. 

I could only nod my head in response.



 
  
    Chapter 48: God of Ethereal Realm


According to the guidance of the demon lord, who received knowledge from the Demon God, we sought the “God of the Ethereal Realm.” 

Walking through the desert where the God was said to have hidden, I suddenly had a question and asked the demon lord.

“Is the Demon God higher than the Goddess?” 

“Hmm? What do you mean?” 

“The Demon God seemed to suggest that it can see things the goddess cannot. That made me curious.” 

The demon God had previously mentioned that he can see his own “fate” better than the goddess can. 

So, is the Demon God’s status higher than that of the goddess?

“There is no definite answer, but I think their status is similar. Both are great deities who rule over entire worlds.” 

“Really?” 

“It’s just that the goddess might reside in a slightly lower position. The Demon God seems to be closer to an unresponsive deity compared to the goddess. When the Demon God descends, my body cannot withstand him and I almost die.” 

“So, the Goddess is deliberately lowering her status?” 

“Something like that. The greater the gap in status, the greater the shock when descending. The Goddess may deliberately reside in a lower position to not burden the Saint. When I receive messages from the Demon God,  I need to borrow the power of the demon God by praying.”

“Ah, I see…” 

Basically, the higher the status, the more information one can know, but the greater the burden when interfering with the world.

I don’t know who designed the structure of this world, but I thought this was a reasonable constraint.

“Of course, the Saint is a particularly unique case. Originally…”

“Originally?” 

“I cannot speak about it, as there is a constraint placed on it.” 

“A constraint?” 

“It’s not difficult to release, but in this case, the will of the ‘master’ is important. It’s a constraint placed by someone in the Hero party.”

“Hmm?”

“If that’s the case, just don’t say it. Well, the Saint must have had a reason to keep it a secret.” 

“I understand.” 

But I find it hard to imagine that the Saint is hiding something. 

She’s always so diligent and obedient.

Perhaps it’s related to the goddess. 

If the goddess told her to keep it a secret, the Saint would have followed her will.

“Instead, is this where the ‘God of the Ethereal Realm’ is? We only see the desert.” 

“You’ll see soon. It’s, um… over there.” 

I looked to where the demon lord was pointing, but all I could see was sand.

“What’s over there?” 

“It’s obscured by an illusion, but it definitely exists.” 

“I see…” 

An illusion, huh? 

It couldn’t be a natural phenomenon like a mirage. 

Maybe some kind of magic or sorcery?

At times like this, there was a sure and effective solution.

“Wizard, can you show us what’s there?” 

“Heh heh.” 

The wizard drew a few magic circles on the spot, erasing and redrawing them several times. 

After a few attempts, the wizard completed a suitable spell and activated it.

The illusion was lifted like a curtain, revealing the inside of the mirage.

“Heh heh!” 

“There’s a village…” 

I expected something like a pyramid, hiding an ancient God in the desert, but what appeared beyond the illusion was a village protected by a fence.

Inside, people dressed in white and wide attire typical of desert tribes were bustling about. 

It seemed they were unaware that the “mirage” had disappeared.

We approached the fence slowly. 

The people inside, who had been moving around inside the fence, looked surprised and pointed fingers at us as we approached in a straight line outside the fence.

Although I pride myself on being able to speak most languages, they were using a language I couldn’t understand.

“Wizard, cast a translation spell.” 

“Heh heh!” 

The wizard’s magic enveloped us, and we could finally understand what the villagers were saying.

“How did you find your way here? Outsiders…” 

“We have a good companion. We came here looking for a being called the ‘God of the Ethereal Realm.’ Can we meet hin?” 

“The God of the Ethereal Realm… Are you referring to the Shaman?”

“Shaman…?” 

Suddenly, a somewhat Eastern word popped up.

I wondered if there was a problem with the translation spell, but since it was cast by the “wizard,” there shouldn’t be any issues.

In other words, among the vocabulary I knew, the word “Shaman” seemed to fit best for that presence. 

It meant a being distinct from the Saint.

“Um, it seems likely.” 

“…Please wait a moment. It’s been a long time since an outsider has come… We may not be able to let you in easily.” 

“Oh, I see.” 

“It won’t take long.” 

After waiting for a while, a woman came out.

Similarly, she was dressed in light, flowing clothes suitable for the desert climate, with her face covered by a veil made of cloth. 

“I heard you were looking for me.” 

“…Yes?” 

“You’ve come to find the Shaman of the Lake, haven’t you?” 

Glancing at the Demon Lord, who nodded slightly, it seemed that we had found the right person. 

I nodded affirmatively. 

“Ah, yes. We came here to find the ‘Goddess of Ethereal Realm’… um, could you please explain what exactly the ‘Shaman’ means?” 

“The Goddess of the Ethereal Realm… Ah, I see. Please come in first. I’ll explain it to you slowly.” 

“…Thank you for your hospitality.” 

“It’s the doctrine of the desert to be kind to travellers.” 

She introduced herself as a Shaman and was kind, but there was something awkward about her. 

It didn’t feel like she was lying, but rather, the situation itself felt twisted and hard to explain. 

It was like a stage malfunctioning in a play. 


Despite the awkwardness, I managed to keep my composure and followed the Shaman into the tent. 

There, under the tent, I listened to the Shamans’ story. 

“I am a Shaman who accepts the ‘Gods.’ Our Gods watch over us who live in the dry desert, bestowing upon us the grace of fertile crops and abundant rainfall.” 

“I see…” 

“We cannot always offer prayers to the Gods. We wait earnestly until the night of the full moon, and on that night, we offer our prayers with all our hearts. So if you have come here seeking our ‘God,’ you may have to stay here for several days.” 

“Ah, is that so?” 

“You don’t have to worry. Since you are a guest who has come to seek our God, we will serve you well during your stay.” 

It didn’t seem like a strange story, so I nodded my head. 

If it required time, I could use the wizard’s teleportation to visit the city of adventure, but there was no need to refuse their hospitality. 

I just felt that their reactions were too extreme and positive, which seemed a bit strange. 

Could they afford not to be guarded against strangers? 

It seemed unclear whether it was simply the effect of ‘luck.’ 

“I will prepare a meal for you. Please wait a moment.” 

“Ah, sure.” 

Let’s see what they’re up to. 

Even if they have bad intentions, it wouldn’t be difficult to deal with them. 

If it was poison or a trap, there was no way I would fall for it, and if they used other means, the wizard could handle anything. 

It would have been safer if there had been Hero… Well, it would have been noisy if I had brought the Hero. 

Hmm, I didn’t think the Hero was necessary. 

Ultimately, something unexpected happened. 

We were told to stay in separate tents, so I was a bit tense, wondering if it was a trap. 

So, even late at night, I remained vigilant, but someone came to my tent. 

“…Shaman?” 

“Hehe, yes, it’s me.” 

It was the Shaman I had seen during the day. 

Since she didn’t seem hostile, I relaxed a bit. 

In fact, she seemed more friendly than she had during the day. 

She still covered her face, but her voice felt friendly and sticky. 

“Isn’t the night quite chilly? It’s as if the heat of the day is nothing.” 

“The temperature difference is quite extreme.” 

“That’s why I came to visit you.” 

“…Yes?” 

The Shaman removed the cloth covering her face. 

Her eyes were a sparkling turquoise colour, which was unusual for the desert and therefore even more mysterious. 

“To warm your night… ” 

The Shaman slowly removed her clothes. 

The sound of cloth brushing against the tent filled the air. 

Feeling a little embarrassed, I took a step back, but the Shaman approached more aggressively. 

“…Hehe, am I not enough? I think I’m quite pretty… ” 

“It seems too much trouble…” 

Unable to choose my words carefully, I ended up uttering a single word.

“…Goddess.” 

“…Yes?” 

“Because this is not my first time with a goddess…” 

“Yes?” 

Right now, this Shaman was channelling something divine. 

Probably what is called a ‘Goddess.’ 


Thanks to my experience with the goddess, I could recognize it easily.

“Is this some kind of joke?” 

“…Can’t you just pretend you don’t know?” 

“Do you think it’ll work?”

TL Note: In case you wondering why God changed to Goddess its cause they didn’t know the gender of the Goddess before ha ha ha~



 
  
    Chapter 49: Tdabondochi


The Goddess possessing the Shaman was a playful god. 

She was so bold as to try to devour travellers with the Shaman’s body. When her identity was exposed and her plans were ruined, the Goddess grumbled in frustration.

“If you’re a man, wouldn’t it be fine to just pretend not to know? Men are so trivial…”

“It’s a waste of time to wait pretending not to know.”

“Is that the problem?”

“To be honest, I don’t really trust you.”

The goddess possessing the saint had spent time with the saint, so there was a belief that she wouldn’t do anything bad to the saint and that she would help our party. 

However, this existence called the “Goddess of the Ethereal Realm” was suspicious in many ways. 

From suddenly hiding in the Shaman’s body to wanting to have a relationship with a man, it was also questionable what she was trying to do by hiding people in the desert with illusions.

“I thought that if you are the saint of the God of Lust, you would have a manly side, but… Well, since I’m a Goddess too. It’s not that difficult to find out which God you’ve received divine power from. You were awakened by that ‘God,’ right?”

“…The goddess said that there is only one god in this world.”

“Well, I deliberately hid. A small god like me should be careful not to attract attention. The ‘Goddess’ may not use drastic means, but… If she becomes a great god, her sensitivity will be different from ours. She might even show excessive favour by trying to make you an angel.”

The tone of the “Goddess of Ethereal Realm” was rather blunt. 

It felt more like a capricious girl than a god, perhaps because of speaking through the Shaman’s body. Whether she felt his doubts or not, the Goddess answered with a smirk.

“I am parasitic on this Shaman’s lineage. To be honest, I’m not in good condition, but… It’s not strange to want to remain as a God rather than become an angel, right?”

“Uh, yeah. I don’t really get it.”

“The human soul is the most sacred sanctuary. It has been so since the beginning. I hide in this Shaman’s sanctuary… If a traveller with a great destiny like ‘you’ comes, I secretly receive affection and create the next sanctuary. Am I such a frivolous woman?”

“Do you not believe me? This child is still inexperienced. Would you like to confirm it yourself?”

“…No.”

It seemed that it would only get complicated if he got involved with this Goddess for no reason. 

He cut to the chase and got to the point.

“More importantly, the reason I came to see you is because I wanted advice.”

He summoned the spirit he had contracted with. It was the spirit that the Demon referred to as the “child of the Ethereal Realm.”

“…Oh? You have a rare friend? I haven’t seen it in a long time either……”

“It was summoned along with the spirits. I made a contract with it, but it doesn’t react to ordinary materials like spirit stones.”

“So you came all the way to the desert for that? It’s not necessary to do that if you’ve already made a contract.”

“…I just feel like it would be a waste to just leave it.”

“Hmm? Well, okay. I guess it’s okay to give some advice.”

Fortunately, she didn’t get angry or refuse to help just because he had ruined her plans. 

Instead, she nodded cheerfully as if she found it amusing.

“First… Does our handsome friend know anything about the Ethereal Realm?”

“I heard that it’s like the other side of the spirit Realm… Similar to the relationship between the human Realm and the demon Realm.”

“Hmm? That’s not wrong. Well, it’s a bit too focused on the perspective of the spirit world. The Ethereal Realm is also a place where things circulate. If the human world is order, the demon world is strife. In that case, what aspects do the spirit world and the Ethereal World each sustain?”

“I heard it’s about circulation and facets.”

“Ah, that’s too much of an interpretation from the perspective of the spirit world. The other world also circulates in a way. No, it’s a bit different from circulation?”

Hmm… Singing a tune and choosing her words carefully, the Goddess continued. 

Clapping her hands, she said cheerfully.

“Advancement, transmission, passing from one person to another, from the past to the future. The Ethereal Realm is where such things gather. That’s why it’s called the ‘Ethereal Realm.'”

“Is it a concept like the afterlife?”

“Maybe? It’s not that you can meet dead people, but, for example, the term ‘legacy’ would be appropriate. The Ethereal Realm s where the ‘legacy’ left behind for the future of the deceased gathers. It can be something material or something like the mind, thoughts, or emotions.”

Whispered softly like a parent teaching a child, she continued.

“Since the mind is what connects one person to another.”

“….”

“Do you understand to some extent? The spirit you made a contract with… is a spirit of ’emotion.’ It’s nothing special, just making you feel happy when you see it, but isn’t it a much more noble form of devotion than following the natural cycle? After all, where else can you find such devoted love? Your mind must be more noble than the natural cycle.”

“…Can I know this child’s name?”

“That’s something you have to come up with since you made a contract with it. If the child can name itself, that would be good.”

“It’s too difficult for me to name a life… I hope this child can name itself.”

“Now that I think about it, it is quite immature, isn’t it?” The smiling Goddess handed him a bead. 

Inside was a transparent bead with a mysterious blue light shimmering.

“The name isn’t important. What’s important is the heart contained in that name. If you come up with a name that comes to mind and call it with sincerity, no matter how unsuitable the name may be, it will eventually fit. Isn’t that the mystery of names?”

“What is this bead…?”

“You can think of it as a spirit stone-like object. Instead, it stores ‘happiness.’ As much as that child gives you happiness, you should also make those around you happy. Then, those fragments of happiness will be contained in the bead.”

Holding the bead in his hand, he looked blankly at the spirit sitting on his shoulder. 

A small hamster with a sunny smile pattern on its thumb. A name came to mind. 

In fact, there had been a name that came to mind from the first time he saw it.

“What do you think?” Dabongdoci…

“…Oh, he doesn’t seem to be a hedgehog, does he? I know I said the name isn’t important, but wouldn’t it be a bit strange?”

“Indeed?”

“Oh, now that I think about it, the name seems to be somewhat important. But, hmm? No, it should be fine.”

“4||?”

“Does it seem like that child really likes the name?”

The hamster with the pattern of a thumb’s up, which was holding its thumb up, was given the name Dabongdoci, even though it had little to do with hedgehogs. Somehow, it seemed like its tail was raised very high right now. Whenever she saw this child, she always smiled.

“Thank you, Tdabondochi.”

Thus, he obtained a crystal bead that would be Tdabondochi’s treat and a name for it.

“…If everything necessary is done, is it okay to continue what we were going to do?”

“What were you going to do?”

“Honestly, travelers with destinies as great as yours are rare. I would like to keep you under my protection if possible.”

“Um, that’s a bit…”

“If it’s a problem for you to do it with me, I can release the contract and leave it to this child?”

Um. It felt a bit mean to receive the necessary gifts and then reject her.

“If you release the contract… Well…”

“Okay!”

And just as the Goddess said, he felt that the ‘something’ connected to the Shaman was momentarily severed. 

The Shaman, who had suddenly regained her senses, looked around, then belatedly realized the situation and blushed bright red. 

Her clothes were already off, having been removed directly by the ‘Goddess.’

“Um, th-that, c-clothes, p-please…”

“Are you okay, Shaman? If you don’t feel like it, you can refuse.”

“It’s what the Goddess has decided. A-and… traveller, y-you…”

The Shaman, whose face had turned bright red, bowed deeply and mumbled, her voice trembling.


“You’re handsome…”

“Uh, thanks.”

The next morning, we gathered in the tent where we first came to this village.

“Now that we’ve found what we needed, let’s go back.”

“Keh heh.”

“Hmm? Weren’t we supposed to wait?”

The Wizard nodded without any particular doubt, and the demon lord grinned as if puzzled.

“The Goddess was kind enough to make arrangements.”

He took out the crystal bead that turns ‘happiness’ into.. Tdabondochi’s snack, and showed it to them.

The Wizard’s eyes twinkled as she looked at the bead, and the demon lord admired it.

“Is this an item from the Ethereal Realm?”

“Ahem.”

The test was already complete. 

Last night, while sleeping with the Shaman, he confirmed that the Shaman’s happiness was transformed into light and permeated here. 

he amount and brightness of the light filled in the crystal bead changed depending on the degree of happiness. 

At first, the light increased little by little when it felt awkward, but as she became more familiar, from the middle onwards, the bead was filled with a bright light overflowing.


Tdabondochi was very happy when the filled crystal bead give to it.

“Wizard. Please teleport us to the city.”

“Keh heh heh!”

TL Note:
“따봉도치” is a Korean term that combines two words: “따봉” (ddabong) and “도치” (dochi).


	“따봉” (ddabong) is an onomatopoeic word in Korean that mimics the sound of tapping or hitting something lightly. It’s often used colloquially to express approval, like a thumbs-up or a pat on the back, similar to “thumbs up” or “good job” in English.

	“도치” (dochi) is a cute, informal way of referring to a small animal or creature, often used in a friendly or endearing manner.



So, “따봉도치” (ddabong dochi) can be roughly translated as “thumbs-up critter” or “approval critter,” depicting a cute, imaginary creature that gives approval or encouragement.



 
  
    Chapter 50: Great Labyrinth


I saw Tdabondochi 

If the Tdabondochi shouts “Thank you,” you will be happy all day. 

There is a memory of such a meme in his previous life. 

Although I don’t remember the details, it was a prank that was silly and made me laugh for no reason. 

Although the Tdabondochi was a hedgehog and this friend looked more like a hamster, I named it because it looked similar with a bright smile and a raised thumb. 

“Thank you, Tdabondochi .” 

It’s nothing special, just makes me happy. 

One might say it’s not that great of an ability, but to him, it was a very unfamiliar and meaningful ability. 

After choosing the ‘Rogue’s Way’, he intentionally killed his emotions.

As the Rogue, he had no choice but to do so. 

Feelings of confusion, perplexity, happiness, tension, all emotions faded away and a slight sense of distance was felt. 

Thanks to that skill, he was able to somewhat distinguish between ‘him’ and ‘me’. 

In that respect, the happiness that this little spirit brings was a kind of irresistible happiness. 

“Rogue! You seem to be in a good mood today? Hehe.” 

“Oh, Hero… Do I?” 

“Yeah! You seem much happier than usual. Did something good happen?” 

“Perhaps it’s because I saw our Hero.” 

“Hehe.” 

With the Tdabondochi around, I feel more relaxed. 

I can indulge in the antics of the Hero, and it seems like I can conquer the dark and damp Great Labyrinth as well. 

The Tdabondochi is invincible! 

“I’m happy too because I saw Rogue!” 

“Yeah, yeah. Thank you.” 

Being by the cheerful Hero’s side quickly fills up the “happiness” of the crystal beads. 

For the sake of the Tdabondochi’s food, I could say some nice words without hesitation. 

So, we started the morning feeling happy and heart-warming. 

Today is the day to conquer the 50th floor of the Great Labyrinth.

“We’ve come down this far, and there are no other adventurers around.”

“Yeah!” 

When it’s around the 50th floor, it’s deep even within the depths. 

There are certainly deep expedition teams, commonly known as ‘raid teams’, but they usually take each floor carefully, stocking up on as many supplies and materials as possible. 

They couldn’t just casually conquer monsters and traps like us. 

So now, it’s even harder to encounter other adventurers in the maze.

One might be able to guess that there were adventurers who made it down to these deep levels through safety zones or debris. 

A little further down, one wouldn’t even see that. 

“…It feels like cheating somehow.” 

“Hmm?” 

The current generation’s Hero party is the strongest. 

He hadn’t personally seen other Hero parties in history, but anyone who had experienced the current Hero would agree. 

In the first place, it would be possible for the Hero alone to break through to the deepest levels of the Great Labyrinth. 

As long as mental management is possible, that is. 

“Should we just leave the treasure chests alone? It might be better to take artifacts, but simple gold and silver might not have much meaning anymore.” 

“Yeah! Oh, how about we leave a gift inside too? Hehe.” 

“A gift…?” 

Checking the treasure chest at the dead end of the Great Labyrinth and discussing with the party, the Hero brought up a strange idea. 

Rather than taking the treasure, let’s leave a gift in the treasure chest.

What’s the point of doing something like that? 

“It’s possible that someone else left the treasures too! Wouldn’t it be nice if we left something behind together?” 

“Well, I’m not sure. How about others?” 

“It should be fine, right? If it’s something the Hero wishes for. There’s no need to refuse.” 

“Hehe, the Hero seems to be having fun. I think it’ll be fine too. How about leaving letters or parchment?” 

“The Goddess seems to think it’s fine too.” 

“Kehehem.” 

Is this unanimous? 

Actually, there’s no need to refuse. 

Leaving a gift in the treasure chest wouldn’t cause any problems in the Great Labyrinth. 

“If that’s the case, let’s each leave one gift. It could be something helpful when the raid team comes down later, or it could be something we want to pass on to someone.” 

Should I leave holy water or a potion from the saint? 

If it’s a raid team, they’ll probably bring all the supplies they need, so it might not have much meaning. 

Hmm. 

While rummaging through my belongings, I found something strange. 

It was a necklace with Devil emblem engraved on it. 

After a long thought, I remembered what it was. 

“…Ah, come to think of it, there was something like this.” 

It was a token of the Devil Worshippers. 

A tool that hides one’s body from the eyes of the Goddess. 

It was an artifact we used when fleeing from a party in the past. 

Now, it was a tool with little use. 

“Hmm, it’s a bit ambiguous to leave as a gift…?” 

If a token like the Devil Worshipper’s emblem pops out when you open a treasure chest, wouldn’t it be a bit unsettling? 

Although it’s not an object that gives off particularly negative effects…

While I was pondering, Tdabondochi sitting on my shoulder suddenly stretched its arms and started squeaking. 

“Huh? Do you want this?” 

Seeing it nodding, it seemed that was what it wanted. 

Is there a connection between ‘Etheral’ and the ‘Devil’ believed by the Devil Worshipers? 

I’m not sure, but since it wasn’t a particularly important item, I gave it to Tdabondochi . 

Then, Tdabondochi nibbled on the necklace with its front teeth, nodded its head, and once again took that unique thumbs-up pose. 

“What did you do…?” 

I had no clue. 


In the first place, the fact that it was a token of the Devil Worshiper itself was a mystery. 

It wasn’t magical or mystical, so showing it to a wizard wouldn’t have any special meaning. 

“…Tdabondochi probably didn’t do anything wrong.” 

In the end, there was nothing I could do other than to comfortably remain optimistic.

 Alright. 

I’ll use this as the gift to put in the treasure chest. 

“Then, let’s all put a gift in the treasure chest and continue with the expedition.” 

“Yeah!” 

Conquering the 50th floor of the Great Labyrinth ended smoothly. 

***

The next day. 

I visited the adventurer’s guild to prepare for the expedition of the 51st floor of the Great Labyrinth, but I heard strange news. 

“…The entrance to the Great Labyrinth is blocked?” 

“Yes! That’s why the guild master is also worried. What’s going on… We’re currently informing the adventurers and recruiting personnel to investigate the cause… Oh! If it’s okay, could you, Sentimental, investigate the cause?” 

Hmm. 

It couldn’t be because of the ‘gift’, could it? 

No, probably not. 

“I’ll investigate it for now.” 

“Thank you!” 

So, I ended up investigating the cause of the blocked entrance to the Great Labyrinth. 

I returned to our party’s lodging and informed the party members of the news. 

“Ugh, does that mean we can’t go to the Great Labyrinth? Boring!” 

“Uh, well, I’ll investigate the cause of the blocked entrance, so we probably won’t be able to go down?” 

“I don’t want to just look at the entrance! It’s boring!” 

Hmm. 

Well, if we’re only going to investigate the entrance, there’s no need to bring the Hero along…. 

I don’t think anything will come out by just investigating the surface.

Even if the entrance is blocked, there must be a problem inside. “…Hero.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Should we break through the entrance and go inside? Just the two of us.” 

“Is it okay to break it?” 

“Well, it’s blocked. Can’t help it.” 

“Then let’s go!” 

It’s a bit of a brute force method, but…. Indeed, when it’s blocked, it’s the Hero’s turn. 

If there’s no path, make one, if it’s a dead end, break through the wall, if trapped in a maze, break through it and break through. 

The Hero always moves forward. 

“It really broke…” 

The Great Labyrinth was sturdy, but not as sturdy as the walls of the Demon Lord’s Palace. 

With a few strong blows from the Hero, the wall broke down easily. 

Just in case, we blocked the hole so that other adventurers wouldn’t come in and went inside. 

“There doesn’t seem to be any problem with the 1st floor…” 

While exploring the labyrinth slowly, I noticed one peculiar thing. 

All the traps in the labyrinth were deactivated. 

When the Hero went ahead, the traps didn’t work at all. 

Thanks to that, we didn’t have to dismantle the traps, but why? 

“…Hmm, Hero.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can we break the floor?” 

“Yeah!” 

Since there was the Hero, the quickest way to go down would be to break the floor. 

The labyrinth wasn’t completely intact anyway, so it should be okay.

With a loud noise, the labyrinth collapsed one floor at a time. 

Anyway, even if the labyrinth is broken, it will be repaired soon, so the floor should be the same. 

I know from experience of breaking through mazes with the Hero. 

After repeating this process 49 times, we were able to reach the 50th floor where we had come down. 

“…People?” 

There were beings, if they could be called people, translucent beings with short green hair wearing goggles, resembling fairies, wandering around the dungeon busily looking for something. 


Then, their eyes met ours as we descended through the ceiling.

“…Hello?” 

“Eek?! A human! No, a god? It’s a human god!” 

The being who screamed raised both arms above its head and ran away flailing. 

Huh, what’s going on?
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The first thing that came to mind when seeing those ‘beings’ was the green fairies from old tales. 

They were like helpers to Santa Claus or little fairies assisting cobblers.

However, that was from the ‘previous life’ of old tales. 

While there were some similar stories in the myths of this world, when people mentioned ‘fairies,’ they usually referred to spirits or elves.

Beings with long lifespans who protect and coexist with nature. 

So, it was a bit confusing.

“What are those?”

“Yup!”

“Grab one.”

“Okay!”

The Hero quickly ran and grabbed the fairy’s arm. 

The fairy started to become translucent, trying to disappear, but when the Hero exerted force, it got forcibly pinned in this space.

“What?! Why?!”

The fairy exclaimed in confusion.

How did she manage to do that? 

Could she grab teleportation or intangibility with pure momentum…?

I’m not sure if it’s even possible due to overwhelming magic resistance.

Anyway, the Hero was being a Hero. The Hero brought the fairy to me.

“P-please spare me! I want to live!”

“Why does your language sound off…?”

“We’re honest workers! We’ve done nothing wrong!”

First, he need to calm down a bit for a conversation.

He might not be human… Hmm, should I start by killing one? That seems too aggressive.

“I-I’ll talk! We’ll say anything!”

“For now, could you quiet down?”

“Okay!”

“Good. I have a few questions. Can you answer them honestly?”

“Of course!”

Thus, the interrogation about the fairies began.

“We’re workers who repair and manage dungeons!”

“But who made the dungeons?”

“The devils did!”

“Devils?”

According to the fairies, the dungeons were made by a being called ‘Devils,’ who were sort of indigenous inhabitants of this land before the age of gods.

Then, one day, the gods vanished!

And again, tens of thousands of years ago…

As the age of myths ended, leaving only a few gods like goddesses and devils, the old seals gradually loosened, and the devils awakened.

However, the power of the gods was still mighty, and their authority was brilliant. 

All humanoid races followed their respective gods like goddesses or world trees, and devils struggled to make their mark on the world.

So, the devils changed their approach.

If devils couldn’t step into the human realm, they’d dig pits to drop humans closer to devils. That process created ‘dungeons.’

“The Grand Labyrinth was made by the greatest of devils!”

Among those dungeons, the Grand Labyrinth was the largest.

“The entrance to the Grand Labyrinth was closed. Was that related to you?”

“Yes!”

“Why did you close it?”

“The device that generates the Labyrinth’s ‘rewards’ broke!”

“What broke?”

“I’ll show you! Let us go!”

Since there didn’t seem to be any problem with letting him go, I released him for now.

Then the fairy started to walk somewhere. We followed behind into the depths.

We arrived at a place with a treasure chest.

It was the treasure chest where we had left our gift.

“Here!”

“So, this was the problem…”

In front of it, some fairies were struggling to put something into the treasure chest, whimpering.

However, the treasure chest was already full, so naturally there was no room for anything else. 

“Why bother with a full treasure chest?” 

“It’s empty! It needs to be filled with treasure!” 

“Empty…?” 

To me, it looked full. 

Hmm. 

Oh, I see. 

Approaching the treasure chest, I picked up the “Mark of the Devil Worshiper.” 

Then, the fairies who were trying to put something into the treasure chest stepped back in surprise. 

“The treasure chest is full!” 

“It’s magic!” 

“The human god did something strange!” 

“No, I’m not a god, just a human, and I didn’t do anything…?” 

This “Mark of the Devil Worshiper” is a tool that helps avoid the gaze of the goddess. 

It makes it so that the goddess overlooking the world cannot find you. 

It seems that because of this, those fairies couldn’t see the treasures inside the treasure chest and were acting strangely. 

“So, worker? Do you see this necklace?” 

“What’s there?” 

It seems that those fairies can’t see this necklace or the items connected to it. 

In other words, these beings, like those fairies, are likely closely related to the goddess in essence. 

Maybe it has something to do with the “devil.” 

But wait, there was something strange again. 

This necklace is the “Mark of the Devil Worshiper.” 


So shouldn’t the devil be able to see properly those who wear this necklace? 

Why does it have this effect? 

“…Ah. Now that I think about it, Tdabondochi said something.” 

I immediately summoned Tdabondochi and showed it the necklace.

Looking back and forth between the necklace and the fairies, Tdabondochi raised its thumb and smiled. 

Cute. 

“Hmm.” 

“That, that’s a devil?” 

“Devil?” 

“It’s a terrifying presence!” 

Devil, huh. 

Are Devil like Demons to the “spirits”? 

Calling such a cute creature as Tdabondochi a “devil” seems too sinister.

“Why are you upset?” 

“Devils manipulate emotions! They feed on emotions and use them as tools!” 

“…I see.” 

Indeed, from that perspective, it wasn’t unreasonable to call it a “devil.”

If it’s a being that manipulates emotions at will and feeds on human emotions, then calling it a devil isn’t unreasonable. 

It’s just that this Tdabondochi gives happiness and grows by consuming happiness, which is different. 

“Devils and spirits are opposites! Spirits are beings made of emotions! That’s why they easily succumb to the belief in gods, who are beings of faith! But devils go beyond just succumbing; they devour emotions!”

“…Wait, there’s too much new information coming in at once.” 

So. 

Are these “spirits” our cute Tdabondochi’s prey then? 

“Hmm…?” 

“Why, why are you looking at me like that?” 

“If it eat you, will our Tdabondochi be full?” 

“Eek?! I have no taste! Spare me! I’m just a worker!” 

“So where are these ‘devils’?” 

“They’re deeper! One more floor down from the 100th floor!” 

“Really? Thanks for the information.” 

“You’re welcome?” 

“Now that the problem is solved, does the Grand Labyrinth open again?” 

“Yes!” 

Tdabondochi knew what we did with the “Mark of the Devil Worshiper.”

It did try to tell us. 

It seems that emotions trapped in a bead were not enough.

“Tdabondochi, thank you.” 

Tdabondochi raised its thumb again and smiled brightly. 

“Let’s go back up, hero.”

“Uh!” 

***

The dungeon reopened. 

The hero party descended together to the 50th floor of the Great Labyrinth to conquer it. 

Today, it was their turn to conquer the 51st floor, but… 

” I have a little difficult request, can you listen for a moment?” 

“Hmm? The Rogue has a request, that’s unusual.” 

“Well, the hero should already know when entering, but…” 

” What do you know? Hehe. Me? ” 

“…There’s a rumour that on the 101st floor of this Great Labyrinth, there is Devil.” 

I shared with the party the information I discovered while investigating the mysteries of the Great Labyrinth. 

“So, instead of exploring and strategizing, I’m thinking we go straight down to the 101st floor altogether. Is that okay?” 

“Um, if that’s what the Rogue wants, then there’s no problem.” 

“I’m fine with it too!” 

“The Goddess also thinks it’ll be interesting.” 

“Hehe, I’m okay with it too.” 

 Haha!” 

So, after receiving the agreement of the party members. 

“Hero.” 

“Yes!” 

“From here on, lets break through in a straight line to the 100th floor and descend. Could you break the ground here for me?” 

“Yes!” 

“Wizard cast protective magic… and elf, can you please watch out in case any monsters fall from above or around?” 

“Got it.” 


And

“Later, if it becomes difficult to break the floor because it’s too solid, cut the charm and assist the hero. Dcotor.”

“Hehe, got it.” 

“Great. Let’s go down.” 

Breaking the ground, they set off towards the depths.
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