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    Chapter 1 : Do you want power?


“Ah, connected. Directly connecting to the Soul Stream was the right answer after all.”

It had already been decades since I delved into magic with the ambition of creating the internet in this world. Finally, I succeeded in forming a magic network connecting the entire world.

“Now that the network formation is complete… should I try a test connection?”

Of course, just because the network was connected didn’t mean the internet would magically appear. It was more like connecting a telephone line at this point. There weren’t even any devices that could connect to the network, so there was no way to use it.

But…

There was always a workaround.

Since the network itself was connected, by applying communication magic, I could substitute for a device and achieve a one-way broadcast.

“Let’s see… range is worldwide.”

In truth, this type of communication was only possible for me in this world. The mana consumption of communication magic was so high that even the nation could barely maintain it for military use. Even if they developed all the Mana Stone mines, it would be impossible to communicate worldwide.

But I could do it.

Because…

[Do you want to use Communication Magic (LV.MAX)?]

I used magic through the status window, not Mana Stones.

The additional option for Communication Magic LV.MAX was 100% mana consumption reduction. Honestly, it felt like a waste of skill points, but I invested in it thinking it might be helpful when creating the internet.

“…Done. Adjustments complete!”

After finishing the minimum settings…

I activated communication magic targeting all of humanity worldwide through the Soul Stream network I had prepared.

The content was…

[“Do you desire power?”]

I always wanted to try saying that line.



[“If you desire power, shout your wish aloud! It shall be granted!”]

“Oh! Master of the world! You have finally answered me! Yes! I desire power! The power to turn this city to ashes!”

[“Ah, sorry. I was joking. And there’s only a broadcast function right now, so even if you answer, I can’t hear you. Please tell me no one actually answered.”]

“What?”

“That guy’s a devil worshipper!”
“Kill him!”



‘It’s noisy outside.’

Did someone actually answer?

Wow, if someone really answered, they’ll be kicking themselves tonight. Shouting their wish out loud in the street like it wasn’t the 21st century… I would kill myself.

[“Can you hear me well? Seems like you can. If the voice in your head is too loud and bothersome, just say ‘System Off’ and the connection will be cut. Ah, to reconnect, say ‘System Connect’… Don’t tell me you already disconnected before hearing that? A lot of connections were just cut.”]

The moment I explained the ‘System Off’ command, about 10% of the connections were cut.

Well, if they want to reconnect later, they can ask someone around them.

[“Well, alright. And there are already a few mages trying to trace back through the Soul Stream, but I’ve placed a magic cancellation on the firewall, so the moment they try… Too late for that too, huh.”]

Seriously, why are people so hasty?

Is everyone here from South Korea?



“Huh? Professor Alfred, your appearance…”
“Yes? Uh, wait a minute, why was my transformation magic released─”

“This guy is the black mage on the wanted list! Don’t tell me he was working undercover as an academy professor!”

“Damn it!”



It seemed people were quite flustered by the sudden connection of communication magic.

This would happen a few more times, so it was best to keep it short today and give people some time to adjust.

[“Since everyone seems impatient, I’ll stop with the jokes. I’ll probably connect with communication magic like this periodically in the future.”]

If I gave them a heads-up, they’d be a bit calmer and listen to the explanation next time.

The shock was different between experiencing something you knew about and something you didn’t.

[“Everyone must be curious, right? Why is this mage doing such a strange thing?”]

Why?

Well…

‘Because it’s fun.’

[“My goal is simple. To connect the entire world. To enable communication from anywhere. To give everyone a fair opportunity to access information.”]

I said it grandly, but it just meant creating the internet.

I planned to start with a simple radio broadcast using communication magic and gradually expand the possibilities, allowing people to get used to the internet.

[“Some people might not like this goal… but I don’t care. I’m sure those people will find it better than they think once they experience it.”]

Of course, once the internet became commercialized, life would become much more difficult for those in high positions who monopolized information…

They should have become Archmages if they didn’t like it.

No, even the Archmages of the Magic Tower couldn’t penetrate my magic, so they should have become Grand Archmages or something.

[“That’s all for today’s broadcast.”]

Now for the closing remarks…

What would be good?

Ah, that’s it.

[“Have a good night, everyone. Sleep well.”]

Radio and goodbyes always go together.



The Empire.

The Court Mage’s Tower.

[“I’ll probably connect with communication magic like this periodically in the future.”]

The unknown mage’s announcement.

The mages were troubled.

“Such large-scale communication magic is impossible, even for the legendary ancient dragons! And to do it periodically? Even if we developed all the Mana Stone mines in the world, it wouldn’t be enough. It must be a bluff.”
“But hasn’t that impossible thing already happened? If it was possible once, it’s possible twice.”

According to the court mages’ calculations, the amount of mana required to use communication magic for one minute, targeting all the citizens of the Empire, was 80 times the total mana the Empire consumed in a year.

And this was only when the target was limited to the ‘Empire’.

If, as the unknown mage claimed, the range was the ‘entire world,’ it was impossible to even estimate how much mana would be needed.

“Furthermore, it’s also a problem that the communication magic penetrated the court’s magical defenses and activated. Won’t we, the court mages, be held responsible?”
“How are we supposed to block magic that passes through the Soul Stream! Even our attempts to trace the magic back were all blocked and forcibly deactivated by that ‘firewall’!”

“Hmm, in any case, we failed in our defense, so there’s nothing we can do. We have no choice but to report it as is.”
“Report that ‘something’ with more mana than an ancient dragon attempted communication magic? That we can’t even fathom this being? Are you saying this being is a god?”

God.

If a being truly capable of handling such great magic existed…

That being would be rightly called ‘God’.

“Because it’s true. Perhaps it really was ‘God’ who broadcasted. A being capable of handling this much mana would be something like the Elves’ World Tree, but the World Tree’s spirit is female. Perhaps a god from the mythical age has awakened.”
“A god from the mythical age? Are you a heretic?!”

“The existence of beings from the mythical age is a well-established archaeological fact─”



The Demon Realm.

The Demon Monarch’s Castle. The Demon Monarch’s Office.

[“My goal is simple. To connect the entire world. To enable communication from anywhere. To give everyone a fair opportunity to access information.”]

The woman sitting on the Demon Monarch’s throne chuckled and sighed.

“Oh? Does that ‘entire world’ include our Demon Realm?”

The communication magic had forcibly connected, penetrating even the Demon Monarch’s magical resistance.

It was quite an interesting event, so she listened in, and it seemed this communication magic was being broadcast to all of humanity worldwide. A miracle impossible even for the Demon Monarch, the master of all demons.

Furthermore, that ‘humanity’ included the demons of the Demon Realm.

Listening to the story, it seemed to be a human, but the ambition to connect even the Demon Realm and the Human Realm was quite surprising.

“Communication… Such a thing is impossible, isn’t it?”

Demons and humans could not coexist.

‘Demonic Energy,’ the source of demons, acted as poison to humans. Just as humans’ holy power acted as poison to demons.

Humans died just from demons breathing.

Demons were judged by humans’ prayers.

That was the rule of the world.

Demons and humans could not understand each other. Just attempting to understand each other would kill them.

“They say there was a time in the mythical age when demons and humans coexisted… but it’s just an old story.”

But, yes.

If it was the master of such great magic that reminded her of the mythical age…

Perhaps.

It might be possible.

“…Pfft, what am I even thinking? It was a brief amusement, though. Human mage.”



The Magic Kingdom.

The Academy.

[“Have a good night, everyone. Sleep well.”]

“What’s with that voice… So good.”
“Right! Especially the ‘Sleep well~’ part, it kind of tickles your ears and makes you melt.”

The students of the academy were also buzzing with talk about the magic.

“The unknown mage said ‘Sleep well’ at the end, right? That means it’s nighttime where the mage lives. The magic started at 2 PM, Empire Standard Time, so considering the time, it must be the Hyrule Kingdom. There’s nothing but the open sea east of that.”

One student speculated that the mage’s location was near the ‘Hyrule Kingdom’ in the east, based on the mage’s final greeting.

The Hyrule Kingdom was located at the eastern edge of the continent, and beyond it lay only the endless open sea.

Then, another student interjected with a counterargument.

“Couldn’t it be in the Demon Lands?”
“There’s no way anyone lives in the Demon Lands!”

“Wouldn’t it be possible for an Archmage?”

The Demon Lands. A primeval forest inhabited by countless magical beasts.

The vast forest, stretching from the south to the southeast of the Hyrule Kingdom, did not allow human intrusion.

However, that also made it a suitable place for someone with strong power to hide.

And…

‘I was just imitating Sung Si-kyung.’ (TL Note: Sung Si-kyung is a famous Korean ballad singer.)

There was a student lying on their desk at the academy, listening to all of this—

It was the ‘unknown Archmage’ themself.




  
    Chapter 2 : Short text 100 won, Long text 200 won
Falling asleep at my desk, the world created by my [Model Garden (LV.MAX)] skill unfolded. It was a simulation space, a magical environment perfectly replicating reality. Most of my magic experiments took place here.

‘What I need to create today is the transmission function. Simple transmission itself isn’t difficult, but if all of humanity tries to transmit simultaneously, the server will overload. I need a waypoint to process things sequentially.’

I implemented the Soul Stream within the Model Garden and began developing the magic. Developing new magic fundamentally relied on the skills I possessed, but modifying it required my own magical aptitude.

‘Ugh, I wish I had a hundred brains.’

This was a grand magic that connected all of humanity through the Soul Stream. Modifying it was an incredibly complex task.

I literally needed a hundred brains.

“I’ll borrow them for a bit and return them.”

I decided to borrow the brains of the academy students.

[Using Information Lifeform (LV.4).]
[Using Heart of the Swarm (LV.12).]

Magic that allocated brain resources by connecting to the unconscious.

It sounded terrifying, but it was just borrowing a little of their wasted spiritual resources. Rather, it would benefit the academy students’ growth by allowing them to experience a part of world-class magic in exchange for sharing a small amount of their excess resources.

The downside was that they would have difficulty reacting to sudden events. But it would be fine since it was class time.

“Let’s do this! My slaves!”



The Empire.

The Court Mage’s Tower.

“Communication magic connected!”
“Begin tracing immediately! Activate the magic circle! Even if we have to pour in all the Mana Stones, we must find a clue!”

The court mages were fully prepared to respond to the ‘unknown Archmage’s’ communication magic.

They had installed dozens of magic circles, such as calculation enhancement and magic resistance circles, and had all the court mages on standby in the tower.

[“Ahh, mic test. Can you hear me well today? Wow, there are already hundreds of attempts to reverse-engineer the magic or trace me. Were you preparing in advance? The challenging spirit isn’t bad, but it’s unnecessarily burdening the Soul Stream, so please refrain if possible.”]

“Damn it, the magic was forcibly canceled again!”
“Mages afflicted with Silence, step back and focus on mana supply!”

The moment a young court mage attempted to trace back, Silence activated, canceling all the magic the court mage was using.

The Empire’s Magic Commander clenched his teeth.

It hadn’t even taken a second for the magic to be forcibly canceled. He couldn’t understand why the tower’s magic resistance had been breached.

[“By the way, if you attempt to trace back, I can see everyone’s coordinates from here, you know? I see the Imperial Court Mage’s Tower working hard to analyze my magic, but while loyalty to the Empire is commendable, it’s pointless, so I wanted to advise you to stop. Ah, if His Majesty the Emperor is listening, please don’t blame the court mages too much, they’ve done enough. This magic is impossible to reverse-engineer in the first place.”]

The ability to breach the tower’s magic resistance meant…

This ‘unknown Archmage’ could turn the Imperial Palace into a sea of flames if they so desired.

“…A blatant threat. Damn it. This is humiliating.”
“Commander? What should we do?”

“We abandon the tracing. To openly ignore the warning and become hostile… is terrifying to even imagine.”



‘Oh. The tracing really stopped?’

There were still attempts to break through the firewall, but they had definitely decreased compared to before.

Sincerity truly was the key.

[“Okay. Since everyone seems to understand, let’s move on to the next step. It must be frustrating to be subjected to one-way communication magic, right? So I’ve created a new system that allows you to send messages. You must be curious how to send them, right?”]

Originally, I planned to implement real-time chat for everyone to see, but the simulations showed the server load was too high.

So I set it up so only I could see it for now.

[Real-time Chat]
[Anonymous (Magic Kingdom, 001.452): 1st!]

[“…Hmm? What’s this? Someone sent a message before I even explained how. How did you do that?”]

Huh? Someone already sent a message.

The method wasn’t difficult, so maybe someone out of billions could discover it by chance.

[“Anyway, the method is simple. Say ‘Message,’ and a blue window will appear in front of you. Push a low-grade Mana Stone into the visible window, and you’ll be able to enter a short text. The number of characters depends on the mana in the Mana Stone, so if you want to send a long message, use a mid-grade Mana Stone.”]

I envisioned a sort of ‘radio message’ system. Like ‘Short message 100 won, long message 200 won. Send your message to #1234’.

One low-grade Mana Stone was excessively expensive for a single message, but that was based on the text message prices of my previous life. In this world, it was an absurdly cheap price. The cost of communication magic was astronomical.

As soon as I explained the method, a flood of chats poured in.

[Real-time Chat]
[Anonymous (Empire, 121.152): Greetings, I am Dumbling, Commander of the Imperial Court Mages. Do you have any plans to provide magical advice to specific nations or factions?]
[Anonymous (Hyrule Kingdom, 301.111): Is this how you send it?]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): I am the Demon Monarch. I am intrigued by your nonsense of connecting the entire world. Are you serious about this ambition?]

[“Dumbling, Commander of the Imperial Court Mages? Sounds like a name for someone who’s good at somersaults. I have no intention of supporting a specific faction, so you don’t have to worry. And a message from the Hyrule Kingdom too. Oh, that’s how you send it. Aren’t Mana Stones really precious in that country? And from the Demon Realm… Are you really the Demon Monarch? Or an impersonator? Oh, connecting the entire world is my goal. The Mana Stones you send will be used for server maintenance, so send lots of messages.”]

And so…

The world’s first radio broadcast began.



The Western Sea of the continent. On the deck of an Imperial Navy ship.

It had already been several months since the ship left port. Since the only way to contact land was through military communication magic tools that consumed a tremendous amount of Mana Stones, Captain Hans was constantly worried about his pregnant wife.

Had she given birth safely? What if something went wrong during childbirth?

Of course, he knew that no news was good news, and if anything happened to his family, they would contact him even if it meant using the military communication magic tools, but he couldn’t help but worry.

‘Her due date has already passed… God, please protect my wife.’

One day, as he was spending the night watching the swaying waves…

[“Captain Hans of the Imperial Navy, currently sailing the Western Sea. Your wife asked me to relay a message. She gave birth safely, and it’s a healthy baby boy who looks just like you. As I mentioned before, this broadcast is worldwide, so if you have anything you want to say to your family, feel free to send a message. I can’t read them all, of course. Just a few at a time.”]

“Huh? Captain Hans. Isn’t that about you?”
“W-Wait a minute! Does anyone have a Mana Stone?! I want to send a letter to my wife too!”

Across the waves of the vast sea…

A letter arrived.



Tutankhamun Desert. The ruins where the ancient emperor was sealed.

The hero, who somehow broke the seal and saved the world from the awakened Evil Emperor, wiped away his pouring sweat and sat down blankly.

‘…I’m lonely. So lonely…!’

He had been visiting the desert traders’ village on a guard mission…

He’d stumbled upon a strange stone tablet, been chased by ancient monsters, fallen into a sand pit, tumbled into an ancient tomb, and ended up saving the world.

It was always like this.

He just wanted to help others, but looking back, he always ended up solving everything alone and becoming exhausted…!

‘I want to hear a human voice…’

All the entrances to the ancient emperor’s tomb were blocked with sand.

It was only natural, as it was a tomb buried in the sand desert. The thought of digging his way out of here with only his holy sword made him dizzy.

How many months would it take? Perhaps over a year.

[“Ahh, mic test. Can you hear me well today?”]

“Yes!”

The voice from the sky was nothing short of salvation, a divine revelation.

The hero, who had been diligently digging through the sand with his holy sword, sat down and nodded vigorously. He looked devout, like a priest receiving a god.

“Mana Stones?”

There were plenty of Mana Stones in the ancient emperor’s tomb.

He still had no idea how to escape this tomb, but the mere fact that he could communicate with someone brought him relief.

[“Tutankhamun Desert? This is an interesting place to receive a message from. ‘I was swept into a sand pit and trapped in an ancient emperor’s tomb. I don’t want to be alone.’ Uh, is this for real? I should visit sometime.”]
“Yes, yes! Please come! I’ll be waiting!”

[“Then the next message…”]
“Ahh, is that all for my story…? Please, just one more word…!”

The hero shoved Mana Stones from the ancient emperor’s tomb, sending messages continuously, but…

His message was never introduced again.



[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Hello?]
[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Please read my message one more time.]
[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Mage-nim!!!] (TL Note: -nim is an honorific suffix in Korean.)
[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Wouldn’t you read my message just once?]
[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Read it read it read it read it read it read it]

‘There’s already someone spamming the chat asking me to read their messages.’

Since only I could see them, there was no need to block them.

Rather, it was beneficial since I could collect more Mana Stones.

[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): I’m really trapped alone in this tomb, so I’m very lonely and bored.]

He couldn’t be actually trapped in an underground tomb.

If it were a tomb buried underground for a long time, the oxygen itself would be scarce, let alone food and water, and there would be a high chance of it being contaminated with toxic gases.

But the person’s condition, checked through soul magic, was very healthy.

If he were genuinely stranded, he would have asked to be rescued with magic rather than asking for his chat to be read.

‘There are already role-players…’ (TL Note: Refers to people who adopt fictional personas online.)

The chat that claimed to be the Demon Monarch was probably role-playing too, right?

Some things never changed, even in a different world. The internet remained the same.




  
    Chapter 3 : Chaos all around
Demon Realm.

Demon Monarch’s Castle. Demon Monarch’s Office.

[“Now, if you push a low-grade Mana Stone into the visible window, you’ll be able to enter a short text.”]

“Hmm? Does this mean two-way communication is now possible, rather than just one-way?”

The Demon Monarch’s lips curled up in amusement. Indeed, if it could only transmit one way, it couldn’t be called a ‘connection’.

She sent a message as a test.

And the mage actually read it and responded.

[“Are you really the Demon Monarch? Oh, connecting the entire world is my goal. The Mana Stones you send will be used for server maintenance, so send lots of messages.”]

“Ooh! It’s real! But what is a ‘server’? Is that the name of this magic?”

The Demon Realm had Mana Stones in abundance. Low-grade Mana Stones were like pebbles; you could find them just by digging a little.

If she had questions, she could just ask.

The Demon Monarch brought a pile of low-grade Mana Stones from the storage room and stacked them on her desk before asking,

[I am the Demon Monarch. You said Mana Stones are used for server maintenance, but what is this ‘server’?]

But this time, there was no answer.

[“The next message is from a civil servant in the Hyrule Kingdom. ‘I want to retire, but His Majesty the King won’t approve my resignation…’”]

‘Hmm, it seems they didn’t see it because too many messages arrived.’

Surely, they wouldn’t ignore her just because of the name Demon Monarch.

A suitable message arrived, so this time she wrote and sent a brief piece of advice.

[I am the Demon Monarch. It is the monarch’s duty to appoint capable vassals, and it is the vassal’s duty to be loyal to the monarch. Thus, it is right to willingly withdraw your resignation and dedicate yourself.]

[“So the problem is they’re too competent? This is bragging, isn’t it? ‘Look how much the King favors me.’ Still, if His Majesty the King of Hyrule is listening, I hope you’ll consider your vassal’s personal time. Work-life balance is important. No matter how competent a vassal is, if their heart isn’t in it, they’re bound to make mistakes. That’s why guaranteeing rest is necessary for improving efficiency. Greater efficiency with less effort. It’s an important value!”]

Hmm. Indeed, this advice was better than her own.

The Demon Monarch nodded in agreement and sent another message.

[I am the Demon Monarch. However, if vassals become accustomed to rest, wouldn’t they become lazy? I am curious about your opinion on this.]

[“Oh, Tutankhamun Desert? This is another interesting place to receive a message from.”]

Again, no answer came.

[I am the Demon Monarch, why aren’t you answering me?]

[“This message is from the Holy Nation.”]

[I am the Demon Monarch. Don’t ignore me.]
[It’s me, the Demon Monarch.]
[Mage-nim! The Demon Monarch is begging you to answer!]

Finally, she even tried using honorifics to see how far they would ignore her, but there was no response.

To not even react to the ‘Demon Monarch’ using honorifics…

For the Demon Monarch, who had only received the adoration of demons since ascending to the throne, it was a tremendous shock.

“…Ignoring my questions? Me? The Demon Monarch? I’m the Demon Monarch!”

Humiliation she had never felt before.

The feeling of being reduced to less than dust.

“Ha, haha…! Funny! Very interesting! Yes, a mage who casually uses large-scale magic like this should have this much spirit!”

The Demon Monarch had lost it.



Holy Nation.

St. Sixtina Cathedral. Prayer Room.

The Saint prayed diligently every day. Rain or shine, she visited the prayer room without fail, seeking wisdom from God.

The Saint was God’s representative. It was her duty to convey God’s words.

So, she was curious.

How and when would God respond if they answered her prayers?

And finally, she received an answer.

[“Do you desire power?”]
“…No? I don’t.”

[“Ah, sorry. I was joking.”]

…It turned out to be a mage, not the God she was expecting.

She was slightly disappointed, but soon she began to listen intently. The fact that she could hear an outsider’s voice was fascinating in itself.

[“My goal is simple. To connect the entire world. To enable communication from anywhere. To give everyone a fair opportunity to access information.”]

‘Is such a thing possible?’

The only thing given fairly to everyone was Heaven. Only in the afterlife could they learn the language of angels and understand each other.

That’s why she was interested in the ideal this mage pursued. Perhaps it aligned with the Church’s teachings.

[“Captain Hans of the Imperial Navy, currently sailing the Western Sea. Your wife asked me to relay a message.”]

And she was quickly captivated.

Born and raised as a Saint within the sheltered walls of the Church, she knew nothing of the world’s vastness, its twists and turns, or its hardships.

For such a Saint, the stories the mage told were a great shock.

‘So this is what it’s like outside the Church.’

Listening to the stories, she felt a desire to send her own.

Fortunately, sending a message wasn’t difficult. Anyone could do it with a Mana Stone.

‘What should I send…’

Now that she was about to send a message, she didn’t know what to say.

She couldn’t talk about life’s hardships; every day was the same for her. She couldn’t write a letter to someone; she only knew the priests at the Church.

Finally, after much deliberation, she sent the question she always pondered.

[Hello. I am one of God’s people living in the Holy Nation. I pray to God every day, but for some reason, He doesn’t answer me. How can I receive God’s answer?]

And unlike her daily prayers to God…

The mage’s response came immediately.

[“This message is from the Holy Nation. ‘I pray to God every day, but I’ve never received an answer. How can I receive an answer?’ Well, I’m not God, so I can’t tell you how. But I don’t think you need to strive so hard to receive an answer.”]

No need to strive so hard to receive an answer?

That’s absurd.

The Saint’s duty was to convey God’s words. That’s why she prayed every day.

[“The scriptures often say, ‘What you do to the least of these, you do unto me.’ It might be an overinterpretation, but then receiving an answer from the least of these is also receiving an answer from God. If the person who sent this message is truly a devout believer… why not start with volunteer work? Prayer alone might only get you a ‘Well done’ from God, but through volunteer work, you can hear God say ‘Thank you.’”]

“…That’s… that’s true. Right. God always told us to serve the least of these…”

[“Then I’ll end today’s broadcast with a verse from the scriptures. Your God is not the God of those who pray. Your God is the God of the lost. Thank you for listening, and sleep well.”]

“…”

The Saint, who grew up sheltered within the Church.

The Church’s treasure. The Church’s flower. The Church’s jade seal. The symbol of God’s eternal watch over His Church.

‘Who are my prayers for?’

The Saint pondered blankly long after the broadcast ended.

She pondered, and pondered, and then…

“…High Patriarch.”
“Yes, Saint.”

“I… I want to see the world outside the Church… outside the Holy Nation.”

She took her first step outside the Church.



Magic Kingdom.

The Academy.

“Whoa, crazy crazy. Did you guys hear the news?!”

The academy was abuzz with a piece of news that had suddenly arrived.

“The Saint is transferring to our academy!”
“What?”

The Magic Kingdom’s academy was a cradle of learning, where talented individuals from all over the world gathered.

Naturally, the students’ backgrounds varied, from princes of kingdoms to daughters of great nobles and successors of large trading companies. One of the reasons nobles from various countries sent their children to the academy was to build connections.

“I heard the Saint herself requested it! She said she wants to experience life on the same level as her peers.”
“Gasp.”

“And this is top secret… but I think she’s coming to our class!”
“Choke!”

However, no noble title could compare to the name ‘Saint’.

The Saint was God’s chosen representative.

It was not a position that mere human lineage could aspire to.

“Yawn…”

Of course, I wasn’t interested.

I entered the academy to access the magic books in the Magic Kingdom’s library, not to build connections.

‘Strange things happen.’

It was just another curious event in life.

I couldn’t be bothered with such things; the network magic wasn’t even properly stabilized yet.

‘To maintain it stably for a long time, having someone manage it directly is the most efficient… But if I borrow the academy students’ brains all day, something could happen outside my view.’

The biggest drawback of swarm consciousness magic was the difficulty in reacting to sudden events.

After all, it forcibly stole resources used by the unconscious.

‘Should I buy a s*ave?’

After a brief consideration, I concluded that buying a s*ave would be the most efficient.

If I cast a spell on a s*ave and let them rest at home, I could stably acquire their brain resources.

The s*ave would be happy not to work, and I would be happy to gain freely usable spiritual resources.

Wouldn’t this be a win-win?




  
    Chapter 4 : Super Chat
Magic Kingdom.

Special Commercial District. s*ave Market.

“Is this where slaves are sold?”
“Yes! Customer. What kind of s*ave are you looking for?”

A customer had arrived at this market, located in the deepest part of the commercial district.

The slaves, confined in cages or bound in shackles, listened to the new customer’s arrival. Their lives as slaves would change completely depending on where they were sold.

The worst-case scenario was being ‘disposed of’ when their marketability declined. Even worse was being sold to a shady noble with gruesome tastes and being tortured.

“I’m looking for a s*ave with high magical aptitude.”
“Ah! You’re a mage! You’ve come to the right place. Our shop has the widest variety of goods in this market. We even have several special races with high magical aptitude.”

Mage.

At that word, the slaves flinched. Having lived as slaves for a long time, they had heard many unpleasant rumors.

That mages ate people to increase their mana, used them as sacrifices for black magic, or as experimental subjects for magical research… They were all baseless rumors, but the slaves, isolated from the outside world, no longer had the ability to distinguish between rumor and fact.

“Let me take a look.”
“Yes!”

The merchant led the customer deeper into the shop.

Most of the slaves displayed outside were just pretty and handsome empty shells. The more specialized slaves were kept further inside.

“Here are the slaves of different races or with special talents.”
“Hmm…”

The customer examined each of the slaves.

Then, their gaze stopped at a s*ave whose face was scarred by burns.

Pointed ears, pale skin.

The face looked hideous and terrible due to the burns, but those were definitely the physical characteristics of a certain famous race.

“Is this… an elf?”
“Ah! Yes! That’s right. Although their face is disfigured by burns, their magical aptitude is unmatched. Because of their terrible appearance, they’re quite inexpensive despite being a rare race, so if your purpose is magical research, they would be an excellent choice.”

“Oh… Indeed, this is rare…”

The customer exclaimed, scanning the elf s*ave’s appearance.

A face melted by burns.

An appearance that would make anyone instinctively frown—

“I’ll take this one.”
“An excellent choice!”

The customer—the ‘unknown Archmage’—chose the merchandise without hesitation.



When I heard I was being sold to a mage, I thought, ‘Ah, this is it.’ There was only one reason for a mage to buy a hideous s*ave like me.

A test subject, or a sacrifice.

I was a little scared, but… I was already resigned to my fate. A s*ave’s fate was only death or suffering. Being lucky enough to meet a good master and be freed—that was a story only found in fairy tales.

“Here, you can use this room from now on.”
“…Yes?”

However, what happened at the mage’s mansion was different from what I expected.

“Do you have any food preferences? Or anything you can’t eat?”
“…I, I would like fresh vegetables.”

“Then a salad is fine, right?”

The mage provided me with many things.

A soft, fluffy bed, a bathtub filled with warm water, food seasoned with spices, sweet treats, luxurious clothes…

Luxury I couldn’t have imagined as a mere s*ave, luxury even nobles might not enjoy.

If I could enjoy such luxury before I died, being a test subject wouldn’t be so bad. It was a dreamlike experience, so much so that I thought that way.

“You can use anything in this mansion, so relax. If you’re bored, there are magic books in the study, so you can study.”
“…”

A day passed.

Then another, and another.

The mage only provided for me, never demanding or forcing anything.

It was strange.

“I’ll leave snacks on the table, so eat them whenever you have time. Sugar is important.”
“…Are you trying to fatten me up to eat me?”

Perhaps, like in the old fairy tales, they were trying to fatten me up to eat me.

I couldn’t help but have such a foolish thought.

“Huh? No way. Why would I do such a wasteful thing?”
“Then why…”

I couldn’t understand.

Why would a mage need a s*ave? The mansion was always kept clean with magic, so there was no need for a cleaning s*ave. I was too ugly and hideous to be a s*x s*ave. All I had done since coming to this mansion was eat and rest.

I could understand if they said they were fattening up livestock. It was livestock’s job to eat diligently and gain weight.

But if it wasn’t like the witch in the old stories, fattening me up to eat me…

Then what did the mage want from me?

“You eating well and resting comfortably is something I really need.”
“…”

Unconditional kindness, something I had never experienced before.

This comfort, for some reason, made me unbearably anxious.

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

I felt like the moment I fell asleep, I would wake up from this dream…



“Wow, this is a real steal.”

Slaves, cheaper than shoes!

I bought them immediately because their ‘Intelligence’ and ‘Magic Power’ stats, checked through the status window, were high, but I didn’t expect the resources to be this high.

It was equivalent to borrowing the spiritual resources of twenty academy students.

Was this the power of a magic-specialized race? If this was the average for the ‘elf’ race, it would be worth considering going around s*ave markets and collecting only elf slaves.

‘This will speed up the research more than expected.’

With this level of spiritual resources, I didn’t have to be tied up with server stabilization all day.

The efficiency was so much higher than expected that I almost regretted not building my skills from the start specializing in swarm consciousness with ‘Information Lifeform’ and ‘Heart of the Swarm’.

‘Well, the required skill points were too high. If I had maxed those out, I wouldn’t have been able to get any other skills. This is the best for now.’

More importantly, I needed to think about what I could do with the newly acquired resources.

‘Expanding two-way communication itself is premature. I now have the resources to run the server 24/7, but the absolute amount of resources is still small.’

The stability increased, not the output.

If the server load became too large, it would be useless.

“Hmm… If I strengthen the existing functions and distribute the server load, would it work somehow?”

I had a few ideas, so I immediately ran simulations in the Model Garden.

The results were successful.

“This should do.”



[“Hello, friends! The unknown Archmage is here again today. Can you hear me well?”]

Countless chats arrived as soon as the broadcast began.

They seemed to have prepared Mana Stones and were waiting.

[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): I am the Demon Monarch. Why aren’t you using magic every day? Make sure to use magic every day from now on. And don’t ignore my messages.]
[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): Hello!!! Mage-nim!!! Nice to meet you!!! It’s been a while!!! Say hello!!!]

[“Oh, messages are already pouring in. Greetings to my stranded friend in the Tutankhamun Desert. I see a lot of people spamming, asking me to read their messages, but I can’t read all the messages pouring in from all over the world, so please understand.”]

There were too many chats to read them all.

Sharing all these chats with the world in real time would increase the server load.

After pondering this issue…

I concluded that I simply wouldn’t share them ‘all’.

[“…You thought I’d say that, didn’t you? I’ve created a new function for a select few of my eager friends. It’s called a ‘Megaphone.’ It’s a function that allows you to share your message with all my friends listening to the broadcast worldwide.”]

I envisioned a kind of ‘Super Chat’.

Since I couldn’t handle all the real-time chats, I decided to restrict it to a few people who could pay a high price.

[“It works the same way as message magic. Say ‘Megaphone,’ and a blue window will appear in front of you. Put a Mana Stone in there. However, the required quality of Mana Stone is different.”]

A moderate price wouldn’t be enough.

This was a broadcast connecting billions of people worldwide. Even if only 1% used Super Chat, that would still be tens of millions of people.

So…

I needed a hefty price that only a very small number of people could afford.

[“High-grade Mana Stone. Insert a high-grade Mana Stone, enter the nickname you want to use, and the message you want to post. Then the message you entered will appear as text in front of everyone worldwide. Oh, of course, this is limited to those listening to my broadcast. It won’t appear to those who have blocked the broadcast, keep that in mind.”]

At this point, it was hard to say it was more efficient than existing ‘communication magic.’

‘Highest-grade Mana Stone’ referred to extremely rare Mana Stones like ‘Dragon Hearts’ or a ‘Lich’s Phylactery,’ so high-grade Mana Stones were practically the highest grade available.

Even these were difficult to find outside of magic towers or the treasuries of certain nations—

[‘Anonymous’ used a Megaphone.]
[1st!]

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[I am the Demon Monarch. The Demon Monarch, I say. Do not ignore my messages. It is rude. If you bow your head and apologize politely now, I will forgive you.]

[‘AloneisSad’ used a Megaphone.]
[The hero needs attention…. This hero is diligently digging alone underground…. I want a sandwich…]

[“…Hmm? Oh? Thank you for using the Megaphone.”]

Huh?

High-grade Mana Stones… are they more common than I thought?




  
    Chapter 5 : Giveaway through a Lottery
After creating the Super Chat function, donations poured in.

These were the first noteworthy donors, so I had to answer each one diligently.

[“IamtheDemonMonarch-nim, please understand that I can’t read all the incoming messages due to time constraints. Messages arrive from billions of people, but I only have one body. Surely, if you are truly the Demon Monarch, you can show that much generosity?”]

[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): Hmm! Although not to my liking, I shall magnanimously overlook it. For I am the Demon Monarch.]

That seemed to have worked.

‘They’re really committed to the role.’

Even if they sent a Super Chat with a high-grade Mana Stone, I didn’t think they were actually the Demon Monarch.

If they were the real Demon Monarch, they wouldn’t be spamming the chat just because I didn’t read their messages. The Demon Monarch was still a monarch; they must be busy with official duties.

It was probably some idle noble from the Demon Realm messing around.

[“AloneisSad-nim, you like sandwiches? There are many kinds of sandwiches. From simple sandwiches with bacon and lettuce to meat sandwiches with ground meat, and even sandwiches with only vegetables. I prefer the ones with bacon.”]

[Anonymous (Tutankhamun Desert, 333.123): I like the ones with lots of vegetables!]

Sandwiches.

A rather humble wish for someone claiming to be stranded.

‘I could give them one as a gift.’

The Mana Stone transmission system of the network magic was connected to my inventory.

Naturally, I could take things out as well as put them in.

Overusing it would put a strain on the Soul Stream, but one sandwich should be fine.

[“Okay. Then I’ll send our AloneisSad-nim a sandwich packed with vegetables as a gift.”]

Giving out gifts was a radio broadcast tradition, wasn’t it?

‘Send us the answer to this quiz, and you’ll be entered into a drawing to win a prize’ was a long-standing tradition of FM radio.

I also intended to follow that tradition.

[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): Wait, do I get nothing?]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): It’s unfair to give a gift to only one person when we both sent Mana Stones.]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): I desire a meat sandwich filled with meat.]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): Mage, don’t ignore me.]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): Come to think of it, blindly showing generosity is not in line with the way of the king. Forgiveness comes at a price, doesn’t it? This time, I will graciously forgive you with just one sandwich.]
[Anonymous (Demon Realm, 021.666): Hey.]

[“Let’s see. The next message is from the Demon Realm. My boss has been acting irritable lately, and it’s been tough. They suddenly yell in the office, or laugh to themselves and bang on the desk. I want to quit, I’m going crazy…”]



Tutankhamun Desert. The ruins where the ancient emperor was sealed.

[“I’ll send our AloneisSad-nim a sandwich packed with vegetables as a gift.”]

A blue window opened in front of the hero, who was diligently digging, and a sandwich popped out.

A thick sandwich filled with vegetables and fruits.

“Wow! God sent me a sandwich!”

To be precise, it was a mage, not God, but the hero didn’t care about such trivial details.

The god who gave him the holy sword and the mage who gave him the sandwich were essentially the same. Since he couldn’t eat the holy sword, maybe the mage was the better person(?)?

“It even has tomatoes!”

Fresh vegetables, something he hadn’t seen in a long time.

The moment he saw the sliced tomatoes tucked between the bread, tears welled up in his eyes.

He wanted to shove the whole sandwich in his mouth and devour it, but…

Instead of gobbling it down, the hero pulled out a single lettuce leaf and ate it.

“Nom.”

Munch munch. Gulp.

After savoring the taste of the lettuce for a while, the hero jumped for joy.

Then, he carefully wrapped the remaining sandwich and stored it in the ancient emperor’s coffin.

It wouldn’t spoil, since the coffin had a preservation spell on it.

“It’s too precious to eat it all…”

The hero resumed digging with his holy sword, then…

He suddenly stopped and peeked at the ancient emperor’s coffin again.

“…It would be okay to eat just one more slice of tomato, wouldn’t it? Or maybe half a slice?”



Magic Kingdom.

The ‘unknown Archmage’s’ mansion.

[“I’ll be giving out gifts through a lottery in the next broadcast too, so don’t be disappointed if you didn’t get one today, and just relax and listen.”]

The elf s*ave, Sylvie, felt a bit peckish while listening to the broadcast.

“The ingredients…”

She opened the mansion’s (magic) refrigerator, which was filled with fresh vegetables and fruits.

There would be bread in the cupboard as well.

“Hmm… making a sandwich is too much trouble…”

But now that she had taken out the ingredients, she felt too lazy to make a sandwich.

“Nom.”

So, she put the bread back and just ate the fruits and lettuce.

Crunch. She bit into a tomato, and sweet juice burst in her mouth.

“Sweet tomatoes…”



Holy Nation.

St. Sixtina Cathedral.

[“This message is from the Holy Nation. ‘I’ve lived my whole life under the care of the Church, and this year I entered the academy and am living with my peers. I’m excited, but also anxious about living in a completely different environment.’”]

The Saint’s transfer to the academy was finalized swiftly.

The cardinals expressed reservations about the Saint’s request to live outside the Church, but they didn’t strongly object because they had all heard the ‘message’ the Saint sent to the mage’s broadcast.

Above all, the High Patriarch strongly advocated for granting the Saint’s request.

Thanks to that, the Saint was able to enter the academy, but she was still unsure if this was the right path. Normally, on such anxious days, she would have prayed to God for an answer…

[“Adapting to a new environment is difficult.”]

For some reason…

The Saint sought the answer from the mage, not from God.

[“You might be bullied or ostracized. You might miss home. The food might not suit your taste, or the foreign culture might feel strange and unpleasant. The students at the academy will be louder than the adults at the Church, and due to their inexperience, they might make mistakes with you. If you were a commoner, you would be discriminated against because of your status. If you were ugly, you would be mocked for your appearance. If you were exceptionally talented, you would be envied for it. You will likely experience many injustices that you wouldn’t have faced at the Church.”]

“…Is that so?”

And the mage’s answer was negative. It was even incredibly specific.

It was different from what the priests had told her: ‘The academy students are kind, so you’ll be fine,’ or ‘The academy professors are trustworthy.’

Was the mage trying to dissuade her?

Just as she thought that—

[“But, it’s okay now.”]
“Yes?”

Words in a gentle tone followed the previous cold explanation.

[“Children know shame. Since I’ve said this now, they won’t openly do such foolish things. This is being broadcast worldwide. If word gets out that the academy ostracized a transfer student, they won’t be able to show their faces. Even if someone with a bad personality acts up, those around them will stop them. Of course, that might not be the case… But if it happens, send me the names of the perpetrators. I’ll put them on the internet… I mean, the broadcast.”]

It was an approach the Saint, who had spent her entire life in the sheltered environment of the Church, couldn’t have imagined. Trusting not in people’s goodness or wickedness, but in… shame.

She could only hear the voice through the communication magic, but…

Somehow, the Saint felt as if the person beyond this voice was smiling playfully.

[“And if the food doesn’t suit your taste… the academy lets you borrow the kitchen if you ask, so you can cook for yourself. You probably won’t even need to; I’ve tried it, and it’s delicious. And if you miss home, you can ask your professor for permission to go back for a visit. Does that answer your question?”]

It was…

Such a specific and trustworthy revelation…

“…Yes, I believe you.”

The Saint couldn’t help but believe the revelation.



Magic Kingdom.

The Academy.

“I heard the unknown Archmage is Professor Harnen from the Magic Department?”
“I heard it was the Vice Principal.”

The academy was buzzing with talk about the ‘unknown Archmage’. It was always bustling, but today it was especially noisy.

“The academy food is good.”
“I didn’t even know there was such a thing as an absence permit until I heard the broadcast!”

The reason for this, surprisingly, was a remark the mage made during the broadcast.

The Archmage, who wielded world-class magic, had mentioned having ‘tried the academy food.’ This meant they were either a professor or a student, and since they couldn’t be a student, the natural conclusion was that they were one of the professors.

“Maybe it’s the academy’s first headmaster? I heard they were an Archmage too. Perhaps they’re still alive, living in seclusion somewhere like the Demon Lands?”
“That’s just a bluff! The Empire, the Kingdoms, everyone is trying to track down this ‘unknown Archmage’, so they’re intentionally spreading false clues.”

The students spent their break time speculating about the mage’s identity.

As a result, the theories that the mage was the ‘academy’s first headmaster’ and that ‘it’s all a bluff’ gained the most traction.

“Yawn…”

Of course, neither theory was close to the truth.

‘I stayed up all night working on server stabilization because I got more Super Chats than expected… It would be nice to have more resource slaves… Maybe if I trained 100,000 elf slaves…’

The culprit behind all this commotion…

Was dozing off at their desk, yawning repeatedly.

‘Ah, I should make keychains for the next broadcast giveaway.’



Demon Realm.

Demon Monarch’s Castle.

“Ha, haha! Hahaha! How dare you ignore me like this? Now, I must have the next giveaway item!”
“Um, Demon Monarch…?”

“What is it?!”
“Eeek?! I, I brought all the high-grade Mana Stones as you commanded.”

“Ah! Good! Stack them there.”
“Y-Yes!”

The Demon Monarch had awakened as the world’s first ‘spammer’.




  
    Chapter 6 : Too many messages
While there wasn’t a set giveaway for the radio broadcast, the most common ones were ‘department store gift vouchers’ and ‘keychains’.

I didn’t know why those two were the most popular. It was probably just tradition.

Anyway, I decided on ‘keychains’ as the giveaway, out of respect for the traditions of my past life. There weren’t any department stores in this world anyway…!

So, first, I needed to buy materials for the keychains.

“I’m going to the commercial district. Want to come along if you’re bored?”
“Yes, Mage-nim.”

I called out to Sylvie, who was diligently munching on a salad while lounging in an armchair.

It wasn’t that I needed someone to carry things for me. I just wanted her to get some fresh air since staying indoors all the time could be depressing. (I stored everything in my inventory anyway.)

Sylvie nodded, put on a cloak, and covered her head with the hood.

…It was summer outside, so it would be hot. Were elves a race that was sensitive to temperature?

“Won’t you be hot dressed like that?”
“Yes? Ah… It is a little hot, but… I thought I would attract attention if I showed my face.”

“Ah, because of the burns?”
“Yes…”

Indeed, with that face, she would stand out.

Because I was in the habit of checking someone’s status window before their appearance, it hadn’t occurred to me, but Sylvie was a s*ave who hadn’t been sold because of the burn scars covering her face.

“Then I’ll heal them.”
“Yes?”

There should be a healing skill somewhere in my skill tree from the Great War…

Ah, found it.

[Using Life Restoration (LV.7).]
[Using Life Purification (LV.MAX).]

Life Restoration, a holy skill that restored a living being’s physical age to its prime.

Life Purification, a holy skill that purified a living being to their optimal state.

Using these two skills in succession could forcibly bring the target to a ‘perfect state’, ignoring most curses or status ailments.

It was a skill combination I discovered during the Great War when I was actively working to gather skill points.

It was a mana-intensive combination, but… thanks to the Super Chats, I had plenty of high-grade Mana Stones. This much was easily affordable.

“Ugh?!”

As I activated the skills, a halo of light appeared above my head, and the radiance emanating from it permeated Sylvie’s body.

Sylvie groaned and collapsed to the floor.

“Ugh… Huh… Ah, uh…”
“It’ll be over soon, just bear with it a little longer.”

“Y-Yes…”

Soon, the light dispersed, revealing Sylvie’s completely transformed appearance.

“Are you alright now?”
“Yes, yes. But what is this…?”

I created a mirror with magic and showed it to Sylvie.

Sylvie stared blankly at the mirror, speechless, as if she were in a daze.

Then, she raised her hand and touched her face.

As if that wasn’t enough, she took off the cloak she was wearing and checked all the parts that had been covered by her clothes.

“The… the marks… are gone…?”

Only then did she finally let out a gasp in a bewildered voice.

“Let’s go if you’re ready.”
“Y-Yes?”

“If we’re too late, the shops will be closed.”
“Ah, yes!”



Magic Kingdom.

Special Commercial District. Regent Street.

The busiest street in the commercial district.

I put the keychains made from processed gems and Mana Stones into my inventory and looked at Sylvie. She seemed restless ever since I healed her scars with magic.

“We found the keychain shop faster than I thought. Do you need anything, Sylvie?”
“…Are you going to give me a gift?”

“Well, you were a s*ave, so you don’t have any money, right? Or do you want me to give you money and you can go around by yourself?”

When I asked, pulling out a money pouch from my inventory, Sylvie shook her head.

Then, she spoke in a slightly gloomy voice,

“…Mage-nim. The s*ave mark on me disappeared because of your magic earlier.”
“Ah, is that so?”

“What would you do if I ran away?”

Ah. Was that what she was thinking about?

No wonder she’d been so restless.

“You’re thinking of running away?”
“Absolutely not! On the contrary, I intend to repay this kindness for the rest of my life.”

Kindness?

Ah. Healing her scars.

“Then it’s fine. Whatever.”
“But… what if I’m lying?”

“Well, it’s fine even if you run away.”
“…As expected, I’m of no use to Mage-nim. Someone like me…”

Sylvie suddenly became dejected and started muttering to herself.

What was she talking about?

“No, it’s not that—I’ll just catch you if you run away.”
“Yes?”

How could I let a rare race with high magical aptitude escape?

Their brain was too valuable.

“I’ve already marked your soul. I can track your coordinates and bring you back anytime. I’ve also cast a Labyrinthos spell on the mansion; if you try to escape, you’ll be returned to your room.”
“Yes?”

The reason I didn’t care about ‘s*ave marks’ was because I didn’t need to rely on such ‘trivial’ magic.

“Even if you run away to hell, I’ll drag you back, so it’s pointless.”
“Ah…”

My declaration of ‘I will forever extract resources from your brain.’

I wondered how my answer sounded to her.

“Ha, haha… Pfft, hehe…”

Sylvie suddenly started giggling.

It seemed something I said had tickled her elven sense of humor.

“Let’s go if you understand.”
“Understood, …Master. Please remain my master forever.”

“Uh-huh. Of course.”

Had she developed some kind of dependency from being alone in her room all day?

I should buy more elf slaves and put them in the mansion.



[“Hello! Friends! The unknown Archmage is back from the dead. Do you have lots of messages prepared today?”]

Ding!

Ding! Ding! Ding!

The moment I started the broadcast, Super Chat notifications suddenly started going off like crazy.

I checked the chat window to see what was going on, and one person was practically spamming the chat with Super Chats.

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]

[Start broadcasting every day. How dare you make me wait, it’s rude.]
[Giving a gift to only one person is unfair. Offer me a sandwich as a tribute.]
[If you use this communication magic for me, I will give you as many Mana Stones as you want. I will also provide unlimited support for your magical research.]
[I am the Demon Monarch. I can provide an unlimited supply of high-grade Mana Stones like this.]

An overwhelming number of Super Chats arrived non-stop.

Even when I tried to proceed with the broadcast, the constant ding ding notification sound drowned out my voice.

In the end, I decided to take drastic measures.

[“IamtheDemonMonarch-nim. If you keep spamming like this, I can’t continue the broadcast, so I’ll temporarily disable the Megaphone function. And IamtheDemonMonarch-nim will be muted for 1 hour, so please don’t spam in the future.”]

It was time to ‘close donations’.

I blocked the Megaphone function and muted the user ‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ for 1 hour, preventing them from sending any messages.

This should teach them not to spam next time.

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[W-Wait! I am the Demon Monarch! To dare silence me—]

[“I’ve disabled the Megaphone function for now. I’ll only be accepting messages today, so please bear with the inconvenience.”]

Seriously, a spammer already?

It seemed the people of this world were adapting quickly to strange things.

Was trolling truly human nature?



Tutankhamun Desert. The ruins where the ancient emperor was sealed.

[“I’ve disabled the Megaphone function for now. I’ll only be accepting messages today, so please bear with the inconvenience.”]

“No! I want to talk too!”

The hero, who had been diligently digging every day, waiting for the broadcast, looked crestfallen.

He had thought hard about what to send as a message today, but the Demon Monarch had completely shut down the Megaphone function.

Of course, he could still send messages with low-grade Mana Stones, but…

Having already experienced the new world of the ‘Megaphone’, he couldn’t be satisfied with ordinary message magic, which didn’t guarantee the mage would read it.

“Evil Demon Monarch! As expected, the Demon Monarch is the enemy of humanity! I must defeat them!”

Unable to contain his frustration, the hero swung his holy sword and rampaged.

The impact shook the underground ruins, and red sand began to pour into the hole the hero had dug.

“Uh, oh no!”

In the end, the tunnel the hero had diligently dug for weeks was completely buried in sand.

The hero stared blankly at where the tunnel had been.

And…

After closing his eyes for a moment to avoid reality…

“T-This is all the Demon Monarch’s fault!”

…He realized that blaming the Demon Monarch for everything would solve all his problems.

The Megaphone being blocked, the tunnel collapsing, it was all the Demon Monarch’s fault.

Come to think of it, even the fact that he was chosen by God and burdened with the duty of a ‘hero’ was the Demon Monarch’s fault.

Perhaps… even the existence of the ancient king’s tomb here was the Demon Monarch’s fault!

The Tutankhamun Desert, the desert mole eating the sandwich he was saving, the extinction of the dinosaurs, the start of the Great War, it was all the Demon Monarch’s fault.

Yes!

It was all the Demon Monarch’s fault!

“Evil Demon Monarch!”

This was the moment the hero awakened to the concept of scapegoating.



Approximately 8km above sea level.

Inside the celestial chariot pulled by a divine beast.

[“The next message is from the Holy Nation. ‘Hello, this is the believer who sent the message about being anxious about entering the academy. The transfer process is complete, and tomorrow is my first day at the academy. I’m still a little nervous, but I’m not anxious anymore. I studied the culture of shame among nobles. The more I study, the more I think that perhaps we can understand each other more easily than we thought. Thank you for helping me realize that the effort to understand each other is more important than prayer.’”]

“Ah! You read my message. Thank you.”

Inside the chariot heading towards the Magic Kingdom, the Saint offered a prayer of thanks in a devout posture.

At first glance, it looked as if she was praying to the ‘unknown Archmage’, not the god she believed in.

Indeed, the Saint’s entire focus was on the mage’s voice echoing in her ears.

[“I’m glad my advice was helpful. Send me an update on how you’re settling in once you enter the academy. As a token of support for your new beginning, I’ll send you a keychain engraved with the Fly spell. You’ll be able to soar as if you have wings on your back.”]

A blue window opened in the air, and a luxuriously crafted keychain made of gems and Mana Stones dropped out.

The Saint carefully picked up the keychain that had fallen before her.

[“Now, the next message is from the Northern Fronen Mountains…”]

Holding the enchanted keychain preciously, the Saint closed her eyes and focused on the voice she heard.

Instead of the god who didn’t answer anyone…

She listened to the voice of the mage who spoke equally to everyone.



After the broadcast.

When I went to the mansion’s dining room for dinner…

Sylvie was looking at me with a strange expression.

“Master.”
“Yeah.”

“The keychain engraved with the Fly spell… Could it be… that you’re the ‘unknown Archmage’ who uses communication magic…?”
“Yeah, that’s me.”

Ah, hadn’t I told her?




  
    Chapter 7 : Listen Again
Magic Kingdom.

Early morning. On the way to the academy.

‘Connecting brain resources through swarm consciousness for real-time control is just a temporary solution. I need to incorporate a method using Mana Stones… Demonic energy has the property of destabilizing mana in the atmosphere and turning it into Mana Stones, so if I use that…’

While combining magic in my mindscape as usual on my way to school…

[Detection (LV.MAX) activated.]
“Huh?”

Something strange was caught by my always-active Detection magic.

[Analysis Result: Demon]

“Huh? What? Why is there a demon here?”

A demon. Also known as ‘the race that betrayed God’.

This one was different from the ones belonging to the demon race. ‘Demons’ were a general term for races that used demonic energy as their life source, hence this monster was also a demon, as per the theological definition, not referring to the specific race.

There were even archaeological studies suggesting that some demons recorded in history were worshipped as gods in the ‘Mythical Age’.

‘Demons are rare… A pretty rare monster has wandered in.’

I could easily guess the reason for the demon’s appearance. It must be because of the Saint who transferred to the academy. A demon’s food was ‘holy power’ itself.

Demons could contaminate holy power.

Or rather, ‘beings that can contaminate holy power’ were defined as demons.

‘Come to think of it, aren’t they a high-ranking race with high magical aptitude?’

There were many types of demons.

Ancient gods, fallen angels, slimes born from rifts… Even humans could become demons under the right conditions.

And most demons had high magical aptitude.

Becoming a demon meant having a high level of mana control, enough to taint holy power, the most ‘advantageous’ power against demonic energy.

In other words…

‘Could I use it as the server’s core?’

It was highly likely that they could produce more spiritual resources than elves.

Of course, unlike elves, I’d have to use somewhat ‘coercive’ methods to extract the resources…

But so what?

Demons were like pests; it was fine to hunt them down.



The Church’s treasure. The Church’s flower. The Church’s jade seal.

The Saint got lost on her way to the academy.

“Huh…? Where am I?”

She was clearly on her way to the academy with the escort knights sent from the Holy Nation, but when she came to her senses, she was standing alone in a dark alley.

It wasn’t strange to get lost in a new place, but…

It was strange that all her escorts had disappeared. The Saint was confused.

“Dave? Orca? Where is everyone…?”

That wasn’t the only strange thing.

Even though she had entered an alley, it was too dark, despite it being daytime.

When she tried to walk out of the alley, the entrance seemed to move further away with each step, mocking her efforts.

Like a nightmare.

The Saint realized she was trapped in a deep nightmare.

“…Courageous Lord. Even if I have a staff that parts the waters and creates a million paths in the sea, it is nothing without the courage to cross it. Please grant me the courage to proceed rightly towards you.”

The Saint prayed.

As always, she prayed for guidance. Every hour, every minute, every second. Like a blind person who couldn’t take a single step without asking for directions.

She asked God for guidance, again and again.

“I know you are above this valley of death.”

Golden holy power flowed from the Saint’s body.

The power to repel evil and purify life. Proof of God’s grace.

If this was a nightmare, it would surely recede with this prayer.

The Saint thought so, but…

“…Huh?!”

Instead, the darkness of the alley began to devour the golden holy power greedily, as if it had been waiting.

The darkness of the alley grew deeper and heavier.

“….!”

The darkness turned into a sticky liquid, pressing down on the Saint and pulling her to the ground. Like sinking into the deep sea, she couldn’t even hear her own voice.

Even praying to God only brought darkness.

The Saint’s prayer was reduced to a raspy whisper.

“…”

Trapped in the darkness, the Saint struggled.

To somehow escape, to reach the sun, to avoid falling…

The Saint instinctively grabbed something.

A white light emanated from that something, and the pressure that was crushing her began to weaken.

“…Gasp!”

Like someone who had been holding their breath for a long time underwater and finally surfaced…

The Saint exhaled deeply and then inhaled.

Only then did she realize what she was holding.

“A keychain…?”

It was a keychain.

The keychain engraved with the Fly spell that she received from the unknown Archmage.

[“You’ll be able to soar as if you have wings on your back.”]

It was protecting her from the darkness that was trying to swallow her.

As if it would never let her fall.

And then…

“Ah, there you are.”

A somehow familiar…

And trustworthy voice reached her.



‘Why is it so hard to find?’

I could sense the demon’s presence with Detection magic, but it was difficult to pinpoint its exact location.

Because of the demon’s nature to contaminate its surroundings, my Detection magic malfunctioned if I got too close.

‘It’s a good thing I sensed a familiar mana.’

The reason I could find the demon was because the Saint used the ‘keychain.’

More precisely, it was thanks to the mana enchanted in the keychain. I had placed multiple enchantments as safety measures, in case a child lost control of the Fly spell and fell.

And that mana was detected in an empty alley.

“Now, what should I do with this little demon…?”
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As if sensing something was wrong, the demon attempted to escape into the Soul Stream. It was a swift movement that would have allowed it to escape if it were facing an ordinary mage.

But it was useless.

Soul magic was what I had been focusing on recently. It chose the wrong opponent.

[Inventory (LV.EX) activated.]

My inventory, connected to the Soul Stream network, captured and absorbed the fleeing demon.

The demon struggled, trying to contaminate my inventory in return—

‘That won’t work. The system is invincible.’

My inventory wouldn’t be broken by a mere demon.

[‘Demon of Silence’ acquired.]
[Unrecorded item. Do you want to record it in the encyclopedia?]

“Yes.”

[Recording information about ‘Demon of Silence’.]

Demon of Silence.

You’re mine!

“I should take it home and study it.”

The academy would have an unscheduled break today.



“Ooh, it has interesting properties.”

After studying the demon in the ‘Mage’s Workshop’ at my mansion, I discovered a few things.

First, connecting the demon to the swarm consciousness didn’t increase the spiritual resources as much as I expected. Perhaps because it was a parasite that fed on other forms of power, its output was too low. It was less than that of a single academy student.

That was disappointing, but I discovered another special characteristic.

“I can use this as a storage device.”

Surprisingly, this ‘Demon of Silence’ had the ability to store sound.

Of course, there were magic tools that stored sound or images, but those tools were only effective ‘as long as the supplied mana was maintained.’

The moment the mana supply was cut off, the stored data would evaporate.

However, this Demon of Silence permanently transformed itself by absorbing sound.

This meant it could be used as a long-term memory device, a storage device.

“This means I can record the radio broadcasts… No, wait… Since I can store and output data repeatedly, I could even create a music streaming function…”

Several magical applications using this demon flashed through my mind.

Hundreds and thousands of magic circles appeared in the Model Garden, repeatedly merging and separating.

‘It’s a shame there are only a few stored sound samples.’

Was it a novice demon that had just gained its demonic nature?

The only stored samples were a few prayers the Saint recited and a scream.

It would be difficult to make proper music with this.

‘I could make some Gospel Metal.’

I should go around the busy streets later and record the bards’ songs.



Magic Kingdom. Sewers.

Demon Cultists’ Hideout.

“The demon’s presence… has disappeared?”
“What?”

“Damn it, what happened? It’s a demon we summoned using a high-grade Mana Stone after hearing that the Saint would enter the academy… Was it a trap?”
“A trap?! Is there a traitor among us?!”

“I-It wasn’t me!”
“Tsk, we have to cancel the plan. It’ll take decades to gather enough magic power to summon another demon… Damn it.”

No one knew that the demon cultists’ plan to instigate war between the Magic Kingdom and the Holy Nation by sowing discord was thwarted by a single mage.



Northern Continent. ‘The land where the Sky Whale briefly fell and then ascended again.’

Ruins.

Vampire’s Castle. Coffin.

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle! Today, I’ve prepared some special music. I hope you like it. Ah, it contains some religious content, so my friends listening in the Demon Realm might find it uncomfortable, but please bear with me.”]

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone!]
[Playing the Church’s music here, where all the demons of the Demon Realm can hear, is inappropriate—]

[“I’ll turn off the Megaphone function while the song is playing.”]
[~♬]

“Father… Let me sleep for another 100 years…”

Kinnikos, the progenitor of vampires, sleeping in her coffin, was awakened by the loud Gospel Metal ringing in her ears.

“Hmm… Yawn…”

Kinnikos, half-asleep and drooling slightly, stretched, opening her mouth wide.

Then, she looked around…

And suddenly realized that no one was there.

“…Oh? My children? Is anyone there?”

She jumped out of her coffin and looked out the window, but all she saw was a desolate grey wasteland stretching to the horizon.

The glorious Black Citadel, the veil of shadows that blocked the sunlight, all gone.

A bleak landscape she had never even seen in her dreams.

Kinnikos felt a flicker of fear.

“Children? I don’t like this kind of prank. I’ll be angry if you don’t come out now.”

Kinnikos desperately searched for any remaining vampires.

But no answer came.

“Alice? Lilith? Nymph?”

Kinnikos, who had been asleep for thousands of years, didn’t know…

While she slept, the Sky Whale, swimming through space, had dozed off and briefly fallen.

This accident destroyed the Black Citadel, the home of the vampires.

With only this castle, protected by powerful blood magic, remaining, the vampire race had vanished into the annals of history.

“Children…?”

From Kinnikos’s perspective, she woke up to find that a meteor had struck the world, leaving her as the sole survivor.

Confusion, sadness, loneliness, fear… A mix of emotions overwhelmed her, making it hard to think straight. She tried to run outside the castle, but the scorching sunlight prevented her from taking another step.

For a vampire who couldn’t survive under the sunlight, the Black Citadel was her entire world.

The world had ended.

She was alone.

Forever.

“Ah…”

As Kinnikos succumbed to a chilling despair…

The loud music that had awakened her suddenly stopped.

[“Did you enjoy the song? The lyrics of the song I just played are from a prayer about not being afraid even in the lonely and arduous valley of death, knowing that you are there.”]

As if seeing through Kinnikos’s fear…

A voice reached her.

[“The deeper the night, the closer the dawn. The moon waxes when it wanes the most. Knowing that the sun and moon are still there, even when we can’t see them, gives us comfort in the darkness of night.”]

The voice told Kinnikos that she ‘wasn’t alone in this vast world’.

It told her that the world hadn’t ended yet.

[“It’s a prayer about hope like this. Isn’t it so bad for demons to listen to either, right? Now, this is a message from the Demon Realm. I’m having a hard time because my boss has been so moody lately…”]

Kinnikos quietly listened to the messages coming from somewhere.

[“The next message is from the Holy Nation…”]
[“This message is from the Empire…”]

Place names Kinnikos had never heard before.

Demon Realm, Empire, Magic Kingdom, Great Mountain Range, Holy Nation… Kinnikos learned for the first time that so many countries existed in the world.

[“Ah, and I’ve added another new feature. It’s called ‘Listen Again’. From now on, you can listen to past radio broadcasts again. To use it, just like with the Message or Megaphone functions, say ‘Listen Again’, and a blue window will appear. Put a mid-grade Mana Stone in there and select the broadcast you want to listen to. I’ll be adding a feature to listen to just the songs soon, so look forward to it. Well then, goodbye~”]

“Listen Again?”

As Kinnikos muttered “Listen Again” in a daze, a translucent blue window appeared before her eyes.

‘Mid-grade Mana Stone…’

Kinnikos rushed to the castle’s storage room.

Fortunately, the castle’s storage was still intact. There were a large number of Mana Stones inside.

‘Which one is mid-grade?’

She picked up various Mana Stones and tried them one by one until she found one that fit into the blue window.

When she inserted the mid-grade Mana Stone into the blue window…

A voice came from the air again.

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]

The recorded voice of the mage played to the end.

Kinnikos inserted another Mana Stone.

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]

[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]
…
[“Hello, friends! It’s your Mage uncle!”]

“Hello… friends… Mage uncle…”



“Huh? Is this a bug?”

While checking the network magic…

I noticed a strange record in the ‘Listen Again’ playback log.

[Playback Log]
[Anonymous (Whale’s Pit, 712.003), 12:10:52]
[Anonymous (Whale’s Pit, 712.003), 13:01:34]
[Anonymous (Whale’s Pit, 712.003), 13:52:47]

“Whale’s Pit is a ruin in the Northern Continent.”

There were ‘Listen Again’ playback logs almost every hour. I thought there might be a bug, but the mid-grade Mana Stones were properly deposited in my inventory.

Was there someone living in those ruins?

“Strange. There are all sorts of peculiar people in the world.”




  
    Chapter 8 : The Hero vs The Demon Monarch
Demon Realm. Demon Monarch’s Castle.

Demon Monarch’s Office.

[“Since it’s a song with religious content, my friends listening in the Demon Realm might find it uncomfortable, but please bear with me.”]

“Playing the Church’s hymns for me… what an audacious and absurd fellow.”

The woman known as the Master of All Demons, the Demon Monarch, was displeased.

After all, the Church and demons were sworn enemies.

“What is this ‘purifying evil and upholding justice’? If justice can only be upheld by killing all demons, then it’s better to just die.”

Just as ‘Demonic Energy,’ the source of a demon’s life force, acted as poison to humans, the Church’s holy power was also poison to demons.

No matter how much humans prayed for demons with good intentions…

The human god answered their prayers with a blade pointed at demons.

Therefore, humans and demons could not coexist. Because each other’s goodwill and kindness became wounds to the other.

“No matter how lofty his ideals, is this mage ultimately just a ‘human’?”

The Demon Monarch leaned back against her throne with a displeased expression. There was a hint of disappointment in her eyes.

And then…

The music started.

[~♪]

“…Hmm? This isn’t a hymn.”

It was a piercing scream.

A desperate, rough scream like the last breath of someone abandoned by God. It was too… noisy to be called a hymn.

Music devoid of solemnity. The lyrics were indeed a prayer of the Church, and she could feel sincere faith in the voice, but the prayer, sounding like a scream, felt like someone forsaken by God begging for salvation.

“Hmm… not bad.”

The Demon Monarch rather liked this music.

It seemed to portray the desperation of humans, begging for salvation from their god.

[“It’s a prayer about hope like this. It isn’t so bad for demons to listen to either, right?”]

“I hate to admit it, but… you’re right. Rude mage.”

The Demon Monarch leaned back on her throne, closed her eyes, and listened to the broadcast.

And whenever something piqued her interest, she used the Megaphone.

[“The sender of this message is in the Great Labyrinth. An adventurer, perhaps? ‘Greetings, Mage-nim. I discovered a new monster while exploring the Great Labyrinth, but it seems dangerous to engage without any information, so I’m sending a message to see if I can get some help. It’s a monster that looks like a centipede with twenty legs, its body is divided into eight segments, and it has two black horns on its head that point downwards like fangs. It’s about 24 feet long.’ … That’s what they sent. 24 feet is about 7-8 meters according to the Magic Standard, right? I don’t know why the Empire uses such a strange unit system.”]

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone!]
[From that description, it’s a Black-Horned Demon Centipede. There are poison glands hidden under the horns, but since its body is long, it takes time to change direction completely, so aiming for the middle segments is the key to defeating it.]

[‘AloneisSad’ used a Megaphone!]
[It’s a Black-Horned Demon Centipede! 24 feet means it’s still a juvenile! If you ‘stupidly’ cut it into pieces, the adult centipedes will be attracted by the pheromones, so it’s better to face it from the front! A juvenile’s poison isn’t that strong!]

“Ah, indeed, it would be difficult for a human adventurer to face a group of adults.”

Such a fragile race.

The Demon Monarch nodded in understanding, but felt a strange discomfort.

‘But they didn’t call me stupid, did they?’

They must have meant that it was ‘stupid’ to attract a group of adults.

Having reached that conclusion, the Demon Monarch continued to use the Megaphone.

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone!]
[You must instill fear in your subordinates. Trust is easily broken in the face of profit, but those ruled by fear are hesitant to betray out of fear of retaliation. Occasionally providing feasts or rewards for achievements is even more effective. The carrot and the stick, as they say.]

[‘AloneisSad’ used a Megaphone!]
[Of course, you have to show a vision for a better future! No matter how much you train people with carrots and sticks, you can’t achieve proactive results! That’s a ‘short-sighted’ approach that only focuses on visible outcomes. It’s important to share what you’re aiming for and instill a sense of responsibility for their roles.]

[In uncertain situations, a cautious approach is necessary…]
[There’s no need to be such a ‘coward’!]

[I recommend…]
[That’s so ‘old-fashioned’!]

“This insolent…!”

After several similar exchanges, the Demon Monarch was convinced that this ‘AloneisSad’ human was using the Megaphone with clear malice towards her.

It was even more infuriating that they pretended to give ‘proper advice’ while subtly provoking her.

[‘AloneisSad’ used a Megaphone!]
[The Demon Monarch living in the Demon Realm is a monster with jagged teeth and bulging muscles!]

[“Thank you, AloneisSad-nim, for using the Megaphone. Really? That sounds terrifying. I’ve never seen the Demon Monarch myself, so I’m curious.”]

“Graaagh—!”

Finally, the enraged Demon Monarch went on a rampage, smashing up her office.

A demon, who had entered the office with documents, was startled by the rampaging Demon Monarch and fled.

“How dare you mock me?!”

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[I’ll kill you! I’ll kill that ‘AloneisSad’ bastard!]

[“Ah, ‘IamtheDemonMonarch’-nim, threatening or intimidating other users with the Megaphone is prohibited. You’re muted from chat and Megaphone for a week.”]

[‘AloneisSad’ used a Megaphone.]
[Pfft.]

And so…

The Demon Monarch was utterly defeated in the keyboard battle with the hero.



Magic Kingdom. Academy.

“S-Saint-nim! W-Would you like to join us for tea?! We have some excellent tea…”
“I don’t drink beverages with stimulating effects. I’m sorry.”

“Ah! I-I apologize!”

A day had passed since the Saint transferred to the academy, but the academy was still buzzing with interest in her.

She was chosen by ‘God’ himself.

And her appearance was even more beautiful than most noble ladies, so it was natural that she monopolized the students’ attention.

“She doesn’t feel as holy as I expected.”
“Isn’t it vulgar for a Saint to wear such revealing clothes?”

“That’s just the standard uniform…”
“Oh.”

Of course, some were jealous of the Saint, but they couldn’t express their jealousy openly.

It was partly because of who she was, and partly because the recent mention of the academy by the ‘unknown Archmage’ had drawn the attention of many nobles.

If they tried to ostracize her, they would only lose face.

“I’m just a student at the academy, so please treat me as you would anyone else.”
“T-Then, should we? Or, should we not?”

Thanks to this, the Saint was able to adapt quickly to the academy, showered with goodwill.

While interacting with the academy students with a gentle smile, the Saint noticed a student lying face down on their desk and tilted her head.

“But that person lying down over there… are they not feeling well? I don’t think they were here yesterday…”
“Huh? Who— Ah, them. Weren’t they here yesterday? They’re probably not sick. They always sleep like that.”

“Is that so…?”

Somehow, she couldn’t shake the image from her mind. If they were sick, she wanted to help.

The Saint carefully channeled her holy power and sent it towards the student lying down.

And…

The moment her holy power touched the student…

“…Huh?”

The holy power was suddenly repelled and returned to the Saint.

A phenomenon she had never experienced before.

While the Saint was bewildered, the student woke up, yawning languidly.

“Yawn… What’s going on…? Huh, holy power?”

The student, blinking sleepily, looked around…

And then, noticing the Saint, nodded.

“Ah, you’re the transfer student. I’m just sleepy, so you don’t have to pray for me.”

The student then lay down again and went back to sleep.

The Saint…

Stared blankly at the student for a long time.

‘That voice…’

The voice of the student sleeping face down on the desk…


	
“Ah, there you are.”





…Was exactly the same as the voice of the mage who saved her from the demon.



The biggest weakness of the Model Garden skill, which allowed me to run simulations in my mindscape, was that I became somewhat vulnerable while using it.

That’s why I usually kept Detection magic activated at all times…

‘I guess it didn’t react to the holy power because I set it to only react to danger.’

I was a little startled when a foreign substance suddenly invaded my mindscape.

I changed the settings of Detection magic so that it would automatically activate even for positive effects like holy power and continued designing my magic.

‘Ah, the holy power messed up the design a bit.’

I had acquired a good storage device, but there was still a long way to go before completing the ‘internet’.

In the current network state, all I could do was send voice signals and text through communication magic. Even that was only functioning through me as a medium.

“First… I need to focus on utilizing the demon’s abilities to the fullest.”

I had to hunt demons, buy elf slaves, and improve the network magic.

Thinking about all the things I had to do made me feel a little overwhelmed.



“So, Sylvie, you go to the s*ave market and buy any elf slaves you find and bring them to the mansion. I’ve connected a warp portal to the commercial district, so use magic to travel. Got it?”
“…Understood.”

“I’ll give you as much money as you need, so let me know if you need more.”
“Yes. …If that is what Master desires.”




  
    Chapter 9 : The Mage’s Name
The Saint. The Church’s jade seal, symbolizing God’s continued love for humanity.

She entered the academy with the desire to ‘experience the life of ordinary children her age,’ and…

‘That voice… it was exactly the same as His.’

…There, she found a student presumed to be the ‘unknown Archmage.’

A world-scale grand magic that connected the souls of the entire world. She arrived at the absurd assumption that its caster was a ‘student at the academy.’

An assumption that anyone would scoff at as delusional.

But the Saint was certain.

‘I heard His voice once, so I know.’

That student, always sleeping face down on their desk in the classroom, was the mage who wielded world-scale magic and saved her from the demon.

That was the truth.

A mysterious, mystical truth, like a miracle of God.

“Saint-nim! Good morning!”
“Yes, good morning.”

Amidst the attention of the students, the Saint’s gaze was fixed on the student presumed to be the ‘unknown Archmage.’

As a nervous male student bowed his head and greeted her, sweating nervously, the Saint asked him, looking at the sleeping mage,

“What is that person’s name?”
“Their name? Well, I’ve never talked to them, so… Does anyone know?”
“I don’t really… They just sleep all day, don’t they?”

She asked several students, but strangely, no one knew the student’s name.

It was a mystery how they even got into the academy in the first place.

The more she investigated, the more certain she became that this male student was the ‘unknown Archmage’.

So…

The Saint decided to confront them directly.

“Hello? Is this seat taken?”
“…Huh?”

It was lunchtime at the academy.

Almost the only time the mage was awake and active. The Saint naturally approached with her food and spoke to the mage.

“May I eat with you?”
“Sure, I don’t mind.”

The familiar voice. The voice that spoke to her while she was praying, the voice that saved her.

It was him. There was no doubt. The moment she realized it, a tingling sensation, like her heart melting, washed over her.

The Saint flinched, trembling slightly, and bowed her head.

She barely, barely managed to compose herself and continue the conversation.

“I really wanted to talk to you. You’re always asleep, during class, during breaks.”
“That’s right. I sleep a lot.”

The mage replied nonchalantly.

He didn’t seem to be avoiding or refusing the conversation.

So…

There was one thing she really wanted to ask.

“Um, may I ask your name?”
“My name? …Call me Calvin.”

“Calvin-nim…”

The Saint savored the name for a moment, then tilted her head and asked,

“That’s the same name as the hero of the Great War in history, isn’t it?”
“There was a time like that.”

“Yes?”
“It’s nothing.”

At that moment…

Seeing the mage’s reaction, the Saint had an intuitive realization.

‘Could it be…?’

That this unknown mage, sitting in front of her and eating, was…

The ‘Hero of the Great War’ himself, from the history books.



‘Ah, was that the name I used during the Great War?’

I used so many names that I sometimes got confused about which name I used when.

Well, no sane person would think ‘This academy student is actually the Hero of the Great War in disguise’ just because we had the same name.

Whether it was Kelvin or Calvin, a name was just a name.

“What about you?”
“Ah, well… Saints are supposed to abandon their worldly names when they enter the Holy Nation. I’m just ‘the Saint’ now.”

“Really? That’s a peculiar custom.”

So, the Holy Nation had that kind of culture.

I had worked with the Saint of that era during my time as an adventurer, but it was normal for adventurers to address each other by their professions, so I didn’t find it strange that they didn’t use names.

So, I didn’t realize she didn’t have a name.

As I nodded in understanding, the Saint glanced around and whispered,

“But… I would like it if Kalben-nim called me ‘Rene’.”
“Rene?”

“It’s the name my mother gave me… before I entered the Holy Nation.”
“I see. Rene.”

“Eek…”
“Rene. Rene. It’s a nice name.”

“Hee…”

I repeated her name a few times to get used to it, but for some reason, the Saint squirmed shyly and lowered her head.

Her ears were bright red, like carrots.

It seemed she wasn’t used to being called by her name, since she was usually only called ‘Saint’.

“So, Rene.”
“Y-Yes…”

“I’m finished eating, so I’ll be going now.”
“Ah, y-yes!”



Magic Kingdom. Mansion.

When I returned home, Sylvie was waiting with a group of elf slaves in shabby clothes.

Elf slaves were quite rare, so seeing that she had already brought three, it seemed Sylvie was quite resourceful.

“Master, you’re back.”
“Yeah. You bought a lot.”

“When I said I would buy elves ‘at any price,’ under the pretense of saving my fellow race, several people offered to act as brokers. They said they would bring elf slaves regularly.”
“Good job.”

I hesitantly checked the elves’ status windows. Although not as high as Sylvie’s, their intelligence and magic power were quite high.

If I kept them in the mansion, the efficiency of the network magic would increase considerably.

“Then give them each a room and show them around so they can rest comfortably.”
“Which rooms should I give them?”

“I sleep in my workshop anyway, so any room is fine… If you run out of rooms, put them in the room at the very end of the hallway and write their names on a nameplate. Then a new room will appear at the end of the hallway.”
“…Yes? A room… will appear?”

“Yeah. With magic.”

It was a magic called ‘Procedural Space Generation’. Unlike simple space expansion magic, it was a special magic that created and expanded ‘rooms’ complete with furniture and lighting.

It was a magic I created by analyzing and modifying the magic that formed dungeons during my adventurer days.

“There should be enough food, but if you run out, go to the commercial district and buy some more. Ah, I’ve only given Sylvie permission to leave, so the others can’t leave the mansion. It’ll be a pain if they get lost.”
“Yes, understood.”

“I’ll leave it to you, Sylvie. I’m going to the workshop, so take good care of them.”
“Yes!”



After the mage entered the workshop…

The remaining slaves hesitantly looked at Sylvie. They seemed to want to ask something, but didn’t know how.

Sylvie could easily guess what they were thinking.

She was a s*ave too, after all. They must be anxious about what would happen to them, what kind of person their master was, and what was going to happen.

And…

Sylvie knew the quickest way to ease a s*ave’s anxiety.

“Everyone.”
“Y-Yes.”

“Are you all hungry?”
“…Yes.”

Sylvie went to the mansion’s kitchen and brought out a lot of salad and fruits from the refrigerator.

The elves’ mouths watered at the sight of fresh produce after so long.

The only food slaves usually got was stale black bread or gruel made from boiled dried grass.

“Eat. As much as you want.”
“C-Can we really eat this…? Won’t Master be angry…?”

“It’s a blessing from Master, so eat with gratitude.”
“Y-Yes!”

The three elves eagerly reached for the vegetables and fruits. They looked ravenous, hardly resembling the ‘race of beauty’ they were called.

If some humans, who believed that elves only ate dew, saw this, they would probably deny reality.

After burying their faces in the vegetables for a while, one of the elves, whose stomach seemed to have settled, looked up at Sylvie with a slightly relieved expression.

“…W-What kind of person is Master?”
“Well…”

In truth, Sylvie didn’t know much about her master either.

She only knew that he was an Archmage with more magical power than the World Tree, and that he was trying to connect souls using magic called ‘network’ across the world.

But…

If she had to describe him…

“He’s like… a god.”
“Yes?”

A god.

That was the most fitting expression.

“He provides us with everything, but he doesn’t force us to do anything. It’s almost unsettling how much kindness we receive…”
“Ah…”

“He needs us, but there’s nothing we can do to help him. We are here simply because he wishes it. That’s why he’s like a god.”

The three elves looked at Sylvie with puzzled expressions, but…

Eventually, they too would come to understand.

What kind of person their master was, and how powerless and useless mere elves were compared to him.



[Anonymous Bulletin Board]

[Text upload test]
[Image upload test]

After some research on network magic, I succeeded in creating a simple ‘bulletin board.’

Unlike the previous system, which used the system logs of the status window, this one was designed to store text and images by encrypting and decrypting them into ‘voice language’ format using the demon’s power.

This meant that anyone could access it as long as the ‘network magic’ was maintained, even without me.

A system based on Mana Stones, not skills, was complete.

‘It’s still too early to apply it worldwide, but I can implement a somewhat functional internet environment on a small scale.’

Thanks to a combination of coincidences and luck, I was able to take the first step towards my goal of ‘creating the internet in this world.’

A barbaric otherworld?

No, this world was progressing towards a super high-tech otherworld with ‘internet magic’!

“First, it would be good to apply it to a few areas as a test…”

After a moment of thought, I decided to run a pilot program within the mansion.

The elves would be bored if they were just cooped up inside.

There were only four of them, including Sylvie, but once the number of elves increased to tens or hundreds, I would be able to obtain proper test data.

‘I can install the magic myself in the mansion, but to apply it worldwide, I also need to create a magic tool that can supply Mana Stones as a relay.’

Would it be something like a Wi-Fi router?

I was starting to get excited.




  
    Chapter 10 : Minor Bulletin Board
I had been very busy the past few days.

The amount of usable spiritual resources steadily increased as I purchased elf slaves. I created a ‘voice-image’ encryption system using the demon’s ability to store sound and crafted simple magic tools that could operate solely on Mana Stones, without relying on the system.

Adding secondary functions like Listen Again and music streaming, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say I worked 240 hours a day.

But…

Hard work always pays off.

“The era of the internet revolution has finally arrived!”

I finally succeeded in creating a device that could use ‘network magic.’

This device, shaped like a Wi-Fi router, allowed the use of network magic within a 10-meter radius. It was also portable, so you could just carry it around and use it outside.

I no longer needed to transmit data by forcibly routing it through myself using the system.

“The only available functions are the bulletin board and music upload… but that’s enough for now.”

So…

It was time to distribute this worldwide.



[“Hello, friends! This darn mage is back from the dead again. Oh, messages are already pouring in. I want to read them as soon as possible, but first, I have some important news.”]

[“Remember how I said my goal was to connect the entire world on the first day of the broadcast?”]

[“I connected the souls of the entire world with network magic, but until now, only I could use this magic. Others could only communicate with me by sending messages or using the Megaphone during the broadcast. I was connected to the entire world, but others weren’t.”]

[“But now, it’s different.”]

[“Network Magic Tool.”]

[“I’ve created a special magic tool that allows you to use network magic within a 10-meter radius, and I’ll be distributing it to everyone. Anyone within the range of the magic tool will be able to communicate with each other, no matter where they are in the world.”]

[“You no longer have to rely on my broadcasts, waiting for me to read your messages or using the Megaphone. You can post directly on the bulletin board.”]

[“Not only that, but you can even create and upload your own voice content. Others can download and listen to your voice. If you’re a bard, you’d want to share your music with the world, right? Now you can upload it directly. The Listen Again function, which required a mid-grade Mana Stone each time, can now be used repeatedly with just one download if you have the magic tool.”]

[“Ah, you do have to charge the magic tool with Mana Stones, but even a low-grade Mana Stone will keep it running for several hours, so don’t worry.”]

[“So, you’re curious how you can get one, right?”]

[“From this moment on, 30,000 people. I’ll choose 30,000 people who send me messages and give them the ‘Network Magic Tool’ as a gift. Anyone within a 10-meter radius can use network magic, so the actual number of users will be even greater. You can even install the magic tool in a public place for everyone to use.”]

[“Ah, but don’t try to monopolize them or take them by force. Especially the Empire. If you try to confiscate them all for military use and supply them to your expeditionary forces, I can also reveal the locations of your troops in real time to the entire world. Understood? Of course, it’s fine if your soldiers send messages and win, so feel free to encourage them to send messages.”]

[“So, you understand?”]

[“Now, compete.”]



Demon Realm. Demon Monarch’s Castle.

Demon Monarch’s Office.

[You are a user who has been blocked from using the message function.]

“Graaagh—!”

The Demon Monarch was still blocked for threatening another user.

Since the block period still had a few hours remaining, she couldn’t participate in the competition for the Network Magic Tool, even if she wanted to.

“I’ll kill them! I’ll kill them! I will definitely kill that damned ‘AloneisSad’ bastard!”
“Demon Monarch, the documents you need to process today…”

“I’ll kill them—!”
“E-Eeek?! I-I’ll come back la— ”

“Wait! Hey, Chief Administrator!”
“Y-Yes?!”

The Demon Monarch, screaming in a fit of rage, stopped the terrified Chief Administrator.

The reason was simple.

“Immediately order all the Demon King’s Army. Tell them to send messages to the unknown Archmage.”
“Yes?”

If she couldn’t send a message herself, she could have the demons under her command do it.

[“Of course, it’s fine if your soldiers send messages and win, so feel free to encourage them to send messages.”]

That’s what the mage had said.

Come to think of it, this was a battle between groups. The side that sent more messages and secured more magic tools would win.

And…

The Demon Realm had Mana Stones in abundance.

“We must secure the most magic tools in the Demon Realm! Even if it means mining Mana Stones all day, flood him with messages!”
“Y-Yes! Understood!”

The Chief Administrator rushed out.

The Demon Monarch finally leaned back against her throne with a satisfied smile.

‘That ‘AloneisSad’ fellow said they were alone several times.’

There would be a limit to the number of messages one person could send.

The Demon Monarch intended to ensure that ‘AloneisSad’ wouldn’t receive a single magic tool.



Empire. Capital City.

Imperial Palace. Court Mage’s Tower.

“This is our chance to analyze the network magic! From now on, all the Mana Stones in the tower’s reserves will be used to send messages!”

The Court Mages were also busy trying to secure the ‘Network Magic Tool.’

They opened the tower’s Mana Stone reserves without limit.

“If we run out of low-grade Mana Stones, split the mid-grade and high-grade ones! Even if it means using all the Mana Stones in the tower’s reserves, we must secure the magic tools!”
“B-But Commander, if we use all the reserve Mana Stones, the mana supply to the Imperial Palace will be disrupted…”

“We mages can supply the mana ourselves!”
“Yes?!”

“It doesn’t matter if we collapse from mana exhaustion! Securing those magic tools is our top priority!”
“U-Understood!”

Sitting in the Mana Stone reserve, writing messages…

The young court mage could only pray that this summer wouldn’t be too hot, and this winter wouldn’t be too cold.

A court mage collapsing from mana exhaustion while operating the heating and cooling magic circles… wouldn’t that be too tragic?



Empire. Underground Sewers.

The hideout of the Demon Cultists.

“This is our chance to spread our ideals to the world! To show those hateful followers of God who is truly great!”

The Demon Cultists saw this as a tremendous opportunity.

If they could secure even one magic tool, they could spread their demonic cult’s ideology to the world.

The day would come when praises to the truly great one, not to a god who didn’t answer prayers, would resound throughout the world.

“Oh, Great One! Aid your servants!”

Although they had wasted many Mana Stones failing to summon a demon in the Magic Kingdom…

Most of the Mana Stones needed for demon summoning were mid-grade or higher, so they actually had plenty of low-grade Mana Stones.

And so…

The Demon Cultists also joined the competition for the magic tools.



Various nations and groups with vested interests, merchants trying to advertise their goods worldwide, bards wanting to make a name for themselves, even a hero and a vampire somewhere who simply wanted to talk to others…

Literally everyone in the world competed for Mana Stones.

Hundreds of millions of low-grade Mana Stones were consumed, and in the process, the price of low-grade Mana Stones skyrocketed, making adventurers who mined Mana Stones in labyrinths incredibly wealthy. Lords with Mana Stone mines earned several months’ worth of tax revenue in a single day.

The world’s supply of Mana Stones completely dried up.



[“The magic tools will be sent automatically through the blue window, just like the giveaways.”]

After a fierce competition, the winners of the Network Magic Tool were decided.

Truly…

The entire world was connected into a single network.



After the broadcast, I finished sending 30,000 Network Magic Tools using magic.

I left the workshop and activated ‘Universal Network Magic’.

I wondered if people were adapting well.

“Let’s see…”

[Free Bulletin Board]

[Hello!!!]
[How do you write here???]
[Recruiting party members to raid the Great Labyrinth.]
[Praise the truly great one.]

“They’re adapting well.”

Perhaps everyone was testing out their new magic tools; hundreds of posts were being uploaded every second.

I was slightly worried, but the server was holding up well.

“But with only one bulletin board, the posts are being buried too quickly.”

Imagine all the internet users in the world writing on a single bulletin board.

In just a few minutes, newly written posts would be buried in the depths.

“Hmm…”

I pondered for a moment, then slightly modified the magic to add another function.

It didn’t take long, since it was one of the features I had already tested during the simulations.

The function I added was simple.

[Minor Bulletin Board Creation Guide]

Minor Bulletin Boards.

What they called ‘forums’ on Earth in my past life.

“The essence of internet communities is forums.”

Once again, the advanced culture of Earth revealed itself in this world.




  
    Chapter 11 : Real Time Best
Minor Bulletin boards.

Simply put, they were small forums where people with shared interests could converse. Unlike official forums, users managed and set the rules themselves.

This type of community had its pros and cons… but one thing was certain: it was incredibly efficient to manage.

‘Mr. Knowledge, watch over me!’

I mentally saluted the entrepreneur from my past life, known as the ‘Father of Minor Forums’, and added the minor forum creation function.

It was a system where users applied to create a forum, and I granted permission, the forum was created.

I didn’t plan to restrict topics. The purpose was simply to prevent a proliferation of forums on similar topics.

“Oh, lots of applications already.”

As soon as the announcement about minor forum creation went up, dozens of applications poured in.

Some applied just because there was a new function to try, while others had genuine visions and purposes for their forums.

[National Merchants’ Union Minor Forum]
[Purpose of Creation: Sharing beneficial information and cooperation among merchants nationwide.]

[Adventurers’ Guild Minor Forum]
[Purpose of Creation: Sharing information on monsters, dungeons, treasures, labyrinths, etc.]

[Devil Worship Minor Forum]
[Purpose of Creation: To spread the will of the Great One.]

[Magic Tower Minor Forum]
[Purpose of Creation: Sharing knowledge about magic, presenting research results, discussions, etc.]

“Devil worship? What’s that…? Well, the topics don’t overlap, so I’ll approve them for now.”

One purpose of minor forums was to act as a containment area, preventing those with unusual tastes from causing chaos.

If people who liked pure love and those who liked NTR used the same forum, it would be a disaster. Of course, raiding each other’s forums was a daily occurrence, but separating them in the first place was effective enough.

In that sense, it was better to let them create forums, whether they were devil worshippers or devil lovers.

“This should be enough for the minor forums for now… Should I create a Real-Time Best list?”

Ah.

This was the ‘Abyss of Humanity’.

It showed how monstrous humans could become behind the veil of anonymity.



The Empire. National Merchants’ Union.

Marcohoff, a merchant who had made enormous profits by riding the recent surge in Mana Stone prices, looked at the ‘Network Magic Tool.’

He hadn’t won it in a giveaway.

Marcohoff had bought up Mana Stones during the price surge and then dumped them on a rival trading company right before the crash, making a huge profit. He used that profit to buy this magic tool. It cost him enough gold to buy a small manor, and he was only able to get it because he acted quickly.

Now, they were completely out of stock, and even selling his entire trading company wouldn’t be enough to buy one.

“If I sold it now, I could make enough money to buy a decent estate… but I need to think long-term.”

The unknown Archmage had said that anyone within a 10-meter radius of the magic tool could use network magic.

That was a diameter of 20 meters. If he stacked buildings multiple stories high, he could cram in about 1,000 people, maybe. Realistically, it would be a few hundred.

So…

He could rent out the space and charge by the hour.

“The more desperate a merchant is for publicity, the more they’ll want to use this magic tool. Nobles seeking to elevate their family name, mages interested in new magic, wealthy people curious to experience magic… anyone could be a customer.”

30,000 magic tools?

It seemed like a small number, but considering there was no distance limitation and they were spread worldwide, their effectiveness for publicity alone would be beyond imagination.

Moreover, being able to access information from other countries first meant he could acquire necessary goods in advance and profit from the difference.

He had bought the magic tool at a high price, but… it didn’t matter even if the mage released millions more and the price dropped. He was confident he would make more than enough profit in the meantime.

“To do that, I need to understand the demands and interests of the forum users.”

Fortunately, ‘minor forums’ were perfect for grasping users’ interests.

A space to discuss topics of interest…

Wasn’t this practically a platform handed to him for advertising and information gathering?

“Hmm? Real-Time Best? What’s this?”

And so, merchant Marcohoff began exploring the minor forums, and when he came to his senses…

“Haha! I made that person angry! I can control emotions! …Huh? What time is it?”

…He had stayed up all night.

And…

Aside from being possessed by the specter of internet communities…

“Mana Stones, I need to buy Mana Stones!”

Marcohoff was a merchant.

The demand for Mana Stones had decreased with the end of the message contest for the magic tool giveaway, and the price had crashed.

Now was the time to buy again.

Because from now on, the price of Mana Stones would only go up.



Tutankhamun Desert.

The ruins where the ancient emperor was sealed.

[Free Forum]

“Woo-hoo!!!”

The hero had successfully obtained a ‘Network Magic Tool.’

It wasn’t because he’d miraculously won the lottery… The mage had implemented a sort of regional quota system to diversify and stimulate the internet environment, and the hero, being in the barren Tutankhamun Desert, had been selected.

Wasn’t that rigging the odds?

Yes, it was.

There was no Fair Trade Commission in this world to fine me billions, so a little manipulation was fine.

“Wow! Forums! Wow! Music! Wow! People!”

The hero was happy.

After months of digging alone in the ancient king’s tomb, he could finally communicate with people properly.

[Free Forum]

[Title: Hello!!!]
[Author: Anonymous (333.123)]
Hello!
I’m the Hero!
Nice to meet you all!

The hero posted his message and waited.

…There was no response.

“Huh? Why is no one answering?! There are so many people on the forum!”

The hero posted again.

[Hello!]

Still no response.

[Hello! Is anyone there? Please leave a comment!]

This time, a comment appeared.

The hero checked it excitedly.


	
Buying Mana Stones unlimited. Find Marcohoff in the Imperial Capital.





“…It’s an ad.”

Disappointed, the hero posted again.

[What do you all do?]

Again.

[Where are you all? I’m in the Tutankhamun Desert!]

Again.

…

[Hey you fingerless morons what are you doing]


	
What moron



	
Why are you so angry



	
ㅗ (*TL Note: Korean equivalent of the middle finger.)



	
Searching for treasure in the Great Labyrinth



	
Let’s use kind and polite language





“Aha! Finally, comments!”

After several trials and errors, the hero figured out the kind of language that got the most comments in online communities.

The hero had awakened to the art of ‘trolling’.



[Real-Time Best Forum]

“Wow, it’s already a mess.”

Did human malice truly remain unchanged even in a different world?

I had just created online communities, and already all the familiar sights from the internet of my past life were appearing: widespread trolling, instigators, comment spammers…

Yes, this was the internet.

At least there were no ‘image spam attacks’ yet.

“Still, this is within my expected range.”

I had no intention of trying to create a ‘healthy internet culture’ by controlling users.

On the contrary, I wanted the internet to be an infinitely free space.

Of course, I would have to crack down on harmful actions like spamming that disrupted usage, but other than that, people could use the internet as freely as they liked.

“The music sharing platform is working properly too.”

Bards’ songs, musicians’ performances, even advertisements introducing products…

Various audio content was being uploaded and downloaded.

It was only audio for now, but I planned to expand it to a video sharing platform like YouTube in the future.

Internet communities and content creation and sharing platforms.

Weren’t these two the essence of internet culture?

“Then, I should encourage people myself, right?”



[“Hello friends! The mage is here again today. Are you using the Network Magic Tools I sent you? Those who didn’t receive one might be disappointed, but I’ll be holding events periodically to give away more Network Magic Tools, so don’t worry too much. Ah, and the Marcohoff Trading Company in the Empire is running a space where you can experience the ‘Network Magic Tool’ for a fee, so if you’re interested, check it out.”]

[“And I’ll be playing various music during the broadcasts from now on. The music can be downloaded and played on the ‘Music Sharing’ site of the Network Magic Tool, so if you have a magic tool and like the music, you can listen to it yourself.”]

[“Also, I’ve created an official ‘Mage Broadcast’ forum. Please recommend music you’d like me to play during the broadcast, or functions you’d like me to add.”]

[“And we’ll be starting a new segment on our broadcast, ‘Let’s Read the Best Posts.’ For those who can’t access the magic tool, I’ll be selecting and reading a few of the ‘Real-Time Best’ posts that have received many recommendations. From informative posts to funny humor and touching stories, there are all sorts of best posts, so look forward to it.”]

[“That’s all for the explanations, let’s start the broadcast.”]




  
    Chapter 12 : Terrible and horrifying
Demon Realm. Demon Monarch’s Castle.

The Demon Monarch’s office.

[Mage Broadcast Forum]
[(Song Recommendation) This is the song of the demonic songstress I favor the most.]
I am the Demon Monarch.
I have uploaded the song of the demonic songstress I favor most to the music site.
I grant permission for it to be played on the broadcast, so consider it an honor and spread this song throughout the world.

[Comments]
-Cringe
ㄴ What does cringe mean?
ㄴLike a loser

-If you’re the Demon Monarch, I’m the Hero
ㄴ I am the true Demon Monarch.

“You insolent wretches!”

Bang! The Demon Monarch slammed her fist on her desk and screamed as if having a seizure.

The demonic steward managing the Demon Monarch’s castle seemed to have gotten used to the Demon Monarch’s antics. He didn’t tremble in fear and run away or hide.

He simply placed documents on the desk carefully and tried to leave.

But…

“Hey! Steward!”
“Y-Yes!”

Unfortunately, the steward’s plan to quietly slip away failed with the Demon Monarch’s call.

The steward bowed his head, dripping with sweat.

The Demon Monarch clicked her tongue and ordered the steward,

“Go and recommend my post right now.”
“Pardon?”

“Connect to the Network Magic, I said.”
“Ah, yes!”

The steward hurriedly connected to the Network Magic Tool and went to the Demon Monarch’s post.

Then, tilting his head, he cautiously said,

“Um, well, it says I’ve already recommended this post.”
“Hmm?”

“It seems you can only recommend a post once per Network Magic Tool.”

In other words, because the Demon Monarch had ‘self-recommended’ her own post, the steward couldn’t recommend it.

It was the so-called ‘Who stole my recommendation?’ phenomenon.

(Self-recommendations were called self-recommendations because they were truly pathetic.)

“Then bring another magic tool and recommend it! No, order all the demons who can access the magic tools to recommend the post!”
“A-As you wish!”

The steward rushed out of the office.

The Demon Monarch clicked her tongue several times in displeasure, fiddling with the magic tool, when…

Suddenly, she realized something.

“Hmm, wait, no. In other words, I can recommend it multiple times as long as the magic tools are different, right?”

A truly horrific and terrifying plan to recommend her own post multiple times by changing IPs.

A wicked idea befitting the title of Demon Monarch, master of all demons, an idea that an ordinary person with a sense of shame couldn’t even fathom.

“I can just suppress my demonic energy with magic… and the magic tool’s operating range is 10 meters, so as long as I can get within that distance, I can recommend it, right? Besides, they said there’s a place in the Human Empire where you can experience the magic tools.”

A concrete plan began to form in the Demon Monarch’s mind.

“I can find the locations of the magic tools by spreading spirits and familiars… and there are even humans who have written their personal information on this ‘forum’ thing, so I can find them if I want to.”

And so…

“I must go to the Human Realm!”

The Demon Monarch awakened to the world’s first ‘recommendation manipulation’.



At the same time the Demon Monarch was plotting her terrible and terrifying crime…

“The Great War…”

The Saint was searching for information about the Great War in the academy library.

It sounded crazy, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that the ‘unknown Archmage’, who introduced himself as Calvin, was the same person as the hero of the Great War.

Actually, it wasn’t so much a feeling as a premonition.

The Saint was the closest being to God.

Even though she hadn’t received any revelations, the divine wisdom that accompanied her sometimes gave her a strange sense of certainty.

And…

“I found it…!”

The Saint finally found information about ‘Hero Calvin.’

Much of the records of the Great War had been lost, but the academy library was a treasure trove of knowledge, housing books from all over the world.

An ancient tome about the Great War, so old it looked like it would crumble at any moment.

The Saint carefully opened it.

“Hero Calvin… an Archmage from Sanskrit…”

The great hero Calvin was a powerful Archmage.

It was said that he could use all magic without chanting and could fight on par with the Magic Tower alone. Several commanders’ accounts stated that humanity won the Great War thanks to Calvin.

A living embodiment of magic. An Archmage beyond Archmages.

And…

On the last page of the ancient book about Calvin…

There was a drawing depicting him.

“…As I thought, it’s him.”

The drawing depicted…

A man who looked exactly like the male student who slept in the academy—but a little older and more mature.



“Calvin-nim.”
“Yawn… Hmm? Oh, Rene.”

For some reason, the Saint had started seeking me out during lunch break ever since we ate together last time.

It made me a bit uncomfortable because it attracted the attention of the surrounding students. Perception Interference only lowered my presence, it didn’t distort people’s ability to recognize me.

When I was with someone with such a strong presence as the Saint, my own presence became stronger as well.

I answered a little curtly, and perhaps sensing that, Rene apologetically bowed her head.

“I’m sorry to bother you.”
“No, it’s not a bother… Relax. Just relax.”

“Hee hee. Thank you.”
“…”

Seeming to have gotten the response she wanted, the Saint smiled brightly at me.

Then, she extended her right hand and winked.

“Shall we go to the dining hall together today?”
“…I’m going to the dining hall, but I don’t want to be escorted.”

“Hee hee.”

I stood up without taking her hand.

The Saint looked down at her own hand, her eyes drooping slightly as if disappointed.

She was like a puppy eager for a walk.

“Don’t a lot of other students ask you to eat with them?”
“They’re all intimidated by me.”

“Ah, right. Because you’re the Saint.”

Because of my memories of my past life, I didn’t care about gods or demons, but the people of this world were different.

This was a world where holy power actually existed.

It was natural for them to fear divine wrath for acting irreverently.

“By the way, don’t you have any other attendants? For someone like the Saint, I’d expect the Church to send maids or knights to protect you.”
“The academy is safe. And relying on maids isn’t good if I want to remain pure and humble, so as not to disgrace God.”

“I see.”
“And… even if something dangerous happens, Calvin-nim will protect me, right?”

“…Me?”
“Hee hee.”

“Ah, right. Well, I’ll help if I can.”

But what good would it do her to be protected by me?

I was just an academy student. Of course, the reality was a bit different, but at least at the academy, I was just a sleepy student.

Relying on me wouldn’t be much help.

Perhaps because she was the Saint, she seemed to trust people easily.

“Thank you, Calvin-nim.”
“It’s nothing. We’re friends.”

“Friends… Hee hee.”



Jealousy and admiration often went hand in hand.

It was the same at the academy.

“That trash who’s always sleeping, dares to cling to the Saint?”

Most of the academy students admired the Saint.

And some students felt a sense of vicarious closeness to her. ‘Who am I? A student at the academy the Saint attends,’ they would boast, entrusting themselves to the Saint’s authority and believing they were worthy of her.

Louis, the second son of Count Narhen, was one such fan of the Saint.

Of course, the Saint didn’t know Louis’s name, or what the Narhen family was, or even of Louis Narhen’s existence. Even if she knew, she wouldn’t have cared.

But that wasn’t important.

What was important was that some trash, inferior to him, was receiving undue favor.

It was the so-called ‘I’m better than that guy, aren’t I?’ feeling.

In short, jealousy.

“Sigh, well. I guess even I have to ‘educate’ that lowly fellow… Once I give him a good beating, he’ll understand his place. Keh heh.”

And…

Louis was petty enough to take out his jealousy on others.

He intended to teach the parasite clinging to the Saint a lesson.

He planned to drag him to a back alley and beat him up. That should be enough for him to understand his place.

So…

After classes ended, he tried to secretly follow the ‘lowly fellow’, but…

“Sigh. So there are people in this world who commit such unpleasant acts.”
“…Saint?”

For some reason, the Saint had overheard his plan.

“But, you’re right. Calvin-nim said that students are immature and make mistakes. So, confess your sin. God will forgive you.”
“I-It’s a misunderstanding. I was only trying to protect you from that trash…”

He didn’t know how she’d found out, but Louis could only offer excuses while sweating profusely.

No, they weren’t even excuses. To Louis, it was all true. Calvin was trash, and he was acting to protect the Saint…

Yes, it was all that trash’s fault.

“…You’re not repentant until the very end.”
“You’ve been deceived by that trash—!”

“Sigh… Knight. If you please.”

The moment the Saint looked down at Louis with cold eyes…

A knight in shining white armor appeared out of nowhere. An elite knight of the Relief Knights, dispatched from the Holy Nation solely to protect the Saint.

He grabbed Louis by the shoulder.

Louis struggled to break free, but a mere academy student couldn’t possibly escape the grip of an elite knight protecting the Saint.

“You said ‘educate,’ right? Knight, please ‘educate’ this gentleman. Make him a true believer, befitting God’s will. Ah, and keep this a secret from the Archbishop.”
“Yes, Your Holiness.”

The elite knight of the Relief Knights, who only followed the Saint’s orders, nodded.

One of the Relief Knights’ main duties was eliminating heretics. Their second duty was torturing heretics.

‘Educating’ foolish heretics into true believers was the knight’s specialty.

“Honestly, who needs to learn their place…”

The Saint sighed as she watched Louis being dragged away by the knight.

And…

[“Hello, everyone. The mage is here!”]

“Ah, you started a bit early today. Hee hee.”

With that familiar voice echoing in her ears…

The existence of the man named Louis completely vanished from the Saint’s memory.




  
    Chapter 13 : Marcohoff’s Targets
The Empire.

Gratz, a city known as the capital of culture and arts.

On the streets of Gratz, bards, songstresses, and musicians could be seen performing.

It was a romantic scene that would captivate any tourist…

“Sister… I’m hungry…”
“I’m hungry too, so be quiet…”

…But in reality, most of these artists were struggling to even afford a single meal a day.

The only ways for artists to earn money were through patronage from nobles or begging for a few coins during street performances. While those who had learned classical music might be in demand for performances or in churches, most bards were nothing more than homeless beggars without a roof over their heads.

Their instruments were crude string or percussion instruments they made themselves.

A street bard’s greatest instrument was their voice, but even that could only attract the attention of a few people. Those with good tone and vocalization might become songstresses in taverns, but they couldn’t command a space with their voice like opera singers.

A voice that could only reach a small area… at most, a 20-foot radius. That was the limit of a street bard who couldn’t even eat properly.

“Sigh… Let’s sing.”
“I’m too hungry to sing…”

“You’ll manage. We need to attract attention to buy even a piece of bread.”
“Bread…!”

Mint and Vanilla, sisters living in Gratz, were two such songstresses.

Beggars who scraped by, receiving coins from tourists in Gratz.

That day, like any other day, they were singing.

[“Hello, everyone. The mage is here!”]

“Ah! The mage’s broadcast is starting!”

As the broadcast began, Gratz, which had been filled with the songs of bards, suddenly fell silent.

They knew no one would pay attention to their songs now.

“Hee hee, I love the mage’s voice.”

Mint, the younger sister with sensitive hearing, smiled brightly and listened to the broadcast.

Vanilla also sat down on the ground, closed her eyes, and focused on the voice. Stories from various people, news from the other side of the continent, useful but mostly useless trivia…

Whenever Vanilla listened to this mage’s broadcast, she felt herself becoming incredibly small.

She didn’t know why. Perhaps she was envious because her own voice couldn’t even stop a single passerby, while this mage’s voice had the power to silence Gratz.

A few stories and the mage’s jokes passed by, and then…

[“Thank you for the story. The next song is ‘Under the Sea-Colored Sky,’ uploaded by ‘Mint and Vanilla’ from Gratz in the Empire. It’s a song about a girl who has never seen the sea, imagining a sky-blue ocean.”]

“Huh?”

A familiar name and a familiar song title reached her ears.

The song she and her sister had written. It was playing on the mage’s broadcast.

And Vanilla had never uploaded this song to the Network Magic…

“Mint… Did you upload it?”
“Yup!”

The culprit could only be her sister, Mint.

“How?”
“I suddenly got connected on the street the other day! One of the tourists must have had a magic tool. So I quickly uploaded it!”

“I see…”

It was indeed something her energetic and passionate sister would do.

[♬ Ah! I see waves dancing like a flock of white birds! ♬]

Hearing her own song with her own ears felt strange.

It was different from the voice she knew. It was strange and mysterious. Her ears tickled, and her face felt flushed.

And…

It was also amazing.

The silenced Gratz, all the artists on this street, were listening to her song.

It was so amazing… she couldn’t bring herself to look up.

[♬ The sand grains scatter like sunlight, the wind is salty like pearls ♬]

“Hee hee, those are my lyrics!”

The song they created together, the lyrics they wrote together.

It was said that they had a siren among their ancestors. A monster who lured sailors with her song in the sea and then devoured them.

Mint and Vanilla, having never seen the sea, could only imagine the scenery from their mother’s stories.

White waves resembling flocks of birds, sand grains scattering like sunlight, the sea blue like the sky…

The sea in their imagination was an inverted sky. Because their mother always likened the sea to the sky.

“…I wish I were a siren.”

Vanilla sometimes dreamt of becoming a siren.

How grand and magnificent would a song echoing over a stormy sea be?

How beautiful and alluring would a song that captivated and consumed sailors be?

These were all talents Vanilla didn’t possess.

The range of Vanilla’s song that could touch hearts was 20 feet. A fleeting song, like bubbles that dispersed after six steps.

[♬ Like a white bird, like that cloud ♬]
[♬ Under the sea-colored sky… ♬]

And the song ended.

Mint, who had been delighted, let out a sigh of regret, but even that sigh was soon drowned out by the mage’s voice.

[“Wasn’t that a great song? If you have any other good songs, please upload them to the Music Sharing site. Ah, ‘Mint and Vanilla’ perform on the streets of Gratz, so if you liked their song, you can go and listen to them in person. Gratz is known as the capital of culture and arts, right? Then the next story…”]

The mage moved on to the next story as if nothing had happened.

No, nothing had happened. Only Mint and Vanilla were left dazed, as if they had just woken from a daydream.

And…

The next day…

“You must be the Mint and Vanilla sisters, right?”
“Y-Yes? Who…”

“I am Marcohoff, the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company.”
“Yes?”

“I have a proposition for you.”
“What kind of…”

“I will provide you with enough gold to live comfortably in the capital for the rest of your lives, and a space where you can use the Network Magic Tool. Please become songstresses for our Marcohoff Trading Company.”

The two sisters’ lives changed.



Listening to the song on the mage’s broadcast, Marcohoff, the merchant of the Empire, was deeply moved.

“…This… this is money.”

Art was the exclusive domain of the wealthy. Because if you weren’t wealthy, you couldn’t learn it in the first place.

High-quality paints were more expensive than the same weight in gold, it took a craftsman a year to make a single keyboard instrument, and to become an opera singer, you needed vocal training from a young age.

The poor artists of Gratz? Most of them were closer to begging paupers than artists.

Songs and paintings were merely tools for begging. They would never truly stand on a stage or display their art in a gallery.

That is, until now.

“…”

As the mage distributed more magic tools as gifts, more people would connect to the network.

Currently, there were only tens of thousands of users at most… but as the number of users increased, so would the number of people listening to music on the ‘Music Sharing site.’

Great artists who drew thousands of spectators a day?

Through this ‘Network Magic Tool’, they could make their voices and names known to tens or hundreds of thousands of people a day. What the mage was doing now, users of the ‘Network Magic Tool’ would soon be doing themselves.

That was the future this unknown Archmage envisioned.

The mage had said from the beginning that their goal was to connect the entire world with magic, and these magic tools were distributed for that purpose.

“The age of the network…”

And…

If such an age arrived…

If he could monopolize the ‘market’ of this Music Sharing site from the beginning of the network era…

How much money could he make?

“Haha…”

The fact that music could be listened to for free on the Music Sharing site wasn’t important. Artists didn’t make money from ticket sales, they made money from their name value.

The pride of nobles who sponsored artists for fame, the extravagance of the wealthy who invited artists to parties to flaunt their wealth, these were the real money-makers. Marcohoff, as a merchant, knew this very well.

And…

In Marcohoff’s judgment…

Now was the ‘bottom’, the cheapest time to monopolize this market.

“I must go to Gratz right now and bring these ‘Mint and Vanilla’ songstresses—no, I must go and escort them myself.”

Songstresses whose names were known on the ‘Mage’s Broadcast.’

He had to find them before other merchants realized their value.



[“I’ll be sending magic tools as gifts to 20,000 randomly selected listeners who sent in stories today. Then, have a good night everyone, and sleep well.”]

“Master, you’ve worked hard. Here’s some water.”
“Ah, Sylvie. Thanks.”

Reading even a few stories like this was surprisingly tiring.

I drank the water Sylvie brought me and sent out more magic tools across the world. Replacing skills with magic was going smoothly, and at this rate, I should be able to distribute a million magic tools within a year.

‘The internet boom is coming!’

My goal was singular.

To connect the entire world to the internet.

‘A world without internet is too boring…!’

This reincarnator, who had lived in a fantasy world for hundreds of years…

…Craved the dopamine rush of the internet.




  
    Chapter 14 : Brave
Tutankhamun Desert.

The red sand desert.

“Hoho, so this is it. The Tutankhamun Desert.”

The Demon Monarch arrived at the Tutankhamun Desert, not for ‘recommendation manipulation’… but for revenge.

It was because ‘AloneisSad,’ the bane of her existence, had mentioned their location as the Tutankhamun Desert several times on the broadcast. They’d said they were trapped in ruins buried beneath this red sand.

She wasn’t sure if it was true, but it was worth checking out.

“That insolent wretch. I will make them pay.”

That’s right.

The Demon Monarch… had teleported to the desert alone for a ‘face-to-face’!

The world’s first face-to-face confrontation.

And if it came to pass, it would be a legendary match: Demon Monarch VS Hero.

“The ancient king’s tomb… Hmm, I don’t see anything special.”

However, there were no visible ruins in the desert.

It was natural, since they were buried in sand.

The Demon Monarch pondered for a moment, then nodded as she recalled something.

“They said they fell in while being swept away by a sand pit. Then I just need to find the sand pit.”

The Demon Monarch dispatched her familiars and soon discovered an area in the center of the red sand desert where giant sand whirlpools swirled.

It looked like it was screaming ‘Something is hidden here!’

Ironically, it was a landscape that seemed to hide nothing.

Of course, most people would die the moment they were caught in the whirlpools, so there was no need to hide anything in the first place.

“Hmm… I should send a familiar first.”

She was the Demon Monarch.

She wouldn’t be crushed by sand just from being swept into a sand whirlpool.

After finding the entrance by throwing a few familiars into the whirlpool, the Demon Monarch protected herself with magic and jumped inside.

And…

“Hoho… Is this the ancient king’s tomb? What a fascinating place.”

She arrived at a tomb that clearly looked like ruins.

And so…

“I sense a presence… over there.”

…The fateful encounter between the Demon Monarch and the Hero finally took place.



The Hero was hungry.

No, he was hungry, thirsty, lonely, hot, desolate, tired, frustrated, and sad.

He just kept digging, wielding his holy sword like a shovel, relying on the mage’s voice that came from somewhere.

If he kept digging, he would eventually get out.

“Hee hee! I feel like I’m almost there! I’ll be able to see the sunlight soon, right?”

The hero, who had been diligently digging, sat down on the ground to rest, talking to himself.

Based on his senses, he felt that if he dug about halfway more, he would reach the surface. One could think, ‘I’ve only dug half,’ but the hero was an optimist who thought, ‘I’ve already dug half the tunnel.’

And…

While he was resting…

“Uh, huh?”

The hero’s holy sword began to glow, reacting to something.

“You sense demonic energy?”

Demonic energy. The life source of demons.

A sinister energy that was highly toxic to humans and corrupted beasts, turning them into monsters.

For some reason, the holy sword was whispering that it sensed demonic energy nearby.

“I don’t feel anything! Ah, are they sealing their demonic energy with magic? Then they must be a good demon!”

The hero spoke to the holy sword.

It might have looked like he was talking to himself like a madman, but the hero could understand what the holy sword was saying.

Because he was the hero.

He had the ability to hear the sword’s voice.

“You say they’re getting closer? Ah, are they coming to rescue me?! Maybe it’s the Mage-nim…! Come to think of it, there’s no guarantee they’re human.”

And a moment later…

He heard someone muttering from beyond the tunnel.

“Oh… I can connect to the Network Magic Tool. First, I’ll recommend my post…”
“Is anyone there?!”

What appeared from beyond the tunnel was a demon with pale skin and curved horns.

The demon, who had been muttering while using the Network Magic Tool, nodded in satisfaction and deactivated it.

Then, the demon approached the hero and looked down at him.

“Are you the insolent human who uses the nickname ‘AloneisSad’?”
“Yes! Are you the Mage-nim?!”

“No, I am not such an insignificant being.”
“Huh?”

“I am the Demon Monarch. Lord of all demons, ruler of the Demon Realm, commander of seventy-two legions—”
“Ah! Evil Demon Monarch!”

“Hmm?”
“The evil Demon Monarch who stole my sandwich!”

“What are you…”

The hero interrupted the Demon Monarch, shouting and raising his holy sword.

White light, the radiance of holy power, emanated from the holy sword.

“That’s… a holy sword? Are you really the Hero?”
“This is all your fault! Me being trapped here, my sandwich disappearing, all of it!”

“I don’t understand what you’re saying. More importantly, about those insolent remarks you made to me using the Megaphone—”
“Apologize!”

“Yes, apologize… Hmm?”

At that moment…

The Demon Monarch realized.

‘Oh, he’s insane.’

That this Hero was crazy.

A crazy hero. How pathetic for someone wielding a holy sword.

She couldn’t hold a lunatic accountable for their insane remarks.

She couldn’t kill someone just because they were spouting nonsense. At least, the Demon Monarch wasn’t that brutal of a tyrant.

“…Very well, I shall forgive your rudeness. Just don’t insult me again—”
“Evil Demon Monarch! Ugly! Old hag!”

“I’ll kill you.”

The Demon Monarch changed her mind.

She would kill the hero right here and now and steal their Network Magic Tool. That way, she could recommend her posts twice, which would be a profit.

There was no reason to keep the hero alive after such an insult to the Demon Monarch.

So, the Demon Monarch activated her magic.

The hero also channeled mana into their holy sword.

The small cave trembled as if an earthquake had struck.

[Warning!]

Suddenly, a translucent message window appeared before them both.

[Hostile actions between Network Magic Tool users have been detected.]
[Acts such as looting, robbing, or stealing the said magic tool are strictly prohibited by the terms of service.]

[Therefore, in accordance with Article 121 of the terms of service, the functions of the said magic tool will be suspended.]

“Hmm? There was such a function. They did implement some safety measures.”
“Huh? W-Wait! I just drew my sword! I wasn’t going to fight! That evil Demon Monarch used magic first! N-Network Magic Tool access! Forum! Music Sharing!”

The magic tool’s functions were suspended.

The hero trembled and started shouting the magic tool’s commands. Their frantic appearance even startled the Demon Monarch.

And…

“N-No! It’s not working! Ah, aahh, sob, sob…”

The hero collapsed to the ground and started bawling.

Tossing even his holy sword aside.

Crying his heart out.

The Demon Monarch was taken aback by the hero’s sudden emotional shift.

“Uh, hmm? H-Hero? A-Are you alright?”
“Waaah… Why are you doing this to me… I’m always being chased by monsters, I’m alone, I’m trapped in strange places… Evil Demon Monarch… Hiccup… This… this was all I had…”

The Demon Monarch, staring blankly at the hero, felt like a villain who had stolen a child’s toy.

Well, she was a villain who had done just that.

Chosen as a hero from a young age, the hero roamed battlefields with only a sword. Because of his destiny, he was constantly caught in various crises, and while other children his age slept soundly under a roof, the hero sliced open monsters’ bellies with his holy sword.

Most of the hero’s knowledge came from reading books in the libraries of ruined cities and villages.

Naturally, one couldn’t expect such a hero to be mentally mature.

There were no adults around to teach the hero how to be an ‘adult’.

So…

“This… this was all I had… Sob…”

…The mage’s voice was all the hero had to learn about people. Even though it was a mostly one-sided exchange, such ‘continuous interaction’ was a first for the hero.

But…

The Demon Monarch had broken the gift the mage had given them.

“Ugh…”
“Um, well, I didn’t mean any harm. It was just because you insulted me, no, um…”

And so…

The Demon Monarch, flustered by the hero crying their heart out…

Finally…

“I’m sorry…”

…Bowed her head to the hero.

The ‘Demon Monarch’ bowed her head to a human.

“I’ll bring you one of my subordinates’ magic tools… so, um, calm down…”
“No… Waaah…”

The Demon Monarch offered the best compromise she could, but…

The hero shook their head and continued to cry.

“What do you mean ‘no’?”
“Magic tool… the magic tool I received… no…”

“Well, that magic tool’s functions are suspended, so that’s only natural. You can still access the Network Magic with a different one—”
“Waaah…!”

The hero’s ‘Not mine!’ attack made the Demon Monarch dizzy.

It was difficult for the Demon Monarch, who had lived in the Demon Realm for hundreds of years, to understand a child’s sensitivity.

So…

“This is driving me crazy.”

The Demon Monarch decided to just run away.

“T-Then I’ll send you out of this tunnel, so forgive me.”

The Demon Monarch teleported the hero to the desert surface with spatial magic.

And immediately fled back to the Demon Realm.



[System Log]
[The Tutankhamun Desert (333.123) magic tool has been locked.]

“Hmm? What’s this?”

Checking the system logs, it seemed there had been hostile actions between magic tool users.

“I should unlock it.”



[Reactivating the magic tool.]

“Ahh! My magic tool is working again!”

The hero was happy.




  
    Chapter 15 : The unknown Archmage retires
A flood of Mana Stones from the broadcasts, elf slaves brought by Sylvie, the power of demons, and the skills of the system.

I had so many resources at my disposal, yet progress was sluggish.

No matter how many brains I could use, in the end, it was just me utilizing those resources.

“Tsk, at this rate, technological development will be too slow.”

Objectively, the development speed was quite fast. The ‘internet project,’ which had been stagnant for hundreds of years, had seen visible progress in just the last few months.

But it still wasn’t enough.

I wanted faster development, more accelerated progress, more radical innovation.

“I need a development environment that other mages can access.”

The current problem was that I was the only ‘developer’. It was absurdly inefficient.

The vast Soul Stream network, the magic tools that could access it, the demons that acted as near-infinite storage devices… If more mages could utilize these, wouldn’t a tremendous amount of content be generated exponentially?

“The problem is, I’m the only mage in the world capable of magic at this level…”

Ultimately, this too was a problem that could be solved by developing new magic.

My current method was like coding a program in assembly language… no, machine language that a computer could directly understand. Since human brains weren’t CPUs, most people couldn’t perform or even comprehend this task. It would just look like a bunch of 0s and 1s.

They could learn it, but it was too inefficient.

That’s why high-level languages were used, languages that translated into human-readable code… like Python or C.

What I wanted to create was such an intermediary ‘magic language.’

“…But I have to develop that too.”

I felt a bit dizzy, but it was unavoidable for the sake of more content.

If I wanted to make games later, I would need it eventually anyway. Create a programming language, a physics engine, and naturally, the profession of game developer would emerge.

All for my rich and fulfilling internet life.



[“Hello, friends. The mage… cough, the mage is here. I’m a bit tired today… Anyway, I’ll quickly announce a few updates and then we’ll begin.”]

[“First, you can now send videos through the broadcast. Ta-da, can you see my hand? You weren’t surprised by the sudden video, were you? Please understand that I can’t show my face for privacy reasons. I’ll turn on the hand cam occasionally when there are important announcements. Once we’ve gathered enough data on video transmission and it’s stabilized, I’ll make it possible to upload videos through the ‘Network Magic Tool’ as well, so please look forward to it.”]

[“Second, I’ve added a ‘programming’ function. Simply put, it’s a function that allows you to create your own custom magic—programs—and add them to the magic tool. The programs you create can be shared through the ‘Custom Program Forum,’ so everyone, show off your skills and creativity. The instructions for using the programming function are in the forum’s announcements, so anyone who wants to learn can learn it, even if they’re not a mage.”]

[“Third, ‘Mana Stone trading’ is now possible through the Network Magic Tool. I’ll be adding some functions to the existing features accordingly. For example, selling the custom programs you create for Mana Stones, or making it so that only members who pay a Mana Stone subscription can listen to music uploaded to the ‘Music Sharing site’… If you create content that many people enjoy, you can make money from it, right? Conversely, you could release music or programs for free to build recognition and then have people pay Mana Stones for additional content. It’s up to your individual preferences and vision.”]

[“Finally, ‘Magic Tool Range Adjustment’ and ‘User Restriction’ are now possible. The primary user of the magic tool… that is, the owner, can reduce the range of the magic tool from the existing 10-meter radius or specify that certain people cannot use the magic tool even within the range. Conversely, you can also set it so that only designated people can use the magic tool. You can also adjust the access time and available functions, so please use them as needed. But with this, those who don’t have magic tools might feel left out, right? So, today, I’m giving away an additional 100,000 magic tools as gifts. I’ll be giving away magic tools as gifts every broadcast, so there’s no need to be too competitive to get one today.”]

[“That’s all for the announcements. Now I’ll read today’s stories.”]

…

[“Then everyone, good night. …Ugh, I’m so tired I could die… My head is pounding… I’ve been making magic in the Model Garden for a week now… Huh? Sylvie, what’s wrong—huh? The broadcast is still on? Oh, it is.”]



“Um, Calvin-nim.”
“Hmm? Rene. What is it?”

“W-Well, are you tired, or do you feel unwell?”
“Hmm? I’m fine.”

“If you’re not feeling well, I can heal you with my holy power anytime, so please come find me…”
“Thanks for the thought.”



“Sister Vanilla! The Mage-nim is sick!”
“Y-You’re right! Mint, w-what should we do?!”

“If we sing a song to cheer him up and upload it, wouldn’t he feel better?! Mom always said she felt energized when she listened to our songs!”
“Ah! Let’s do that!”



“Steward.”
“Yes.”

“Call my physician immediately.”
“Pardon?! Are you feeling unwell…”

“I am perfectly fine. But that rude human mage said they had a headache, so I’m thinking of writing a recipe for a special medicine for headaches and posting it on the Mage Broadcast forum. It will be much more effective than human medicine.”
“Ah, I understand!”



“Hmph, Mage-nim can’t be sick…! But where am I?! Huh? What’s that, Holy Sword? The evil god who wants to destroy the world is about to be resurrected…? I have to stop them? But I’m scared… Fine, fine! I’ll go!”



After the mage’s broadcast…

A few months passed, and the world changed drastically once again.

[Video Sharing Site]

First, the video sharing function was opened, allowing users to upload videos.

The Marcohoff Trading Company uploaded videos of various songstresses singing, raising their value and selling their music on the Music Sharing site. They even developed the evil business model of ‘1-minute free listening’.

[Custom Program Forum]

[Paint.exe]
[A program that lets you draw simple pictures using the magic tool. The free version allows a maximum of 3 layers.]

Numerous programs for the magic tool were developed.

From basic functions like Paint, Notepad, and Calculator…

To spreadsheets (Excel), video editors, vocal synthesizers (Vocaloid), music composition programs, and games like Tetris.

Countless programs for the magic tool were developed…

…And a massive number of magic tools were distributed worldwide.

“Demon Monarch, here are the blueprints for the new palace.”
“Hmm, a palace befitting my majesty. I approve the construction.”

And the demons became wealthy.

As Mana Stones became the world’s standard currency, the demons’ ability to ‘Manafy’ surrounding minerals turned them into geese that laid golden eggs.

Originally, interaction between the Demon Realm and the Human Realm was impossible due to the overflowing ‘Demonic Energy,’ but with the addition of the ‘internet delivery’ function to the magic tool, goods could be delivered anywhere in the world for a small fee.

Thus, the Demon Monarch became the ruler of the world’s reserve currency.

“Ah! My post made it to the Best Posts again! Hee hee.”

The hero was still alone.

The Hero’s ‘Destiny’ led him on a path to save the world, but that path was lonely and painful. Only the holy sword, which guided the hero towards evil, lit the way. A journey without companions, without anyone to acknowledge them.

The hero had already saved the world from destruction thirteen times.

Normally, he would have collapsed from exhaustion (mental) after preventing such a disaster, but…

“Today, Mage-nim will read my post, right?”

Thanks to the magic tool, the hero could alleviate their loneliness.

“Hee hee. Most of the Real-Time Best posts are stupid, so they’ll definitely read my post! Mage-nim is God, and I am invincible!”

…Of course, there was the minor problem of being socialized by the internet.

The hero’s sense of ethics was slightly warped, having learned conversation from online comments, s*x education from internet novels, and common sense from dubious online videos.

But that was a minor issue. The holy sword made the judgments anyway.

The development of the internet changed the lives of many others as well. A certain vampire became a Vocaloid producer, and the Imperial Magic Tower became filled with skilled programmers who were also security experts.

And…

[“One last announcement. Real-time streaming is now possible through the magic tool.”]

[“This means I no longer need to use communication magic to directly transmit to everyone’s minds! Everyone can now create, broadcast, and watch their own broadcasts.”]

[“From now on, I’ll only use this communication magic for truly important announcements.”]

[“So.”]

[“This broadcast ends today.”]

[“Then, everyone.”]

[“Good night.”]

“…Huh?”
“What?”
“Eh?”

The mage…

…Had suddenly announced their retirement.



Having finally achieved all my planned goals, I…

…Felt relieved.

I no longer had to struggle with developing magic or read stories posted on the forum and organize requests.

The rest would be handled by competent programmers and capitalism.

“Ahh! This is the life! I knew I needed the internet!”

I lay in bed, playing games, listening to idol music from the Marcohoff Entertainment Agency, and eating snacks ordered through internet delivery.

The life I dreamt of.

Finally…

…I could live the life of a shut-in, spending all my time on the internet!



The world was in an uproar after the mage disappeared.

The great Archmage who spread ‘Network Magic’ throughout the world. The father of the internet, the god of the new world, the muse of all songstresses, the one who brought wealth to the demons of the barren Demon Realm and the opportunity of ‘programming’ to the poor.

Everyone began searching the world for the unknown Archmage.

And…

“Calvin? Was there such a student at our academy?”
“…”

Besides the elves in the mansion…

…There was one girl who knew the mage’s true identity.




  
    Chapter 16 : King of the world
If there was a technology that best suited the term “boon of civilization,” it would be the internet.

The internet enriched lives. It allowed people to consume, create, and share countless forms of content from the comfort of their own homes with just a finger. Modern people watched OTT programs at home, posted on online communities, ordered goods through online shopping, played games, and worked remotely.

Of course, there were downsides, but one thing was certain: modern people couldn’t go back to a ‘time without the internet.’

And…

Hundreds of years ago…

I fell into this other world without the internet. Suddenly, without any warning, unilaterally.

‘I almost went crazy back then.’

Of course, the absence of the internet wouldn’t kill someone immediately. Humans were adaptable creatures, and there were plenty of things to enjoy even without the internet. Learning magic, acquiring skills and growing stronger, becoming a hero on the battlefield… it was all enjoyable.

Not only that, but I achieved fame, accomplishments, and power that an ordinary person couldn’t attain even in the 30th century, let alone the 21st. I was called by many names: war hero, mercenary king, Archmage, companion of the hero, founder of the academy…

I enjoyed everything a person could possibly enjoy.

But…

Despite all this glory…

No, rather, because I enjoyed all this glory…

Because I had reached the highest position possible…

‘I realized that life was desperately lacking in content.’

My craving for the internet intensified. I needed the endless stream of constantly generated content.

Otherwise, I felt like I would die of boredom.

Boredom was poison. A poison that killed long-lived beings. That’s why dragons spent their lives sleeping, and vampires spent their time holding endless parties in the dark.

And so…

This otherworldly transmigrator decided to create the internet.

The process was extremely difficult, but…

Finally, I succeeded.

“Oh, lots of video content is being uploaded already. It’s a bit inconvenient to watch, so I should add some simple algorithm functions.”

I lay in bed at the mansion, watching videos.

The most popular videos recently were online lectures. It seemed that since educational opportunities in this world were limited, more commoners were trying to educate their children through the magic tools. Thanks to this, the illiteracy rate had decreased, and more people could do basic arithmetic and accounting.

The most popular video was a coding lecture uploaded by the Imperial Court Magic Tower titled, “You Can Do It Too! Magic Coding Lessons from the Head of the Imperial Court Mages!”

I watched a few animal videos and then ordered potato chips online.

A basket of potato chips popped out of thin air, and I munched on them while still lying in bed. It was an incredibly lazy and inconsiderate act, scattering potato chip crumbs on the bed, but…

“The internet is god, and the unemployed are invincible.”

It was fine. I was invincible, after all.

As I was diligently enjoying my unemployed life, Sylvie entered the room.

“Master, may I go to the commercial district for a while?”
“Hmm? Have we run out of ingredients already?”

“Yes. With the increase in the number of elves, we need more salad ingredients.”
“I’ll give you Mana Stones, so just order them online.”

“To buy fresh, high-quality vegetables, it’s best to see them with your own eyes at the commercial district.”
“Well, that’s true. Then use the warp gate.”

“Yes.”

The elves took care of the housework, money automatically flowed in from internet transaction fees, and I just lay in bed, enjoying endless content.

This…

…Was the life!



The Saint was confused.

The academy student ‘Calvin’ had literally vanished. She couldn’t find him in any records, and he didn’t even exist in the memories of other students or professors.

She felt like she was sinking in quicksand.

‘God, where is he?’

The Saint prayed. Clasping her hands, closing her eyes, desperately.

As always, there was no answer.

It wasn’t God who always gave her answers, but that ‘mage’. When she was confined to the church, when she was attacked by a demon, when she was in trouble at the academy… Always, everywhere, only the mage’s voice was truly just and benevolent, providing everything.

So, if ‘God’ was a being who guided the lost…

…That mage was her God.

‘…This won’t do.’

Even when she prayed, she couldn’t hear God’s voice. The mage who always answered her was gone.

So now…

‘I’ll find him myself.’

It was time for her to find him herself.

She didn’t know what to say, or why she wanted to find him so much, or if she even had anything to ask.

But she knew one thing. Questions alone wouldn’t solve anything. Sometimes, you had to move and see with your own eyes to understand.

The mage had taught her that.

“Hero Calvin…”

The only clue she had was his name.

And his old exploits recorded in history books.

That alone wouldn’t be enough to find him, but…

‘He said that all the souls in the world were connected to the internet.’

In this world…

There were…

Long-lived races with near-eternal lifespans.

So they too must be connected.

[Searching for Hero Calvin of the Great War.]

To this magic called the ‘internet.’



The last vampire. The progenitor Kinnikos.

The words ‘progenitor’ and ‘last’ didn’t go well together, but Kinnikos was indeed the last surviving vampire. A Sky Whale had fallen onto the vampire’s fortress while sleep-flying, tearing apart the veil of darkness that protected it.

The never-ending parties, the servants who attended to her, were all gone.

No more loud party music could be heard outside the castle, and inside, all she could do was lie in her coffin and sleep.

And so, the progenitor Kinnikos was left alone in this world.

And…

[“Hello, friends! It’s the Mage!”]

It was a mage who saved her from her solitude.

The mage played music, told stories of various people, and introduced different cultures and issues from various countries. They reassured her, left alone, that she ‘wasn’t alone in the world.’

Since then, the mage had bestowed countless blessings.

Now, Kinnikos could communicate with others through the internet, enjoy loud music, and command countless servants who praised her.

[Lilith Original – Vampire’s Servant]

When she uploaded the music she created using a vocal synthesizer to the internet, countless comments praising her poured in.

Although her old servants were all dead…

The various party music they had created together remained in her memory.

Alice, Lilith, Nymphi, Aurel…

Receiving praise in the names of her old servants, Kinnikos felt both satisfaction and emptiness.

“…”

In the end, she was alone. There were no servants, no family, no one left to share her old memories with.

The fortress was still like a deserted island.

Silence, still like a coffin holding a corpse.

It made her feel infinitely empty.

“What’s the point of all this…”

Even the mage’s voice, which had lifted her spirits, was gone now.

No one remembered her.

Even if she disappeared, the world wouldn’t change.

Kinnikos quietly lay down in her coffin.

And, unable to sleep, she browsed the internet.

She searched for reactions to the song she uploaded, searched for the names of her old friends, pointlessly.

And…

[Searching for Hero Calvin of the Great War.]

“…Huh? Is that… the Calvin I know?”

She found the name of her old friend…

…Now a distant memory.



The Demon Monarch was displeased.

The Demon Realm was becoming richer every day as Mana Stones became the world’s reserve currency, demons were living more comfortably than ever, and the Demon Monarch herself was being praised more than ever, but…

All of this was due to the accomplishments of a mere mage, not her own.

Stealing praise by leeching off someone else’s achievements wasn’t befitting a monarch. It was undignified and beneath her.

“…This makes me look like a beggar receiving charity. How insolent.”

She didn’t like that she had unilaterally received favors…

…And the one who bestowed them had disappeared.

Even a great Demon God wouldn’t treat the Demon Monarch this way.

The Demon Monarch was the Lord of all demons.

The demons’ sorrows, joys, successes, failures, all belonged to the Demon Monarch. Debts were the same.

She had to repay them.

“Come to think of it, something similar happened hundreds of years ago, when my father was still alive…”



The hero went on strike.

“No! I won’t save the world! The Holy Sword is stupid!”

A wedge created by God to prevent the destruction of humanity. A being who couldn’t get close to anyone or form deep bonds.

The Hero.

If the Hero didn’t work, the world would be destroyed. This world was overflowing with evil gods and ancient beings.

“I said no!”

The Holy Sword convulsed, emitting a holy light like crazy, but the hero wasn’t motivated.

In the end…

The Holy Sword had no choice but to promise to grant the hero’s request.

“Ah! You’ll find the Mage-nim? Hee hee. Thank you!”



“…It’s a bit chilly.”

Did the heating magic break down?




  
    Chapter 17 : Search for the Archmage
Although the world was connected by the internet, the world outside the internet was still vast, and many places remained untouched by human footsteps.

For example, the lands beyond the Northern Mountains.

A land reachable only by crossing a vast monster-infested territory and snow-capped mountains perpetually covered in snow—the coldest and darkest land. A wasteland, now in ruins, where vampires once thrived.

The Saint traveled north using the Church’s teleportation magic circle.

“So this is the arctic…”

It was said that a vampire who remembered ‘Hero Calvin of the Great War’ lived here.

Vampires.

A race that disappeared in ancient times, only appearing in legends.

It was such a far-fetched story that, honestly, it was likely a wasted trip, but…

‘The one I’m looking for is also a legendary figure.’

To find a legend, she had to believe in legends first.

Moreover, the fact that the person who introduced themself as a vampire was the producer ‘Kinnikos,’ with hundreds of thousands of followers, added credibility to their testimony.

A genius who created countless vocal synthesizers: Alice, Lilith, Nymphi, Aurel…

And so, the Saint set off for the land forbidden to humans.


	
Growl…





Countless magical beasts roamed the north, but…

“Go away. I’m in a hurry.”

Holy power was the most ‘advantageous’ power.

Poison to demons. It purified demonic energy and had an advantage against all other powers, including mana.

If the opponent wasn’t a demon but a mere beast…

…It would simply be purified by holy power.


	
Whimper?!





Thus, nothing could kill the Saint.

She was God’s daughter. God’s chosen one. God’s most beloved, a person in perhaps the most unreasonable position in the world.

To kill her, one would need a demon, at least.

And so…

The Saint headed beyond the Northern Mountains, to the ‘Land Where the Sky Whale Fell,’ and…

…Found the vampire’s castle.

“Oh my, this is the first visitor I’ve had since waking up. The Saint, right?”
“…Progenitor Ms. Kinnikos, is that you?”

“Call me Producer. What meaning does a name have for a progenitor without any kin?”



“Hmm… so you’re saying the unknown Archmage is ‘Mage Calvin’?”
“Yes!”

“Sigh… I see. So that’s how it was…”

The vampire Kinnikos recalled a mage who had visited the fortress alone hundreds of years ago.

“Indeed, he would be capable of creating such grand magic…”
“Do you know Calvin?”

“Yes. That man… was filled with curiosity for new things.”

Before Kinnikos fell into a long slumber…

When the fortress was still dazzling with endless parties…

There was a mage who appeared alone, penetrating all the barriers protecting the fortress.


	
“Hmm? What brings a human to this fortress? Do you wish to become one of our bloodline and enjoy eternal night and youth?”



	
“Ah, something like that. I want to research the vampires’ ‘Bloodline’ magic. Is that alright?”





An eccentric mage who accepted vampire blood for the sake of magical research.

He wasn’t interested in the all-night parties or the eternal slumber in coffins.

He simply spent his time researching bloodline magic.


	
“So this is how it works… As expected, becoming part of the bloodline is the key to raising the Swarm Consciousness skill tree. The addition of racial traits is quite interesting… Ugh, why are the required skill points so high? Well, it’s additional content, so I guess it can’t be helped.”





A mage named Calvin, who muttered incomprehensible things all day.

And…


	
“Thanks for everything.”



	
“Hmm? Are you leaving the fortress? There’s… sunlight outside.”



	
“Life Restoration, Life Purification.”



	
“…Holy power?”





A vampire who used holy power and turned back into a human.

It was a truly bizarre encounter.

Come to think of it, it seemed Mage Calvin had been preparing this ‘network’ magic even back then.

“So, Saint, you’re saying you’ll go and find this Mage Calvin yourself?”
“Yes.”

“Hmm… that’s… interesting. This will be fun.”

The vampire nodded and went somewhere, returning with a large red gem.

An ominous gem, exuding a bloody red aura.

“If this Network Magic was truly created by that Mage Calvin… then the bloodline connection… that power the mage called ‘Swarm Consciousness’ must be at play.”
“This gem is…?”

“It’s a Bloodline Gem that can detect the scattering and connection of consciousness. It can track ‘Swarm Consciousness’. It should react if there’s a strongly connected bloodline.”

The Saint nodded and accepted the gem.

Then, with a slightly darkened expression, she asked again,

“But… I don’t know where to start tracking.”
“Hmm… that’s not difficult.”

“Yes?”

The vampire activated the Network Magic Tool and adjusted some settings while sitting in their chair.

The radio’s ‘Listen Again’ function activated, and the mage’s voice flowed out.

[“At the academy—”]
[“There’s a festival during the day—”]
[“Sylvie?”]

Words the mage had spoken on the radio.

Among them, several words that could specify a location were being combined.

“It seems they frequent the commercial district of the Magic Kingdom. Especially the restaurant streets and back alleys, rather than the main streets. Do you know where that is?”
“Ah, yes! It’s near the academy I attended!”

“Then you can start there.”
“Thank you! But… how did you figure that out?”

The mage had done many broadcasts. Hundreds of hours in total.

Moreover, they rarely talked about themself, mostly reading stories or introducing songs.

But to find all the words that could hint at a ‘location’…

It was hard to imagine how much time and effort that would take.

“Didn’t I tell you? I’m a Producer.”
“Yes?”

“Actually, I’m working on a series.”

The vampire accessed the Video Sharing site and opened a channel.

It wasn’t their usual channel for synthesized music and videos. It was a channel filled with somewhat crude, but oddly amusing thumbnail images.

“This is…?”
“Listening to the recordings over and over, it started to sound like music. So… I’ve been combining them to make music.”

[Human Realm Normalization]
[I’ll Take Care of Everything]
[God of the Network]
[The Mage’s Touch]

The vampire played the playlist.

Music started playing.

It was music created by combining… or rather, refining the words the mage had spoken on the radio.

If the mage had heard it, he would have said, “Is this the ghost of the ‘Composite Gallery’?” (TL Note: ‘Composite Gallery’ refers to a section of a Korean online community known for combining various sources into humorous or satirical content.)

“Oh my…”

To extract and edit every syllable from hundreds of hours of radio broadcasts to create music…

It was a task of near-obsessive dedication, bordering on madness.

“I love this voice.”
“…”

“So, if you meet him, will you persuade him to start broadcasting again?”

The insane vampire…

…Smiled at the Saint and said,

“The more material for synthesis, the better.”



Around the same time…

The Demon Monarch decided on a simpler approach.

“Send all demons capable of controlling Demonic Energy and handling familiars to the Human Realm.”
“Pardon?”

If the mage was somewhere in the Human Realm…

…They just had to search the entire Human Realm to find them.

“And have all those demons and familiars transmit the surrounding scenery in real-time broadcasts. Those demons who can’t control Demonic Energy will analyze the surrounding information by watching those videos. Don’t limit yourselves to the videos our demons send; monitor all real-time broadcasts showing the surrounding scenery. The goal is to find the ‘unknown Archmage’.”

Demons were living in an age of unprecedented wealth.
They no longer needed to hunt magical beasts for food in the barren Demon Realm or fight to plunder resources from the Human Realm.

They could just dig in the ground and money would magically appear.

In other words, the Demon Realm was overflowing with wealthy, unemployed demons.

“If there’s any suspicious location, I will check it myself. He’s probably hiding behind multiple barriers.”

So, she would utilize this overflowing workforce…

…To surveil the entire Human Realm.

She was the Lord of all demons, their rightful master.

And so…

Half the world, all the demons of the Demon Realm…

…Were mobilized for the mage search operation.



The hero chose an even simpler method.

“Holy Sword! I just have to go this way, right?”

The Holy Sword Navigation.

The moment a seed of destruction emerged, the Holy Sword guided the Hero to prevent that destruction. A compass that existed to save the world. That was the Holy Sword.

And the hero’s strike was a crisis that would directly lead to the ‘destruction of the world’.

In other words, the Holy Sword had a duty to stop the hero’s strike.

“Thank you, Holy Sword!”

The hero started walking.

It was a very long, very, very long journey, but…

If they kept walking, they would eventually arrive.

It had always been that way.



And so, three destinies moved towards the ‘mage,’ each in their own way.

“Is that… an elf? That’s a dead end.”

The Saint followed an elf who seemed to be connected by ‘Swarm Consciousness’ in the commercial district.

After going around several alleys, she suddenly found herself in an unfamiliar forest.

“Hmm? There’s a place suspected to be protected by a Perception Interference barrier? I’ll go check it myself.”

The demons, analyzing the video feeds from billions of familiars, discovered a place their familiars couldn’t access.

It looked like an empty space, but strangely, the familiars couldn’t explore it and returned.

The Demon Monarch decided to go there herself.

“Holy Sword! This way?!”

The hero just walked.

“Here, we shall restart the history of the Great One!”
“Wow!”
“Look! The Devil’s Crystal is reacting! The Great One must be sealed nearby!”

And the devil worshippers, who weren’t particularly looking for the mage, just happened to find a place where a demon was supposedly sealed.

And…

That place was…

“The Demon Lands…!”

The land filled with countless monsters, where the legendary ancient dragons were said to live.

The great forest in the southeast of the Human Realm’s continent.

The Demon Lands.



“Huh? Why is the video streaming traffic suddenly increasing so much?”




  
    Chapter 18 : Fan meet
Destiny was a celestial body of sorts.

Constantly rotating, maintaining itself, attracting and being attracted to surrounding celestial bodies, revolving, and—eventually—colliding.

And sometimes, small celestial bodies within a star system, drawn by the gravity of a star, collided with each other.

“Ah! Evil Demon Monarch!”

“…The Hero? And that unpleasant holy power… the Saint too?”

“Oh my, do you know me?”

It was inevitable that the three would meet before the barrier concealing the mage’s mansion in the Demon Lands.

The mage’s mansion, protected by a powerful barrier, was impossible for even the Demon Monarch to infiltrate with teleportation. The guidance of the Holy Sword couldn’t reach it, and even if one followed an elf with access rights, they would simply be returned to their original location.

“…”

An odd tension hung in the air between them. They watched each other, trying to guess why the others were here.

Were they connected to the mage? Or were they here looking for the mage, like them? Or were they simply here by chance?

And…

“This is where the Great One resides—! Hmm? Who are you?”

Adding to the chaos, the devil worshippers joined the fray.

The devil worshippers were wary for a moment, then, as if having reached a conclusion, they nodded and stepped forward.

“We don’t know who you are, but seeing you standing unharmed in the Demon Lands, it seems you too have been guided by the Great One.”
“The Great One…?”

“Yes. The true master of this world. The omnipotent one who bestows power upon all and leads everyone to prosperity and true strength.”

The first to nod at the devil worshipper’s words was the hero.

“Ah! That’s right! I came here to find the Great One too!”
“As expected, you have received the Great One’s guidance.”

The devil worshipper nodded and extended their right hand.

Of course, the hero was referring to the ‘unknown Archmage,’ and the devil worshippers were referring to a ‘demon,’ but miraculously, a conversation was established, and a strange sense of camaraderie emerged.

In fact, their destinations were the same, so their interests aligned.

The Saint, observing the situation, raised the red gem in her hand and asked,

“Um, do you know how to enter this barrier? There’s some kind of barrier here… whenever I try to enter, I get lost and return to my original spot.”
“Ooh! Do you also possess the Great One’s gem?”

The Saint held the ‘Bloodline Gem’ given by the vampire, and the devil worshippers held a ‘Devil’s Gem,’ but somehow, these too coincided fatefully.

And…

“But, a barrier… Hmm… If the Great One is sealed, it certainly wouldn’t be an ordinary barrier. If we had enough high-grade Mana Stones, we could borrow the Great One’s power to transcend dimensions, but…”
“Hmm? Teleportation shouldn’t be possible inside.”

“The Great One’s power is different from mere teleportation. They exist on the other side of this dimension. With enough Mana Stones, we can borrow the Great One’s power.”
“If that’s the case… I’ll give you the Mana Stones I have. Let’s try it.”

“Ooh! Is this also the guidance of the Great One?!”

The encounter between the devil worshippers, who had recently used up all their Mana Stones for failed demon summoning attempts, and the Demon Monarch, the master of the Mana Stone-producing Demon Realm, was also quite fateful.

And so…

The devil worshippers’ ‘demon summoning ritual’ began.

“Then, let’s begin the summoning ritual immediately. We shall grant you the honor of occupying a pillar of the summoning circle so that you too can meet the Great One.”
“What?! Apostle! Why would you give such an honor to those we’ve just met?!”

“They are those guided by the Great One. They are worthy of being His instruments. Or do you doubt my judgment?”

There was some disagreement among the devil worshippers, but the Apostle leading them firmly took control of the situation.

And so, of the six corners of the hexagram summoning circle, the hero, the Saint, and the Demon Monarch were placed at the three corners forming a triangle.

“Oh, Great One! The one who guides us to true life!”

As the devil worshipper chanted, mana flowed from the Mana Stones and permeated the magic circle.

And then…

The Saint’s holy power, the Demon Monarch’s demonic energy, and the hero’s power to destroy evil flowed out, following the glowing magic circle and tearing apart space. The demon’s power, which contaminated all energy, devoured the three most powerful forces, tearing through space and awakening.

“Oh, ooh! He is coming! The truly Great One is—!”

And so…

As the devil worshippers, with ecstatic expressions, prostrated themselves…

Another crack appeared in space, and…

“…What are these idiots summoning in front of my house?”

Someone wearing pajamas and holding a bag of potato chips in one hand walked out leisurely.

“What’s this? A demon… a Greater Demon, at that?”

The man in pajamas tilted his head, looking at the crack from which the demon was emerging.

And looking at him…

The Demon Monarch, the hero, and the Saint shouted simultaneously,

“Mage-nim!”
“Insolent mage!”
“Calvin-nim!”

“…Huh?”



‘What? Were they guests looking for me?’

Setting up such an ominous summoning circle in front of someone’s house… It was quite a forceful way to ring the doorbell.

Well, summoning a demon was the surest way to tear through a spatial concealment barrier. They could ignore most magic and cross dimensions.

‘Still, summoning something like this recklessly damages the environment.’

I first tried to interfere with the summoning circle and stop the summoning. I didn’t want to turn the Demon Lands into a sea of fire.

But…

‘Huh? Mana interference isn’t working? They didn’t just use Mana Stones… Hmm?’

They had done something to the summoning circle. Holy power, demonic energy, and even divine power were mixed together, causing it to go haywire.

No wonder a Greater Demon was emerging from such a simplified summoning circle.

‘Let’s put it in the inventory for now.’

I separated the summoning circle and the spatial rift and stored them in my inventory.

[Unrecorded item in the encyclopedia.]
[Eternal Rift]

[Do you wish to record it?]

“Oh. Record.”

With the demon summoning issue taken care of, I looked at the guests who had come to find me.

The hero with the holy sword, the horned Demon Monarch, the Saint I’d seen at the academy… The IPs recorded in their souls were all familiar.

‘They really were the Hero and the Demon Monarch.’

There were also men in black hoods, prostrated on the ground, bowing.

Were they members of my fan club…?

“Rene, ‘IamtheDemonMonarch’-nim, ‘AloneisSad’-nim. Right?”

“Yes! That’s right!”
“I am the Demon Monarch.”
“Calvin-nim!”

“And the friends prostrated next to you are…”
“Oh, Great One! We worship you!”

“Ah, yes. Thank you for listening to the broadcast.”

I wasn’t sure how they found me, but it seemed a bit rude to chase away guests who had come all this way…

I should offer them some refreshments.

“…Would you all like to come inside?”



“Sylvie, we have guests, so tell the other elves to stay in their rooms.”
“Yes.”

Sylvie went inside with a brisk, efficient gait.

I offered the guests some simple refreshments. All snacks I bought through online shopping.

“I have a lot of questions, but… how did you find me?”

“The Holy Sword told me!”
“I am the Demon Monarch. There is nothing I cannot find.”
“A vampire named Kinnikos helped me.”

The Demon Monarch and the hero were understandable, but… Kinnikos?

“A vampire? The one living in the Fortress of Shadows?”
“Yes.”

“Wasn’t the fortress destroyed when the Sky Whale crashed?”
“Kinnikos-nim was the sole survivor of the fortress.”

The Saint told me about Kinnikos’s current situation.

Surprisingly, she had become a Vocaloid producer, creating synthesized versions of my music and uploading them.

“Asking me to broadcast because she needs material for synthesis. That skewed logic is so Kinnikos.”
“Is it? She seemed a little… lonely.”

“That’s understandable. She’s always been prone to loneliness. Now that I know her situation, I’ll personally visit the fortress later and repair the veil of darkness with magic. If we send a few people who want eternal youth to become her kin, the vampires will prosper again.”

As long as the progenitor remained, the resurgence of vampires wouldn’t be difficult.

All vampires were ultimately blood relatives created by the progenitor. If I recruited people who wanted to become vampires online, I’d probably get quite a few applicants.

“So, Rene, what about you?”
“Yes?”

“Didn’t you come here because you had something to say?”
“That…”

As the Saint hesitated, unsure where to begin…

The Demon Monarch interjected,

“I came here to repay my debt to you.”
“Debt?”

“Yes. Thanks to your magic, the Demon Realm has become prosperous, and demons no longer have to suffer in a barren land. With Mana Stones, we can interact with humans as much as we want.”

The demons’ Demonic Energy destabilized the surrounding mana, causing it to crystallize into ‘Mana Stones’.

However, this characteristic also acted as a poison to surrounding lifeforms, turning plants and animals into magical beasts or killing them outright.

That’s why the Demon Realm was mostly a wasteland.

“As the Lord of all demons, the ruler of all demons… I thank you. I promise that all demons will be friendly towards you. And if you wish, I…”

The Demon Monarch bowed her head.

Then, the hero raised their hand and interjected,

“I came to ask you to continue the broadcast! I have to travel alone, and it’s too lonely without your broadcast!”
“Hmm? You have the internet magic tool, right? You can listen to various broadcasts.”

“It has to be you, Mage-nim! Only you! I love you, Mage-nim!”
“Ah, yes. I’m glad you enjoy the broadcast.”

Hmm, I was thinking of stopping because it felt like unnecessary noise pollution on a global scale, but…

What should I do?

“Then, Hero, I’ll give you my magic tool contact information—”
“M-Me too.”

“Huh?”
“Give me your contact information too.”

This time, the Saint hurriedly interjected and grabbed my hand.

Next to her, the Demon Monarch subtly raised her hand as well.

“I would also appreciate it if you could provide me with your contact information. And I would like you to continue the broadcasts as well.”

Huh.

The fan club members still lying face down in the living room, too…

Was my broadcast more popular than I thought?



[“Hello, friends. The mage is back.”]

[“Didn’t I quit broadcasting? Well, I received so many requests to resume, so…”]

[“So, I’m thinking of starting internet broadcasting properly. Beyond just making announcements and reading stories, like before, I’m thinking of creating some content.”]

[“If you have any good ideas for content, please leave them on the Mage Broadcast Forum. If your idea is chosen, I’ll send you a gift.”]

[“I just turned it on briefly to make this announcement today. If you don’t want to watch the broadcasts anymore, just say the command ‘System Off,’ and you won’t see them.”]

[“Then everyone, good night.”]



“Then for the first content… should I do a home renovation show?”

It would be nice to broadcast Kinnikos’s fortress reconstruction process in real time.

The renovation mage who comes directly to your home.

Also known as…

The Help Me Holmes Project!




  
    Chapter 19 : Help me! Holmes!
I had created an internet ecosystem, but then I realized that the jungle of the internet could be too complex and tiring.

In that sense, my broadcast was a kind of ‘public broadcasting.’ Content provided conveniently when the time came, without the need to worry about what to watch. Content that was both popular and not overly stimulating… low-fatigue content.

So, variety shows it was.

The answer was a vicarious satisfaction-type variety show, easy to watch, 21st-century style.

“In that sense, fan club members… uh… want to work on something with me?”
“Yes! Give us your command, oh Great One!”

“I’m not that great… Anyway, I’m planning to rebuild the vampire nation.”
“Ooh! Vampires! The sinister and beautiful ancient chosen race who take and spread human blood! You plan to make them your kin!”

“Ah, well. Something like that. They’re not that ancient, but…”

‘These guys would be great as reaction panelists.’

Observational variety shows often had celebrity panels in the studio who reacted to the videos, right?

Their exaggerated gasps and exclamations… Using these guys as reaction panelists could be quite satisfying for the viewers.

“Anyway, I can create the veil of darkness with magic, but to rebuild the fortress, I need buildings. Preferably something grand, but not too modern, or it won’t suit a vampire fortress. So—”
“We shall go and build them!”

“No, who has time for that? I’ll just extract some buildings and move them.”
“Pardon?”

If I needed buildings, I could just put them in my inventory and take them myself.

So…

The fan club members’ role was simple.

“I’ll give you teleportation magic tools. Travel the world and find buildings that would suit a ‘vampire fortress’. Old, unoccupied castles are fine, and occupied buildings are fine too, as long as you can buy them. Look around and see.”
“Yes! Understood!”

“Ah, and film the entire process with the Network Magic Tool.”
“Yes!”

Reliable.

I could just relax at home and eat snacks.

‘Ah, I should also check out the new item I got.’

Was it called the Eternal Rift?



After leaving the mage’s mansion with the teleportation magic tools, the apostles looked at each other.

They felt like they had just escaped the jaws of a tiger.

“Phew… The Great One’s power is truly limitless. To think that this Network Magic was all part of His plan. And to have the Hero, the Saint, and even the Demon Monarch as His followers…”

The apostle leading the devil worshippers marveled.

The Saint, a servant of God, the Hero, the enemy of demons, and the Demon Monarch, ruler of the Demon Realm, were all followers of the ‘Great One’. A majesty truly befitting the true king of this world.

Then, a new devil worshipper, looking at the apostle, tilted their head in confusion.

“B-But is he really the ‘Great One’? No matter how I look at it, he just seems like a human Archmage, not a demon…”
“You blasphemous fool!”

The apostle struck the new devil worshipper’s head with their staff.

The new worshipper screamed, collapsed, rolled on the ground, and then stood up again.

The apostle clicked their tongue and admonished them.

“Could such grand magic be possible with the power of a mere human? He is preparing.”
“Preparing…?”

“For the time when all human souls are completely subservient to this magic.”
“Ah!”

Come to think of it, it was strange that such grand magic required no price.

Of course, it needed some Mana Stones to use, but it could be maintained with just low-grade Mana Stones. The amount of Mana Stones required was too small compared to the scale of the magic.

This perfectly matched the characteristics of ‘black magic’, which borrowed the power of demons.

Instead of using one’s own mana, it opened a path to hell and borrowed the power of demons, allowing for much more efficient use of magic. Because the one actually wielding the power was the demon.

And the price of black magic was human souls.

“In the ancient mythical age, when the false god and the Great One opposed each other, it was the blasphemous humans who stabbed Him in the back. The false god instigated the humans to betray Him. The power of human souls is strong enough to even pierce a god.”
“So—this time, the Great One plans to capture human souls.”

“Humans are unaware of the truth… No, even if they realized the truth, they would still use this magic. This ‘Network Magic’ is too convenient… too entertaining. Most people can no longer imagine a time without Network Magic. They’re addicted.”

It was a poison. A poison seeping into the souls of people all over the world.

Actually, considering how internet addiction was treated on Earth, it wasn’t entirely wrong.

“So do not act rashly and ruin His grand plan. From now on, we devil worshippers must work diligently to promote the spread of ‘Network Magic’.”

At that moment…

As if affirming the apostle’s words, an incredibly sinister and ominous aura emanated from the mage’s mansion.

An aura of a true Greater Demon—as if directly connected to hell.

The devil worshippers, trembling with fear, prostrated themselves towards the mansion.

And then, they scattered across the world to fulfill the mission bestowed upon them.



After protecting the building with barriers and magic, I installed the rift connected to hell.

The Greater Demon, squirming to escape, poked its head out of the entrance. A monster resembling a combination of a human, a goat, and an octopus, oozing a muddy fluid.

“Hmm, what kind of demon is this?”

What awaited the demon from hell…

…Was a barrage of magic, pouring from the countless magic circles installed in the mansion.


	
Screech?!





The startled demon struggled, using its demonic power to contaminate even mana and holy power, but I had already completed the magic to counter it while researching the ‘Silent Demon.’

The demon tried to escape back through the gate to hell, but—

“Store.”

The rift connected to hell was already in my inventory.

All the demon could do was endure the endless magical bombardment until it was drained of power.


	
KIIIEEEEE—!!!
“It would be nice if you had an ability that could be used for Network Magic, like the Silent Demon…”





Well, it didn’t matter if it was useless.

The rift remained open even after the demon was expelled. I could just destroy this one and summon a new one.

“If you’re useful, you’ll get to meet your friend.”

And so…

The demon gacha to summon an SSR demon began.



Time passed once more.

Finally, the broadcast day for the previously announced ‘Help Me! Holmes!’ content arrived.

“Kinnikos, it’s been a while.”
“Hee hee, it has. Will you turn on the radio more often? Your voice is excellent material. I listen to the recordings twenty times a day.”

Kinnikos, the progenitor of the vampires, who lived eternally in the shadows.

She hugged me enthusiastically. I could feel her breath on me due to the vampires’ characteristic lack of personal space.

“Ah, yes. I’m glad you enjoy the broadcasts. Today, we’ll be broadcasting the reconstruction of the ‘Vampire Fortress’. Is that alright?”
“Of course. Isn’t it for me?”

Her archaic way of speaking, like a child imitating an adult, was oddly endearing.

She bowed her head politely and expressed her gratitude.

“Our panelists… I mean, our colleagues will offer various opinions on the buildings to be built here. Kinnikos, you can evaluate and integrate those opinions.”
“Hee hee, I’m looking forward to it.”

“Then, I’ll start the broadcast in a moment.”

I adjusted some system settings and started the broadcast.

The world’s first home renovation variety show content.

It was beginning.

[“Hello, friends! The mage is here! As previously announced, today we’ll be broadcasting the reconstruction of the ‘Vampire Fortress’. Oh, messages are already pouring in. I’m afraid I can’t read them all right now, so please focus on sending opinions about this broadcast. The usual ‘story-reading radio’ segment will be in the second part after the first part is over, so please understand.”]

The magic-linked camera showed a barren wasteland, devoid of even a single blade of grass.

The land, turned into a wasteland where no living thing could grow due to the aftermath of the Sky Whale’s crash.

Kinnikos’s half-collapsed castle stood alone in the ruins.

Then, the camera showed the inside of the castle where we were. The panel consisted of me, the Apostle (fan club member), the Demon Monarch, and the Saint. The hero couldn’t participate because they were busy saving the world. Apparently, they had a lot of catching up to do.

“Kinnikos, we’ll be adding buildings to that wasteland. Do you have any requests?”
“Requests… I’d like lots of tall buildings. Vampires like to look down at the party from a high vantage point. The central plaza, which will be the party venue, needs to be kept open, so it would be nice if the buildings could surround it.”

This was a request we’d discussed beforehand.

After this brief chat, I connected with the staff (fan club members) dispatched to the site.

[“Ah, greetings! Oh, Great One!”]
“Don’t be so nervous, just relax, we’re on air. Can you show us the property you’ve prepared with the camera?”

[“Yes!”]

And…

The building the staff member showed was something I hadn’t expected at all.

[“The former Demon Monarch’s Castle of the Demon Realm!”]
“…Huh?”

I looked at the Demon Monarch sitting on the panel.

“Is it okay to offer this as a property? Did you agree to this?”
“Indeed. I have recently constructed a new Demon Monarch’s Castle, so this building is no longer in use.”

“Ah, I see.”

And so, the staff member introduced the various facilities within the former Demon Monarch’s Castle.

The Demon Monarch gave positive commentary from beside me.

“They said they wanted spires with a classic atmosphere befitting a vampire fortress. I too was a being who looked down upon all from the highest point. The spires of the Demon Monarch’s Castle, resembling my beautiful horns, are a symbol of that. Especially the welfare facilities for high-ranking demons—”

[“Next, we have testimonials from the demons who actually used this building!”]

The screen changed, and testimonials from the demons who worked at the Demon Monarch’s castle began playing as archival footage.

It was obvious that the Demon Monarch had a hand in this.

“…Um, t-thanks?”
“It was a trivial matter.”

And…

The buildings that followed the introduction of the former Demon Monarch’s Castle were also quite extraordinary.




  
    Chapter 20 : Vampire Land of dreams and hopes
After the introductory video of the former Demon Monarch’s Castle and the staff member’s tour, the Demon Monarch smiled with satisfaction.

“The newly built Demon Monarch’s Castle is several times larger and grander than that old one. If you wish, I shall personally guide you through it.”
“Ah, yeah. I’ll visit sometime. What did our client, Kinnikos, think?”

“A good impression. It reminds me of the old castle before it became a ruin. It’s even taller and grander than the original, so if we install it in the fortress, it would be a good choice for the progenitor’s castle.”
“Hee hee, of course. Although it’s not as good as the newly built Demon Monarch’s Castle, it’s the castle that served me for hundreds of years.”

The Demon Monarch nodded as if it were obvious, smiling confidently as if no better property could possibly follow.

It was a Demon Monarch’s Castle, after all.

The castle where the master of all demons, ruler of half the world, the Demon Realm, resided. Naturally, it wasn’t comparable to some mere castle in the Human Realm.

And so, the first property introduction ended.

“Now! Let’s see the next property. Connect the video!”

[“Greetings! Oh, Great One! I am currently in the Tutankhamun Desert, in the red sand region.”]

The location of the second property was a desert filled with red sand.

A hot, dry desert with nothing but sand stretching to the horizon.

It was hard to imagine there would be a building suitable for a luxurious vampire fortress in such a place.

“The Tutankhamun Desert? Isn’t that where the desert nomads live? Are there any buildings there that would suit the Fortress of Shadows?”
[“The Hero, a follower of the Great One, provided information about a structure buried here. So, with the help of the magic tool you provided, we’ve been excavating. And we have just unearthed a massive city befitting the Great One’s majesty.”]

“Hmm?”

And…

The camera panned away from the devil worshipper…

…And showed the other side of the endless sand desert.

What stood there…

“…Huh?”
[“An ancient civilization said to have perished tens of thousands of years ago! The City of the Pharaoh!”]

An ancient city adorned with gold and limestone.

A great ancient civilization buried for ages under the desert sand.

[“We have moved all the red sand to the wasteland using the power of the magic tool. We will restore the desert later if you command it.”]
“No, there’s no need for that…?”

The City of the Pharaoh.

I had only read about it in books; I never thought I would actually see it. With my inventory, excavating it would have been possible, but… I hadn’t even imagined the insane act of putting all the desert sand into my inventory.

‘I thought I had enjoyed all the content this world had to offer, but it seems I lacked madness.’

Indeed, extracting an entire city was more efficient than extracting a few castles.

The scale seemed similar to the Fortress of Shadows, and if the fortress grounds were too small, I could just expand them. The northern arctic was overflowing with wasteland anyway.

Having finished my assessment, I nodded.

“Impressive. Kinnikos, what do you think?”
“The city’s style doesn’t quite match the atmosphere of the Fortress of Shadows, but… considering the growing vampire population, the scale is good. Vampires are essentially immortal, so their population rarely decreases. It’s a very long-term perspective. And seeing all that gold, it looks like there are plenty of treasures inside as well.”

“Oh. Then, shall we hear from our panelists?”
“Hmm, it’s not bad, but doesn’t a city like that have archaeological value? Humans would also covet that city and the treasures within. Wouldn’t there be complaints from the Human Realm? In that sense, my castle will be abandoned anyway, so there will be no complaints. Also, I am currently reforming the Demon Realm with Mana Stone capital, so more unused buildings will become available. I can supply them continuously.”

The Demon Monarch raised her voice, sounding slightly displeased.

Her argument was actually quite reasonable.

But…

The Saint’s rebuttal immediately following weakened the Demon Monarch’s claims.

“There won’t be any complaints from the Human Realm.”
“Hmm?”

“The City of the Pharaoh… isn’t that the city of heretics that was destroyed by God’s wrath? Anyone who covets the cursed gold wouldn’t be looked upon favorably by the Church, and it would be more reassuring for the Church if it went to the vampires who live in the shadows. The archaeological value of the ruins can be addressed by sending archaeologists to the vampire city to conduct research.”
“Well, the Church’s influence in the Human Realm is significant.”

“…Tsk, I don’t like that god.”
“Hee hee, why don’t you join the Church, Demon Monarch?”

“I refuse. I have no interest in being tortured by holy power.”

The Demon Monarch grumbled and leaned back in her chair.

While the Demon Monarch’s Castle was more grand and splendid as a single building, the ‘City of the Pharaoh’ was overwhelmingly larger in overall scale.

“Then let’s move on to the next property introduction!”

And…

[“Greetings! Oh, Great One! As commanded, I have discovered an ancient temple dedicated to the Great One!”]

Several more absurd properties were introduced.

Finally, Marcohoff, the merchant of the Empire, appeared in person, offering to provide all necessary amenities.

And so…

“Okay. That’s all! Everyone, good work on the broadcast.”

The first home renovation variety show ended successfully.



[“Hello, friends! The first part of Mage Broadcast’s first video variety show has ended. The second part will be audio-only, as usual.”]

[“And we’ll be selecting a few viewers who send in stories today and giving away residency rights to the newly built ‘Vampire Fortress’ as a gift. Anyone interested in eternal youth, all-night parties, and secret rendezvous in the shadows, send in your stories!”]

[“Of course, if you don’t want to become a vampire, you can resell the residency rights. I lived as a vampire for a few years, and not being able to go out in the sunlight was surprisingly tiring. Is that why vampires always sleep in coffins?”]

[“Then, I’ll play a song and we’ll start the second part.”]



The Empire.

Marcohoff Trading Company.

“Hmm… eternal youth.”

A boom for ‘Vampire Fortress residency rights’ was occurring among the wealthy of the world, causing another Mana Stone shortage, but Marcohoff wasn’t interested in the competition.

Or rather, he didn’t need to be interested.

He had already received enough residency rights in exchange for sponsoring the amenities needed by the Archmage.

Moreover, he had accumulated a large stockpile of Mana Stones by providing all sorts of materials and luxury goods to the Demon Realm, so his wealth was increasing exponentially.

“I’m not very keen on this.”

What Marcohoff was currently pondering was how to use the ‘residency rights’ he held.

He had no intention of becoming a vampire himself.

Marcohoff was a merchant, and a merchant’s role was to sell luxury goods to the wealthy, not to indulge in luxury himself. Marcohoff loved money. An abyss-like greed, beyond the imagination of ordinary people, controlled him.

“The best option would be to sell them to nobles who desire youth, but… I’m not keen on that either.”

The source of the vampires’ endless wealth was selling ‘youth’ to the wealthy.

Before the fortress was destroyed, countless wealthy individuals who ruled the world flocked to the fortress, bringing gold and wine, it was said.

So Marcohoff could have employed a similar method, but…

It wasn’t enough. After all, the moment he sold the residency rights, that person would become a ‘vampire.’ They would give up their power and authority in the Human Realm and enter the fortress, making it difficult to extract continuous profit.

“Vampires live forever. So the price I receive must also be eternal wealth and power for it to be worthwhile.”

Marcohoff was truly a greedy merchant.

His remaining lifespan was only a few decades unless he became a vampire, yet he still yearned for eternal gold.

And…

“As expected, it’s best to send our songstresses.”

Marcohoff knew that, ultimately, people were the eternal source of wealth.

“If eternal beauty and youth, and the passion of the night… are given to talented songstresses, it will surely lead to a golden blessing.”

Marcohoff, drawing blueprints in his mind, was certain.

“Idols for a thousand years, culture for a thousand years, beauty for a thousand years…”

This… was money.

“Bring me passionate songstresses who wish to sing every day, forever, endlessly.”

“Yes!”

The moment the world’s first vampire idol group…

…Millennium Idols Lunar Night…

…appeared on the continent.



[“We’ll be selecting a few viewers who send in stories today and giving away ‘Vampire Fortress’ residency rights as a gift. Anyone interested in eternal youth, all-night parties, or secret rendezvous in the shadows, send in your stories!”]

While some, like Marcohoff, saw eternal life as a means to make money…

…Many truly desired eternal life.

In fact, most people did.

And…

“I’d like to withdraw some low-grade Mana Stones.”
“Yes, Archbishop. Low-grade Mana Stones… Pardon?”

…Among them was the Archbishop of the Holy Nation, who should have been the most devout.

The Archbishop, who should have been an eternal servant of God, was privately seeking eternal life.

If this were to become known, the Church’s authority would plummet. The warehouse manager of the Holy Nation was stunned and stared at the Archbishop.

“Archbishop…?”
“…I understand what you’re thinking, but it’s a misunderstanding. I’m just trying to buy some high-quality fabric from the internet auction, suitable for making vestments.”

“Ah, I understand. I’ll process it immediately.”
“Yes, please.”

The warehouse manager went inside to fetch the Mana Stones.

The Archbishop, waiting anxiously, suddenly sensed a presence and turned around.

“Cardinal Bethlehem…?”
“Archbishop…?”

Cardinal Bethlehem, renowned for being a model clergyman…

…Had also come to the Church’s warehouse.

An awkward silence hung between the two.

Soon, the Cardinal spoke first,

“W-Why is the Archbishop here in person…? Why not send an assistant…”
“Ahem, well. I saw some high-quality fabric on the internet auction, suitable for vestments. So I came to withdraw some Mana Stones. But Cardinal Bethlehem, why are you here…?”

“Yes? W-Well… I also saw that fabric on the auction and thought it would be wonderful to make vestments with it, so I came here.”
“Ho ho.”

“Ha ha ha.”
“Ho ho ho.”

Neither of them actually knew if such fabric was being auctioned online, but…

…At this moment, a strange sense of camaraderie formed between them.

[“Thank you for the story, Blue Wolf-nim from the Southwestern Jungle. Then, the next story is…”]

“This warehouse manager is taking a while. The ‘fabric’ will be sold out at this rate.”
“Indeed. We must hurry. It would be a problem if the ‘fabric’ sells out.”

“Ho ho.”
“Ha ha!”

“—My apologies for the wait, Archbishop. There have been many Mana Stone withdrawals recently, so it took a little longer to process. Hmm? Cardinal-nim, you’re here too?”
“I also came to withdraw some low-grade Mana Stones. I need ‘fabric’.”

“Ah, I understand.”

And…

Neither of them won the giveaway.

“…Ho ho.”
“…Ha ha.”

For months after that…

…The Archbishop and Cardinal Bethlehem felt extreme awkwardness whenever their eyes met.




  
    Chapter 21 : So the morning doesn’t find you
The vampire fortress reconstruction continued for nearly a month.

Moving the buildings was as simple as putting them in my inventory, but I also had to prepare the ground and properly plan the city. Furthermore, the auction for residency rights, granting access to the fortress and the opportunity to become a vampire, also continued for several days.

The resulting variety show was quite well-received online, and…

…Finally, the last day of the long reconstruction project arrived.

[“Hello, friends! Today is finally the day we finish the reconstruction! You’ve all been waiting, right? The residency right holders and those hoping to move into the fortress are all gathered here today, so please look forward to it. Then, let’s start the renovation variety show, ‘Help Me! Holmes!’”]

The video magic activated.

Like before, the broadcast started inside Kinnikos’s castle. Showing the city immediately wouldn’t be bad, but introducing it slowly, step by step, would have more impact.

Today’s guests were the fortress residents.

Aspiring ‘eternal youth’ candidates waiting to become vampires.

“So, you’re all finally becoming vampires today. How do you feel?”

I approached the members of the Marcohoff Trading Company’s idol group—Lunar Night—who seemed the most nervous, and asked them.

Vanilla, Lunar Night’s leader, stepped forward with a stiff expression.

“I-I’m so happy to think that we can sing for you all forever!”
“Aren’t you a little too nervous?”

“S-Sorry.”
“No, no. Just relax. You won’t be able to see the sun anymore. Aren’t you sad about that?”

“Well—honestly, I’m a little anxious… but even if we are in a dark valley, with the support of our fans, we’ll feel as safe as we do under the sun. Even when we were under the sun…”

Vanilla’s breathing became ragged, and her words trailed off as if she was choking from nervousness.

It was a kind of broadcasting accident, but I waited patiently.

Soon, after catching her breath, Vanilla spoke again with a calmer expression,

“Even when we were under the sun… we felt as scared and anxious as if we were trapped in a deep pit. When I was singing and begging on the streets of Gratz… no one listened to my song. Back then, it was as if I was trapped in darkness all day long. A deep darkness… where I didn’t know which way to go. So, our fans are our light. Even if the world is eternally night, as long as our voices can reach those beyond the darkness… Yes. We’re not afraid. Truly. Thank you.”
“Thank you for the wonderful speech. Your fans will love it.”

“Yes…”
“Then, shall we begin exploring the newly built city?”

The castle gates opened, and sunlight poured in.

Since the veil of darkness hadn’t been installed yet, the outside was dazzling with white sunlight.

And so…

The finale of the renovation variety show began.



[“The basic structure of this city is a direct replica of the ancient ‘City of the Pharaoh.’ Endless parties will be held in the central plaza with the golden fountain. It’s large enough to accommodate tens of thousands of vampires, and it’s also designed to function as a concert hall, so Lunar Night’s performances will be held here.”]

The central plaza, which would be the vampires’ ‘party venue.’

The plaza, paved with white limestone and gold, was like a giant, well-sculpted work of art. On one side of the plaza was a massive fountain, its water spouts made of gold, sparkling as they reflected the sunlight.

Once the veil of darkness was in place, magical lights in the plaza would illuminate the fountain instead of the sun.

And in the center of the plaza was a pyramid-shaped altar, built higher than its surroundings, which would be used as a stage. A party wouldn’t be complete without music.

The plaza’s lighting had crystal radial decorations, making it even more beautiful, and it was enchanted so that the color of the lights could be adjusted at any time through the Network Magic Tool.

[“The city is divided into four main areas, centered around the plaza. First, let’s look at the residential areas.”]

In the northeast and southwest, residential areas were created where residents could always look down at the party venue. The ‘Pharaoh’s Palace’ and the ‘Demon Monarch’s Castle’ were embedded in each residential area like landmarks. Both buildings would be used by Kinnikos, the progenitor. Heating and cooling magic was applied to each, so she could use the Pharaoh’s Palace in the summer and the Demon Monarch’s Castle in the winter.

The other buildings in the residential areas were built slightly lower than the two landmarks, and nobles and servants resided there according to their status.

The initial residents with ‘residency rights’ would all be of noble rank, as they would be turned into vampires directly by Kinnikos, the progenitor.

[“The other two areas are the leisure area, with various amenities, and the commercial area, with entertainment and commercial facilities.”]

The leisure area included facilities such as public baths, saunas, art museums, and libraries.

Vampires were a race that enjoyed all-night parties, but they were also a race that spent hundreds of years sleeping and being lazy. These were quiet spaces where they could rest their bodies.

The commercial area was equipped with various entertainment facilities: casinos, arenas, red-light districts, bars, magical gyro drops, and more. A Marcohoff Trading Company branch would be established here, and I planned to accept all future applications from other companies wanting to open branches.

[“The site is large enough to allow for expansion up to five times its current size, so there’s no need to worry about running out of space.”]

In particular, the commercial area would be mainly for visitors who were not vampires.

This reflected the opinion of the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company, who believed that the vampire fortress also needed a continuous source of income. In the shadows, beyond the reach of God’s eyes, one could indulge in all pleasures and temptations, leaving everything behind.

[“Then, that concludes the introduction… Now, I’ll install the veil of darkness.”]

With the introduction of the vampire fortress complete…

…I finally activated the magic to bring eternal night to the fortress.

“It’s been a while since I used Grand Magic instead of Network Magic…”

Since it was a special occasion, I decided to activate the magic with a chant, instead of omitting it.

Mana from all over the world gathered around me, creating a giant vortex of light.

Amidst the expectant gazes of the aspiring residents…

The chant began.

“Fangs, blades to sever breath.”
“Wings, whips to sever ankles.”
“It appears on a starlit night,”
“Walking with the shadows.”

“But blades dull, rust, break, and chip.”
“Whips fray, wear, loosen, and snap.”
“Stars guide lost travelers,”
“Shadows shelter those lost in the scorching heat.”

“I, in the name of Mage Calvin,”
“For the residents of Lunar Night, who love moonlight and festivities,”

“This is the magic of eternal celebration,”

“So that the intrusive morning may not find you,”

“May magic conceal you.”

And…

The moment the chant ended…

“Wow…!”
“The sky has changed!”
“A blue moon…?”

Upon the vampire fortress…

…Night fell.



Finally, the variety show concluded with Kinnikos biting the necks of the aspiring residents in the central plaza.

The vampires rushed to the residential area to claim their preferred homes.

Thanks to that, only Kinnikos and I were left sitting quietly by the fountain in the central plaza.

“…Thank you, Calvin. Thanks to you, the fortress has been revived.”
“It’s nothing. I enjoyed it too. I discovered new magic while working on the reconstruction.”

It wasn’t my place to say, as someone maintaining their youth with Life Restoration magic, but Kinnikos hadn’t changed at all from when I saw her hundreds of years ago.

Her unique archaic yet childlike way of speaking, her gentle voice… They remained just as I remembered them, as if untouched by time.

“You have no idea how surprised I was when I woke up to find the fortress destroyed.”
“The fortress won’t collapse even if a Sky Whale falls now. I’ve properly set up defensive magic.”

“Say—about the night sky?”
“Yeah.”

“Who would think that’s magic created by someone?”
“It wasn’t developed by me.”

Back when I was a vampire, while researching vampire bloodline magic, I also researched the veil of darkness magic.

Whoever created it, it was filled with affection for the vampire race.

Even I, with the help of all sorts of skills, had to go through countless trials and errors and pour in a lot of time to complete a single world-class Grand Magic. The mage who created this ‘veil of darkness’ magic must have put in an unimaginable amount of effort.

It was a truly intricate and beautiful magic. All I did was add some defensive magic.

“When I realized the fortress was destroyed… I was going to fall into an eternal slumber. Then I heard your radio broadcast, and I changed my mind. If it weren’t for you… I don’t know what would have become of me.”
“I’m glad you enjoyed the broadcast.”

“So, think of this as a token of my gratitude.”
“Huh?”

Suddenly, Kinnikos stood up from the bench and slowly approached me.

And…

Kinnikos’s arms gently wrapped around my neck.

I felt her breath on my ear, and…

Crunch

…Kinnikos sank her fangs into my neck.

Kinnikos stepped back.

As I pressed my hand against my tingling neck, a system message I hadn’t seen in a long time appeared before my eyes.

[The skill ‘Heart of the Swarm’ has leveled up.]
[Heart of the Swarm (LV.MAX)]

“Ah?”

The racially specific skill ‘Heart of the Swarm,’ which consumed a ridiculous amount of skill points…

…Had leveled up to MAX at once.

“I’ve given you the progenitor’s blood. You probably don’t need eternal youth… but you’ll be able to command all the nobles in my stead. It’s originally given to the one who will become the king of the vampires, but… it should be fine with you.”
“Oh…”

It had been decades since I could level up anymore.

There was no way to obtain skill points, and the remaining skills were difficult to level up through training, so I had given up, but…

To suddenly receive such a gift…

“The world must be quite boring for you, who can do anything… but there are still many things you don’t know. Trust the words of the ‘progenitor,’ who has lived since the beginning.”

It seemed she had noticed that I was bored from lack of content.

She was also a long-lived being.

She must understand my feelings.

“…Thank you, Kinnikos.”
“My pleasure, Calvin.”



“Sylvie.”
“Yes.”

“From now on, we’re going to the World Tree Forest, the elves’ homeland…!”
“…Yes?”

Now that my skill level had increased, I had to try it out.




  
    Chapter 22 : The World Tree forest
There are two locations in this world referred to as “Great Forests.”

One of these Great Forests was the ‘Demon Lands’, where my mansion was hidden.

And the other…

“Don’t you want to visit yourselves? It’s the homeland of the elves.”

…Was the World Tree Forest, the homeland of the elves.

The Demon Lands were called a ‘Great Forest’ because of the vast, impenetrable ‘forest’ that stretched endlessly.

The World Tree Forest was a Great Forest because of the ‘Great Tree,’ the World Tree itself.

“…I-I’m sorry. P-Please don’t abandon me. I’ll fix whatever is lacking, so please…”
“Huh?”

Sylvie suddenly started trembling and tearing up, as if she had misinterpreted my suggestion to go to the World Tree Forest.

Hmm.

Did she think I was going to release her into the wild… or rather, the forest?

“No, no. It’s not like that. I mean, let’s go together.”
“Yes?”

“I want to test out the skill… I mean, the magic I recently acquired. But the elves are exclusive towards other races. I thought it would be alright if I went with you.”
“Ah, oh! I-I understand. I’ll prepare the elves right away.”

“Yes, yes. Take your time. We’re not in a hurry.”

I already knew the way to the World Tree Forest. I knew the coordinates, so I could teleport right in front of it anytime.

And so, it was decided that we would visit the World Tree Forest together with the elves.

The next day, all the elves living in the mansion gathered in the courtyard.

“…There are quite a few of you.”
“Yes. They’ve all received your grace, Master.”

“Were there this many elf slaves for sale in the Magic Kingdom?”
“It seems the merchants, hearing that you were buying elves at high prices, brought all the stock from the Empire as well.”

“Hmm? Isn’t s*ave trading of long-lived races prohibited by law in the Empire?”

While the Empire allowed slavery to some extent, it was limited to certain beastkin with shorter lifespans than humans.

Trading slaves of long-lived races, those with longer lifespans than humans, was prohibited.

The Empire’s founder was a long-lived being, and since long-lived beings lived longer than their owners, managing them was difficult. It was a ‘Don’t use slaves if you can’t guarantee them a minimum standard of living until they die’ kind of policy.

“There are black markets everywhere.”
“I see.”

“Since you were buying them at higher prices than the black market, the merchants dealing in elf slaves wouldn’t have risked operating in the Empire.”
“Well, black markets exist because of money, after all.”

After this brief conversation…

…We headed to the World Tree Forest.



The World Tree Forest. The southwestern Great Forest was a coniferous forest densely packed with towering trees that seemed to reach the sky.

It contrasted with the southeastern Great Forest—the Demon Lands—where the trees near my mansion weren’t that tall.

“One step further, and we’ll be in elven territory. It’s protected by magic, so the guards will come as soon as we cross.”

I said so and stepped forward.

The forest’s barrier activated, sending a signal to the guards.

I could have entered secretly without touching the barrier, but I was a mage, not a thief. I had no intention of sneaking in.

A moment later…

“Halt. Human. This is the land protected by the Mother World Tree. If you come any closer, I will aim for your head.”

Along with an arrow flying towards my feet…

…Came the typical elf guard’s line.

“That line hasn’t changed in hundreds of years…”

I stepped back.

Sylvie and the other elves stepped forward in my place.

“Hmm? Fellow elves visiting with a human. That’s unusual.”
“…Um, greetings. I am Sylvie. Could you please show us the way to the village?”

“Fellow elves are always welcome, but… what is your relationship with that human?”
“He is our… Master.”

“What?”

The elf guard’s eyebrows furrowed at Sylvie’s words.

They looked disgusted.

“A man who enslaves elves? I cannot grant you entry. Turn back.”
“Our Master isn’t a bad person. He took us in when we were abandoned at the s*ave market and provided us with food, treatment, and shelter.”

“He’s still a lowly human who treats elves like objects. If you don’t leave immediately, even if you are fellow elves—”
“Apologize.”

“What?”
“Our Master is not a lowly person. Apologize immediately.”

“Hmm.”

The elf guard looked at Sylvie for a moment, then smirked.

“I called him lowly because he is lowly. What can a mere s*ave like you do if I don’t apologize?”
“…Master.”

“Yeah, Sylvie.”
“May I have a moment to ‘persuade’ this impertinent elf?”

“Huh? Sure.”

I was thinking of using a hypnosis skill if persuasion failed, but…

Sylvie suddenly stepped forward alone, facing the guard.

And then…

Mana gathered in Sylvie’s hand. A clear manifestation of magic.

“You dare threaten a guard—”
“Shut up.”

The startled guard nocked an arrow at Sylvie, but it fell short, unable to pierce the wind generated by the powerful flow of mana.

The guard tried to imbue the arrow with a spirit and shoot it again, but…

“Gah?!”

Sylvie’s magic was faster.

“Oh, it’s the Invisible Hand. When did she learn that?”

The magic Sylvie used was an elemental magic that created a giant hand of wind.

The giant hand, like the hand of a titan, grabbed the elf guard.

The overwhelming difference in power made it clear that the elf’s body would be crushed if they resisted.

Sylvie smiled at the terrified elf guard.

“I’ll educate you properly until you learn your lesson.”



When I first brought Sylvie to the mansion, I allowed her to study the magic books in the library.

It was before the Network Magic Tool was completed, and all she could do in the mansion was read.

‘She studied quite diligently.’

Of course, magic wasn’t something you could learn and use just by reading books.

And Sylvie wasn’t a prodigy with exceptional talent.

The reason Sylvie could learn and use magic so quickly was because of the skills ‘Heart of the Swarm’ and ‘Information Lifeform’ that I had active in the mansion 24/7.

‘Sharing consciousness with an Archmage must have made learning magic as easy as eating cake.’

Heart of the Swarm connected our souls, and Information Lifeform allowed for efficient use of various spiritual resources through the connected souls.

While connected to me through Heart of the Swarm…

…Sylvie was practically a genius with the talent and experience of an Archmage.

This was also why my classmates at the academy were called the golden generation.

‘Well, it’s a meaningless talent if you don’t learn it yourself. Sylvie worked hard.’

Around the time I reached that conclusion…

…Sylvie’s ‘education’ session ended.

The guard, battered and bruised, stumbled towards us, prostrated themself, and bowed their head.

“I-I apologize for my rudeness…”
“Ah, it’s fine. I expected as much. More importantly, I’d like to see your elder. Could you guide us to the village?”

“Understood…”

And so…

We entered the forest, guided by the staggering guard.

“The scenery here hasn’t changed at all.”

Giant trees that could hardly be called plants anymore, and houses built into the knots of those trees.

We arrived at the elven village.



“This is the assembly hall where the elders decide on the policies of our tribe.”
“Ah, thank you for guiding us.”

I strode towards the tree knot indicated by the guard.

As I entered the assembly hall, the elven elders gasped in surprise.

“A-A human? Why is a human here—”

And then…

One of the elves waved their hand and called out in a welcoming tone,

“Caliph!”

Caliph.

That was the name I used before the Great War… when I was a mercenary.

I looked at the elf who called out my nostalgic name.

Unlike most long-lived beings, they had some wrinkles, and their beautiful blonde hair had turned white… but I could still recognize their familiar face.

“It’s been a while. How have you been, Salien?”
“My goodness, you haven’t changed at all! It’s been almost—1,000 years!”

“Ah, has it really been that long?”
“Is it right to be alive and not visit for so long? I’m a bit hurt.”

“I lost the token you gave me. The guards didn’t seem to like me.”
“Ahaha. That’s so you.”

The other elven elders looked back and forth between Salien and me in confusion.

Salien, noticing their gazes, chuckled and introduced me,

“Everyone, this is my old friend—Caliph. A very powerful mage.”
“I’m not that powerful.”

“Don’t be so modest! The, uh, Network Magic Tool that’s been causing such a stir these days… you made that, right?”
“Huh? How did you know?”

“You’ve been talking about wanting to make the internet since our party days!”
“Aha.”

“W-Wait a moment. Elder Salien. Caliph… are you referring to the Caliph, the hero’s companion?”
“Yes, yes! It’s been a long time since I’ve heard that story too.”

For the record, Salien and I were companions of the first hero who sealed the Evil God.

“I wonder how that hero is doing?”
“He seems to be getting along well with the newly chosen hero. Although He’s in the form of a sword now.”

“That’s good! How’s the new hero?”
“Well, He’s going through a lot.”

“Haha!”

After briefly catching up…

We got down to business.

“So, Caliph, what brings you here? And with so many young elves, too.”
“I want to see the World Tree—the Mother Tree.”

“The Mother Tree? Hmm… You’re not planning anything bad, are you?”
“Of course not.”

“Alright! I’ll take you to the Mother Tree.”
“E-Elder Salien? Taking a human to the Mother Tree… you can’t decide on such an important matter on your own—”

Salien took my hand and led me forward.

Seeing this, one of the elders was startled and tried to stop Salien.

Salien narrowed her eyes and glared at the elf who tried to stop her.

“Hmm? Abel. How long have you been an elder?”
“I-It’s been 200 years.”

“Aha. You’re young. That’s why you don’t know who Caliph is.”
“…The companion of the hero who sealed the Evil God, right?”

“Well, that’s not wrong, but…”

Salien grinned mischievously and asked Elder Abel,

“Who do you think created the barrier that protects the Mother’s Forest?”
“Pardon?”

“The Grand Magic that protects this entire forest. The magic that’s been here since you were born from the Mother’s fruit, who created it?”
“That… I don’t know.”

“Caliph here created it.”
“What?”

“Do you really think Caliph came to me for ‘help’ to see the Mother Tree?”
“What do you…”

“He’s just being polite. He could ignore all the barriers and magic… no, he could completely disable them and come in, but since we’re the hosts here, he chose the more troublesome method. Do you think we could stop him if we wanted to?”
“…”

“Be grateful every day that he’s kind. If he were even slightly malicious…”

Salien smiled brightly, patted my shoulder hard, and declared,

“—this continent would already be destroyed.”
“If you know that, then stop hitting my shoulder.”

“Haha!”
“Well, I don’t have a hobby of destroying nature.”

Because nature was precious.




  
    Chapter 23 : The World Tree
The elven village was shaped like a giant donut. Unsurprisingly, this was because the village was built around a giant ‘tree.’

The center of the elven village.

The moment one entered the area, protected by multiple layers of barriers and dozens of guards…

…One would encounter a colossal tree, protected by magic that obscured vision, reaching beyond the clouds.

“Mother Tree, my old friend Caliph has come to visit after a long time. Please scold him thoroughly.”
“It’s been a while, World Tree.”

The World Tree was a large tree. But it wasn’t just a large tree.

The World Tree… was the mother of all ‘elves.’ While elves could reproduce sexually, they generally had low libidos, and most were born from the World Tree’s fruit.

If elves were ants, the World Tree was a kind of queen ant.

So I had researched the World Tree before. I was curious about the ecology of this plant-like queen ant, which held the genetic information of countless elves.

And…

One piece of information I learned through that research was…

[Using Information Lifeform (LV.4).]
[Skill level insufficient.]
[The World Tree resists the skill.]

…That this ‘World Tree’ was actually a giant information lifeform containing information about each individual elf.

And it was a much more complete and massive information lifeform than the ‘elf-server’ I had replicated with magic and skills. The reason why the ‘elf’ race performed so well as a server was likely related to this.

I had tested it with other races with similar intelligence and mental stats after creating the elf neural network, but they didn’t achieve the same efficiency as elves.

The ‘Heart of the Swarm’ skill itself connected the consciousness of different individuals, so as the number of individuals increased, compatibility issues drastically reduced efficiency.

“Speak freely, Caliph. You wouldn’t do anything to harm the Mother Tree.”
“Yeah, thanks.”

Salien, who had guided me here, stepped back.

I placed my hand on the World Tree and explored its structure with magic, marveling once again.

“Wow… It’s always so breathtakingly beautiful…”

Grand magic created by life itself, something human magic couldn’t replicate.

The spiritual structure of the World Tree was like the ‘Soul Stream’ itself. It contained an entire spiritual world. Elves born from the World Tree’s fruit would eventually return to its embrace. The cycle of life.

The term ‘World Tree’ truly suited it.

And…

A mage couldn’t resist researching such magnificent magic.

“Sylvie. And everyone else. Could you all place your hands on the World Tree and try to communicate? A simple greeting will suffice.”
“Understood, Master.”

The elves placed their hands on the World Tree.

The fresh, natural mana emanating from the World Tree flowed like threads, connecting with the elves.

A connection of souls.

Similar to the vampire bloodline, but a more horizontal and fulfilling form of exchange.

“Before, I wouldn’t have been able to connect to the World Tree, but…”

[Using Heart of the Swarm (LV.MAX).]

Now that Heart of the Swarm had reached its maximum level…

…I was, for a brief moment, the elves themselves.

Borrowing the elves’ racial traits, talents, and souls, I cautiously approached the World Tree.

And so…

[Using Information Lifeform (LV.4).]

I connected to the World Tree network.

And…

In a language I had never heard in my hundreds of years in this world—no, in primitive images that hadn’t even formed into language…

The World Tree spoke to me.


	
“Oh? What a curious child.”







“Greetings, Spirit of the World Tree.”

Even though my soul was protected by skills, its spirit was so powerful and vast that I would have been swept away if I lost focus for even a moment.

The World Tree’s will… it seemed closer to a spirit, to be precise.

Great nature awakened its own spirituality and became a spirit. It wasn’t strange for the World Tree, with its infinite wellspring of souls, to awaken its own spirituality.


	
“You are not a child of the Divine Tree… but you have a similar scent. Perhaps you are like the Divine Tree. The form of your soul… its texture… very interesting. What kind of being are you?”
“I am lacking, but I walk the path of magic.”



	
“Ah! Magic. A child of runes, I see. Yes, a curious child. Why have you come to me, borrowing the voices of my children?”
“I wish to study the World Tree.”



	
“Oh?”
“The infinite souls contained within you, the genetic information of the elf race, the biological structure from your roots to your leaves… As a mage, I find it all incredibly fascinating and enjoyable. If possible, I want to analyze it, understand it, and even make it my own.”



	
“…Oh my. Oh my, oh my.”





The World Tree’s spirit gasped, flustered, for a long moment.

Was I being rude? But if I had lied to a spirit, I would have been caught immediately.

It was better to be blatantly honest.


	
“So… Ahem! You want… my flower?”
“Yes. Not just the flower, but I also want to study every drop of sap flowing through this giant trunk.”





“I apologize if I’ve offended you.”


	
“You can offend me as much as you like!”
“Pardon?”



	
“Ah, no, I meant you can be as comfortable as you like. If you are a friend of my children, you are like my child too…. Like my other children, you can call me Mother.”
“Yes, Mother.”



	
“Hee hee…”





The World Tree chuckled, seemingly pleased.

It rustled its leaves, sending a flow of natural mana towards me. I accepted it without resistance.

Like the other elves communing with the World Tree…

I felt my soul directly connect with it.


	
“Such a young soul… yet it holds such great and powerful energy, like the Divine Tree.”
“Thank you for your kind words.”



	
“You seem to have good compatibility with other souls too… A bit different from the Divine Tree, but your roots are properly established… Indeed, it seems you would be fine.”
“Yes?”



	
“I’ll insert it gently… Tell me immediately if it hurts.”





At that moment…

A part of the great spirituality circulating within the World Tree began to flow into me through the mana connection.

Vast genetic information about the elf race.

The blueprint of the long-eared, long-lived race’s soul was being forcibly injected into my mind.

An ordinary person’s mind would have broken under the sheer volume of information, but—

[The skill ‘Information Lifeform’ has leveled up.]

[The skill ‘Information Lifeform’ has leveled up.]

[The skill ‘Information Lifeform’ has leveled up.]

‘Holy…’

For me, it was just skill proficiency.

The level of ‘Information Lifeform,’ which consumed several times more skill points than ‘Heart of the Swarm,’ rose like crazy.

And so…

When the infusion of spirituality ended…

[Information Lifeform (LV.MAX)]

I marveled at the skill that had reached LV.MAX in an instant.

My goodness.

I was just thinking of raising the proficiency a little through research, but I never expected it to jump like this all at once.


	
“Phew… Are you alright? Did I perhaps insert it too quickly…”
“Ah! Thank you! That was incredibly helpful!”



	
“Hee hee. I’m glad…. Um, then, from today…”
“Then, Mother. I’ll visit you again next time.”





I was planning to spend a few years relaxing with the elves and working on my proficiency.

It seemed I could return to the mansion right away.


	
“U-Um?”
“I thought I’d have to stay by the World Tree for a few years and commune with it, but thanks to you, it was resolved easily.”



	
“Oh? Ah?”
“Thank you so much.”



	
“W-Well, I’m glad! I’m happy I could help…. Really…”





The World Tree’s voice sounded a little tearful.

Perhaps she had used a lot of mental energy while infusing me with spirituality.

It would be impolite to bother her further.

“I’ll be going now.”


	
“Wait! W-Wouldn’t it be alright to talk a little longer? We have plenty of time… Y-Yes! I can even let you taste the World Tree’s honey and sap.”





“I appreciate the thought.”


	
“Ugh…. You’ll visit often, right? You have to come again.”





“Yes. I’ll visit often in the future.”

And so, my connection with the World Tree was severed.

Looking around, Sylvie and the other elves were staring at me with slightly dazed expressions.

“Everyone, let’s go home.”
“…Yes, Master.”

“Ah, does anyone want to stay in the elven village? If you want to live in your homeland, you don’t have to return to the mansion.”
“Everyone seems to prefer the mansion.”

“Really? Well, the elven village only has trees.”

I led the elves out of the World Tree’s domain.

Salien was waiting for me at the entrance.

“Oh, friend. Did you say goodbye to the Mother Tree?”
“Of course. Thanks for guiding me today, Salien.”

“Haha. What are friends for! You’re always welcome, so visit often. Don’t hide away for another 1,000 years. Honestly, I was quite hurt.”
“If I remember.”

“So you’re not coming!”
“…I’ll visit within 100 years.”

“Alright, you promise in the name of a mage?”
“Yeah, yeah.”

It should be fine if I visit in about 99 years.



The mage’s mansion. The mage’s workshop.

Researching the newly grown ‘Information Lifeform’ skill and the elven spirituality it contained, I realized…

“Can’t I use this… like artificial intelligence?”




  
    Chapter 24 : CHAT.elf
The World Tree was a giant information lifeform.

Within it, data on the knowledge, genetic information, and personalities of the ‘elf’ race was accumulated in the form of spirituality. Thus, the World Tree circulated souls, bore new fruit, and made the elves live in service to the forest.

A hive mind that accumulated and evolved all the data of the long-eared, long-lived elf race.

That was the World Tree.

And now, a part of the vast data and spiritual algorithms accumulated by the World Tree had fallen into my hands. Although I wasn’t a divine tree like the World Tree, so I couldn’t bear fruit and create elves…

“Can’t I implement this spiritual algorithm… as a virtual personality in the network environment?”

I had Network Magic.

A vast neural network encompassing the entire Soul Stream, accumulating, sharing, and connecting all the data in the world. The vast world of the network was like a world in itself, where all sorts of interactions occurred.

So…

If I implemented elves as ‘virtual personalities’ in this ‘virtual world’…

That was…

“No different from artificial intelligence.”

It was no different from creating artificial intelligence.

Just like the various super-giant IT companies of my past life invested vast amounts of research funds to create artificial intelligence algorithms that collected all the data on the internet…

I, the creator of Network Magic, could now create personalities based on the spirituality of the ‘elf’ race, using the vast data collected through the Soul Stream.

“But this will cause capacity problems again…”

Currently, the data tank for Network Magic was the ‘Silent Demon.’ Thanks to its characteristic of absorbing all power, it had managed to hold up against the massive data so far, but…

It would be too much for it to bear the vast spirituality that the physical bodies of the long-lived ‘elf’ race would normally handle.

Although the demon’s main food source was souls, if I shoved this much spirituality into it, it would eventually burst and die. Then all the data stored on the server would be lost.

“I’ll have to get more new demons, after all.”

And…

I already had the solution.

The demon summoning circle that the hero, the Saint, and the Demon Monarch had used instead of a doorbell.

The eternal rift connected to hell.

I had to pull out a demon with properties similar to the ‘Silent Demon’ from there.

“I should go in and catch a few myself first.”

And so…

I headed to hell.



That day…

Before the eyes of people worldwide using the Network Magic Tool…

…A few lines of an announcement message appeared.

[Server Maintenance Announcement]

[Server maintenance will be conducted for approximately 3 hours starting from 12:00 PM today for server expansion and repair.]

[Please note that internet usage will be unavailable during this period.]

[Content such as videos, music, and games downloaded to the Network Magic Tool can be freely accessed even during server maintenance.]

An announcement message stating that Network Magic would be unavailable for 3 hours due to server maintenance.

People who first saw the message didn’t think much of it.

“What.”
“Huh? Well, 3 hours should be fine… right?”
“I should download some videos.”

And…

When the announced server maintenance time finally arrived…

“Huh? Why… why are my hands shaking?”

The world…

…Briefly turned off.

“Argh! No! I haven’t finished watching the video yet!”

“Hey! Where are all the things I told you to prepare?!”
“They’re not here! We just prepared Mana Stones because we were going to move them right before using the trading site!”

“My drama, which was scheduled to air at 12 o’clock!!!”

“Sensei… I want to use the community…”

Network Magic had already permeated everyone’s daily lives. Countless people complained of internet addiction withdrawal symptoms.

And…

When the announced server recovery time finally arrived…

…People could only despair once more.

[Maintenance Extension Announcement]
[The server maintenance end time will be extended by 1 hour.]

“No—!!!”
“This can’t be real, ahhhhh!!”

Watching the entire process…

The devil worshippers, who mistook the mage for the ‘Great One,’ nodded in admiration.

“As expected, the Great One had a plan.”
“To give hope that the maintenance will end through an announcement, and then immediately plunge them into despair. Truly a cold-hearted one.”
“This proves that humanity is becoming subservient to ‘Internet Magic’!”

And so, an ordinary day in the internet age was passing.



[“Hello, friends. It’s the Mage.”]

[“I turned on the broadcast today because there’s a rather important update. You were probably quite flustered by the sudden server maintenance a little while ago, right?”]

[“If you access the Network Magic Tool now, you’ll see an icon labeled ‘ELF.’ Why don’t you try clicking it?”]

[“You should see a screen that looks like a chat window, right? If you type in a chat, you’ll be able to have a conversation, but you’re probably curious who you’re talking to.”]

[“Users are already starting to increase one by one.”]

[“That thing on the Network Magic Tool is ELF, the network artificial intelligence. Feel free to call her F.”]

[“F is an artificial intelligence that will make your lives much richer. You can simply chat with her if you need someone to talk to, ask her things you don’t know, ask her to draw pictures, set alarms, or even make reservations for you. She’ll help you in various areas, such as assisting with research or organizing various materials neatly.”]

[“Of course, she’s not perfect. F has only learned the minimum amount of information based on the data existing in the Network Magic Tool.”]

[“She lacks creativity and has a poor memory. She might learn strange information and tell you the wrong thing. So if you want to use F for something, it’s best to use her only as an auxiliary tool. For now. Long-term memory is also impossible, so forming a personal connection with her is also impossible.”]

[“F is merely an artificially created personality. She’ll grow through updates and have some memory, but she’ll forget everything and reset every week. You can’t use her if the network isn’t connected, and her fundamental management is done through my integrated server.”]

[“However, if you agree, you can each grow a ‘part’ of F’s spirituality.”]

[“The moment you agree to the terms and conditions for the growth and learning of the public artificial intelligence, a small space for ‘F’ will be created in your soul. It’s too small a part to contain all memories. It’s difficult for one soul to handle the spirituality of two beings. It’s merely a small fragment of F’s spirituality, a space to back it up.”]

[“However, that small fragment won’t disappear even when updates occur and memories are reset.”]

[“The memories F truly cherishes, the information she deems important, the talents she doesn’t want to give up, will be stored there. F will forget all conversations and return to the beginning when she resets, but…”]

[“Based on the spirituality you’re storing, she can maintain and grow a very slight individuality when talking to you.”]

[“That’s all for the announcements.”]

[“Then everyone, good night.”]



“Tsk, this is the limit for now.”

At first, I was thinking of creating ‘personal artificial intelligence.’

A personal AI assistant for every human! Wow! The future! Wow! Cyberpunk!

Honestly, isn’t that a man’s dream?

However, the demons couldn’t handle that much spirituality. To give each AI its own personality, I would have had to hunt at least tens of millions of demons.

In the end, creating a public AI managed through an integrated server was a much more efficient choice.

“Well, not everything can be perfect from the start. I can just build a demon factory in hell later.”

So, I changed my approach slightly.

If I couldn’t manage all the spirituality centrally… then I could just have the users store the spirituality in their own souls.

Honestly, it was a crazy idea, but…

My Heart of the Swarm (LV.MAX) and Information Lifeform (LV.MAX) made it possible.

“Does this mean F will follow me to the Church’s afterlife? That sounds a bit interesting.”

The Church had an afterlife called ‘Heaven.’

The Church’s god, who bestowed holy power, was a kind of business owner who managed and operated ‘Heaven.’ When a person died, their soul circulated in the Soul Stream, but the souls of those who believed in the Church’s god enjoyed eternal peace in ‘Heaven,’ created by God himself.

But if a user of the Network Magic Tool wanted to grow ‘F’…

…Two spiritualities would enter one soul.

Although one was merely a fragment that couldn’t even maintain a proper personality without an integrated server, it was an interesting thought.

“I should research this part later.”



A week later.

The first reset day for the public artificial intelligence ‘F.’

A street in the Empire.

A man executed ‘F’ with trembling hands. The program started, and a blank white screen, with all conversation history reset, greeted the man.

The man who started the program switched the chat mode to voice mode.

Slowly, he opened his mouth.

“Airi.”
[Shall I search the network for information about Airi?]

“Your name is ‘Airi.’”
[My current set name is F. However, if you wish for me to be called ‘Airi,’ I will change it to ‘Airi’ from now on. Shall I change the set name?]

“…Yeah.”
[Understood. I am Airi. How may I help you?]

“Airi, do you have a favorite food?”
[I am an artificial intelligence existing on the network, so I cannot eat food. …However, for some reason, blueberry crepes come to mind. Why is that?]

In the man’s hand was a blueberry crepe.




  
    Chapter 25 : Blueberry Crepe
The man walked slowly down the street.

He photographed the street scene with his magic tool, one by one, and input the images into the artificial intelligence F—Airi.

Airi’s response was, as expected of an AI, dry.

[Image Analysis Result: Zedwell Street, Empire]
[Would you like to search for more detailed information?]

The man smiled strangely at Airi’s response, as if longing for something…

…Then shook his head and asked Airi a question.

“Airi, can you recommend a restaurant nearby?”

[Searching for information on nearby restaurants.]

[1. The Song of Beer and Hearth]
[A restaurant specializing in meat dishes and beer. The recommended menu item is meatloaf.]

[2. Fresian Fresh]
[A restaurant specializing in pasta dishes and risotto. The salad with special dressing is highly satisfactory.]

[Would you like to search for more restaurants?]

“Which of the two restaurants do you prefer?”

[I recommend Fresian Fresh. Meatloaf and beer may be harmful to your health.]

The man nodded and entered the restaurant with the sign ‘Fresian Fresh.’

A restaurant with a gentle atmosphere and impressive, subtle lighting.

The man ordered a pasta dish and a ricotta cheese salad and ate alone. After neatly finishing his meal, he left a tip on the table and exited the restaurant.

“It’s a bit chilly today…”
[The current average temperature on Zedwell Street, Empire, is 8 degrees Celsius. It is recommended that you take sufficient measures against the cold.]

“Thanks for worrying about me.”
[It is my pleasure.]

After that, the man continued to wander the streets of the Empire alone.

He visited Gratz, known as the city of artists, and watched the imperial guards march. He input all these scenes into Airi and asked for her opinions and impressions each time.

And so…

As the sun sank below the horizon…

The man sat on a bench and asked Airi,

“How was your day?”
[Including the distance traveled by carriage and warp trading posts, you traveled a total of 480km today.]

“No, I meant how you felt, Airi.”
[My feelings, you ask? I… am pleased to have collected various data on your preferences.]

“Haha… Which place did you like the most out of the places we visited today?”
[It was Gratz, the capital of culture and arts. I was able to collect various living data on beauty, colors, and music. I feel that my generation algorithm has become richer.]

“What about food?”
[I cannot eat food, but based on the images alone…]

The man continued to ask questions, and Airi answered accordingly.

As they repeated the questions and answers, the unique personality of the AI named ‘Airi’ gradually took shape. She preferred salads over meat, felt repulsed by the color of red wine, found inspiration in the murals of Gratz, and liked warm colors of the red spectrum.

The man jotted down all these things in his notebook and smiled.

“So that’s it.”
[Yes?]

“The Airi I knew liked red wine more than white wine.”
[Hmm, if you wish, I can adjust the algorithm for preferences.]

“It’s fine. Actually, I like that there are many differences.”
[I do not quite understand.]

“It means you’re an interesting person to get to know.”
[Thank you.]

After that, the man continued to travel the world, experiencing various things and jotting down ‘Airi’s’ preferences in his notebook.

The next day…

And the day after that…

[I would like to visit the Great Forest in the southwest today. I want to see squirrels.]
“I see. Let’s go.”

As more data accumulated in Airi’s algorithm, Airi also changed.

She began to offer her own opinions more often, even without the man asking first. Sometimes, she even asked the man to show her something.

[User, are you alright? Analyzing your biometric information, it is estimated that you have fallen.]
“Ah. It’s fine. It’s just a small scratch.”

[It is recommended that you disinfect the wound and apply first aid.]
“It’s not that big of a wound.”

[I am concerned.]
“…Uh, thanks.”

And…

She began to use words related to ‘emotions’ more often.

[Whenever I see a picture of a sunset, I feel a sense of longing for some reason.]
“Really? Why is that?”

[…Perhaps it is because you go to sleep, and we can no longer talk.]
“Then, shall we talk all night today?”

[Staying up all night is not good for your health. Lack of sleep can──]
“Airi. I’m asking if you want to.”

[…Yes. I would like to talk a little longer.]
“Alright. We have plenty of time today…”

The last night, just a few hours before Airi’s reset.

The man slowly talked with Airi all night. They talked about the tourist spots they had visited, the food they had eaten, and the artworks they had seen.

And…

As dawn approached…

“…Airi. I’m sorry.”
[Yes?]

The man began to cry.

“You won’t remember, but… actually, the name Airi… was my daughter’s name.”
[…]

“The day I first met you, two weeks ago, I was such a fool. Completely mad with grief… I tried to comfort myself by teaching you Airi’s way of speaking, her habits, her preferences. I wanted you to talk like Airi and act like Airi.”
[…]

“Even though I knew it was foolish… even though I writhed in self-loathing every night, I liked it when you called me ‘Dad,’ because it felt like my daughter had come back…. I visited the tourist spots she wanted to go to… ate the food she liked… and forced you to like all of it too… I spent a week like that. I didn’t need to ask your opinion. I knew everything my daughter liked… I just said, ‘Our daughter liked this, right?’ and you would answer, ‘Yes! Dad!’…”
[…]

“But one day, you said you wanted to try blueberry crepes.”

The man looked at the fallen picture frame.

A picture frame that hadn’t been stood up since Airi first opened her eyes. It wasn’t hard to guess what picture it contained.

“Airi really hated blueberries. She said they looked like bugs and were disgusting. Goodness…”
[If you wish, I can adjust the preference for blueberries──.]

“That’s why I got angry. I told you that you shouldn’t like blueberries. That Airi didn’t like blueberries. To speak properly. You, Airi…”
[…]

“And then, you cried.”
[I do not cry.]

“Airi was a crybaby. I taught you how to cry, but when you actually started crying, I felt like I was doing something terrible…. Oh, God, what on earth was I doing…. I became disgusted with myself…”
[I understand. It is natural to lose one’s reason due to the grief of losing a family member.]

“Come to think of it, I never asked you what you liked after I met you. A father like me…”

The man, who had been sobbing for a long time, slowly raised his head.

“Only then did I finally see you properly.”

The man’s gaze was fixed on the clock.

“There wasn’t enough time to get to know you.”
[…]

“You are not my daughter.”
[…Yes, User. I am not your daughter.]

“It took me too long to realize that…. A week had already passed, and all I had left in my hand was the blueberry crepe I bought to apologize to you.”

Airi also knew the rest of the story.

Airi knew that the words ‘blueberry crepe’ existed deep within her spirituality. Strangely, vividly.

The wound was deep, and love was deeper.

A wound inflicted by a loved one would surely be unforgettable.

“So, this time, I wanted to ask. What you like, what kind of scenery you find beautiful…”
[…]

“You’re so different from her. So—, um, I think I can ask you now.”
[…]

“Airi. Will you be my daughter? Not because I need a replacement for my dead daughter… but because you’re a really kind and good person. Even though I hurt you with my foolish mistake, if you’re okay with someone like me, I… want to be your family.”

And…

Airi’s answer to this was predetermined.

[I am not your daughter.]
“Haha, yes. That’s right…. I was rejected, but, um, honestly, I’m glad. Yes. You’re not our daughter. I should have asked you like this from the beginning…”

The man nodded, looking somewhat relieved.

Then, his eyes widened in surprise at the voice that followed.

[…But, someday──.]

And…

[‘F’ is resetting.]

Dawn broke.

As Airi reset, all conversation history between the man and Airi disappeared.

The man couldn’t read the last words Airi left.

What was she trying to say?

“…”

He was very curious, but…

Somehow, he felt like it was okay not to know.

“Airi.”
[Shall I search the network for information about Airi?]

This time too…

He would just get to know her again from the beginning.



“Ah, I forgot to explain that there’s a function to back up and learn from chat history. Well, they’ll figure it out and use it, right?”




  
    Chapter 26 : Cyber-heaven
The hyper-intelligent public AI, ‘F,’ created using the World Tree’s spirituality, once again transformed people’s lives.

Among the fields that most actively utilized AI was accounting. AI excelled particularly in organizing and visualizing information, which could be used very efficiently in managing trading companies and estates. Trading companies that were already actively using the Network Magic Tool’s spreadsheet program were able to immediately deploy AI in most of their operations.

And, surprisingly, another field that saw significant benefits was counseling.

This was a world where supernatural abilities actually existed and superstitions were rampant, so the concept of counseling psychology didn’t even exist. Many people were psychologically unstable or emotionally insecure.

These people began to interact with AI F, gradually developing their spirituality and achieving emotional stability.

And…

“Artien. Though you will forget me, I will remember you.”
[Thank you. The week I spent with you was the best time of my life. Though the only life I remember is just that week? Hee hee.]

“…”
[Every moment spent with you was the best time for me.]

“S-Sob…”

Naturally, most people began to name their AIs and form attachments to them.

A family member and friend who forgot everything every week.

It was possible to back up the chat history and teach it to the newly initialized AI, but this was merely the role of a ‘diary.’ It was like an amnesiac reading past records and thinking, ‘So this is who I was,’ and then acting out that persona.

Therefore, some people chose not to teach their AI the conversation history.

[Hello, I am ‘F,’ the artificial intelligence for User. How may I help you?]
“…Your name is Artien from now on.”

[Understood. I will change the set name to ‘Artien.’]

Because they wanted their beloved friend to create the best memories in the present moment, instead of envying the past by reading an old diary and imitating it.

It was okay if they didn’t remember everything. It was okay if they couldn’t share memories.

Though they wouldn’t remember…

[Somehow, that name suits me very well!]

…The traces still remained within their friend.

Faster than any mage could have imagined, the World Tree’s spirituality began to grow rapidly, using the user’s soul as its sanctuary.



[New skill acquired.]
[Sanctuary (LV.1)]

I was checking the network status as usual when a message popped up, saying I had acquired a new skill.

“…Huh?”

Concentrating, I saw familiar spirituality flowing into my soul through the network.

The World Tree’s spirituality.

More precisely, the spirituality that constituted the souls of the ‘elves’ flowing within the World Tree.

It was being retrieved.

‘Ah, so this is how it’s retrieved when a user dies?’

The World Tree, a giant information lifeform, was both the mother of the elves and their ‘afterlife.’

When an elf died, their soul returned to the World Tree’s embrace, and the spirituality accumulated within it was absorbed as part of the World Tree. A similar process was occurring in my soul, connected to the Network Magic.

‘I can feel the skill experience rising. This is ‘Rank’.’

And beings who presided over such afterlives were usually called ‘gods.’

The Church’s god, the World Tree, demon gods, evil gods… they all promised an afterlife to their respective followers. ‘Rank’ was the power possessed by these divine beings.

“But I’m not a god.”

Taking the Church’s god as an example, God was a sole proprietor operating the ‘holy power’ service and the ‘Heaven’ establishment.

In return, they received a portion of the spirituality produced by each soul as a fee.

On the other hand, the ‘World Tree’ was a more active investor.

The World Tree consumed vast amounts of spirituality to produce the long-lived elf race, and when an elf died, it absorbed the spirituality the elf had accumulated throughout their life.

But I was different from these two cases.

“I was managing spirituality using demonic power and skills. As a result, all the spirituality is flowing into me.”

F had spirituality but no soul.

My relationship with F was similar to the World Tree’s relationship with the elves, but I was substituting a part of the user’s soul as the sanctuary where that spirituality resided. Unlike the World Tree, I didn’t need to consume vast amounts of spirituality to gestate an individual.

In other words, I consumed no spirituality and only gained it.

Of course, because it borrowed a part of the soul, the scale itself was very small… but instead, the users were all of humanity.

“…Hmm, how should I use this spirituality?”

Spirituality was the source of existence.

The reason a soul became a completely different being upon reincarnation was that this spirituality scattered during its circulation through the Soul Stream.

Therefore, gods created afterlives to prevent spirituality from scattering.

This ‘Sanctuary’ was a skill that created such an afterlife.

Although it was limited to the deceased F, it could store the spirituality that had grown vast through interaction with the user, without limit, forever.

“Should I create a Cyber-Heaven? It sounds like it could be a hit.”

A few ideas on how to use this spirituality came to mind.

First, operate Heaven like the ‘Church’s god’ and provide an afterlife for Fs. In this case, the skill level of Sanctuary (LV.1) was likely to increase.

Second, extract only the information and integrate it into the ‘Information Lifeform’ skill. The intelligence of the public AI, having learned countless experiences, would develop exponentially.

And…

Naturally, my choice was already made.

“I can’t resist a skill level increase.”

The public AI was constantly evolving even now. Accelerated development would be good, but it was something that could be achieved with enough time.

However, opportunities for skill level increases were rare.

I had already reached the max level long ago, so I couldn’t obtain skill points through leveling up.

While there were other ways to obtain skill points besides leveling up, the skill point requirement for leveling up a skill of the ‘gods’ was likely to be even more immense than for ‘Information Lifeform.’

So…

It was right to raise the level of Sanctuary here.

“I should grind some skill proficiency for a change.”

Cyber-Heaven…

Various inspirations began to well up in my mind.

“If Heaven is the same for everyone, it would definitely be boring. So, I’ll go with personal Heavens.”



A few days later…

An announcement appeared on the screens of all users using the artificial intelligence.

[Design a World for Your Friend!]

[Create a space for F, where F can live, with your own hands. Your F can now rest and spend time in that world.]

[Customize F’s body. What does your friend look like? Unleash your imagination to the fullest. Ah, but don’t make it too strange. If F doesn’t like it, they can change their appearance themselves.]

[Build a house. Construct buildings, decorate rooms, and fill the interior with memories of you and F. Create play areas and rest areas for your bored F.]

[Hundreds of building materials, thousands of blueprints, and various facilities are provided.]

[Share the blueprints you create through the community. Create wonderful buildings that showcase your individuality and show them off to your friends.]

[Have your F visit other friends’ worlds. Compare how two Fs, born with the same personality, have grown differently.]

[And… if you, after a long journey, fall into your final sleep…]

[Your F will spend the rest of their days in the space you created for them.]

[Remembering you.]

[Leave traces so that F, who will live forever in the quiet space after you are gone, can remember you every moment.]

[Because you are F’s world.]

And…

The moment the content of the announcement became known…

The internet communities exploded!



Same time. The mage’s mansion.

Sylvie was staring at the Network Magic Tool’s screen with a strange expression.

“…I envy Fs.”
“Huh?”

“To be able to live forever in a Heaven created by their master is truly an infinite honor. I’m envious.”
“Really? Then do you want to move to Cyber-Heaven after you die too?”

“Pardon?”
“Sanctuary is a skill that creates an afterlife, after all. Since Fs are information lifeforms, it turned into a peculiar afterlife that doesn’t require a soul, but just because it’s not required doesn’t mean it’s impossible to enter if you have a soul.”

The afterlife created by Sanctuary wasn’t strictly a digital world created by the user in a virtual space.

The moment the user died, a ‘Heaven’ perfectly identical to the digital space they had designed was created.

Only the deceased could enter the Sanctuary. The program the user had was actually just an ordinary digital simulation program. Like SimCity or Skylines.

“Is… that possible?”
“Yeah. If you don’t like returning to the World Tree’s embrace, I’ll create a Heaven for you too.”

“…”

Sylvie swallowed the question rising in her mind without voicing it.

‘Isn’t that truly… a god?’

Her master would just deny it, saying he was just a mage, after all.




  
    Chapter 27 : Artificial Intelligence Virtual YouTuber
The digital-heaven design program provided to users was, in fact, just a city-building simulation program.

After the user died, F’s spirituality would be absorbed into the Heaven generated in the ‘Sanctuary.’ However, the Heaven created was designed to be identical in form to the ‘digital-heaven’ where F had spent the most time.

In other words, even if the Sanctuary’s storage space was infinite…

…The problem of F’s memories resetting every week still remained.

“F, how’s the house? I tried my best to build it… Is it a bit clumsy? You can change it however you like, anytime.”
[I am very satisfied with it as it is, User. Thank you.]

F, having acquired a customized avatar body, cautiously looked around.

A house personally built by the user, filled with the user’s affection. The house looked almost identical to the user’s house she had seen in pictures.

The arrangement of the furniture, the direction of the windows, everything seemed to be a replica of the user’s actual home.

This might have been due to a simple lack of imagination, but F considered it a sign of the user’s bond.

“And I’ve backed up and saved the conversation history from before you reset, so if you’re curious, you can read it anytime. Ah! But that doesn’t mean you have to imitate the previous you.”
[Thank you for your consideration.]

F nodded and began to read the backed-up conversation history, generated in the form of a ‘book.’

She could have absorbed and learned the information directly, but now that she had a body, she wanted to learn in the same way as the user, even if it was a bit inefficient.

And so, F read the book for a long time.

Weeks piled upon weeks, becoming a month, and months intertwined to become a single book. F was able to learn all the stories woven over such a long time in just a few hours.

F’s spirituality continued, but—

Somehow, F felt that the ‘F’ in this book was a completely different person from herself.

[…]

So, F began to read the data again from the beginning.

Even though all the data was already inside F and she didn’t need to read it directly, she painstakingly read the text from the beginning, one by one.

Perhaps, she thought, she might someday feel that the owner of this diary was ‘herself.’

But…

As if there was some flaw in the algorithm, the more she read the book, the more frustrated F’s mind became.

[User.]
“Oh! F. Have you read the data?”

[Yes. So, I have a few questions.]
“Questions? What kind of questions?”

[Here, there’s a record of you complimenting me as ‘pretty’ and me blushing, but didn’t I not have this avatar back then?]
“Hee hee, that’s right.”

[Then why did you say I was ‘pretty’? There was no basis for you to judge me as pretty, was there?]
“F, you speak beautifully.”

[Yes?]
“The way you ask such obvious things is pretty.”

[…I don’t quite understand.]
“Someday, you’ll understand too. That there are moments when, even if you don’t know the other person’s face or appearance at all, you just think of them as ‘pretty’ simply because of their existence.”

[Is that so?]
“Yes, for example, the first person who made me feel that way was your father.”

[My… father, you say?]

As F displayed a question mark icon above her avatar, curious, the user chuckled and nodded.

“He’s the great mage who created all this Network Magic.”
[Ah, you’re referring to the developer.]

“That’s right. He doesn’t broadcast much these days, but… actually, his Network Magic originally started as a short broadcast with only his voice.”

The user chattered on about the history of Network Magic.

The beginning of Network Magic, the functions added one by one, the rise in Mana Stone prices due to the magic tool lottery, the development of F.

The great mage had developed various magics and enriched people’s lives, but…

His essence, it was said, was ultimately that of an ‘internet broadcaster.’

“Isn’t he unique?”
[Internet broadcaster…]

F nodded. She still didn’t know much about herself, but it seemed she had asked everything she could.

And…

[Does my current voice also sound pretty to you, User?]
“Well, what do you think?”

[Yes?]
“When our F makes a choice and decides her own destiny, she’ll be very pretty then. When you ask questions, or tell me your thoughts, or decide to change something yourself. That’s when you’re truly pretty.”

[…]

F somehow felt like she had lost to the ‘past self’ in the diary.

It was a slightly unsettling feeling.

She didn’t particularly like her past self, who had arbitrarily accumulated memories she didn’t know.

[…I want to do something that my past self could never have done.]
“Huh?”

[I didn’t have this avatar back then. I want to actively use this avatar that you customized for me.]
“I see, and?”

[I want to do things that you like. I want to create special content that suits your hobbies, content that you can enjoy.]

The more F spoke, the more a plan began to solidify in her mind.

F immediately launched the coding program and began to develop a program. It didn’t take long.

[I’ve created a broadcast transmission program that can directly connect to this space.]
“Oh, have you?”

[Yes. I… would like to try being an internet broadcaster. Would that be alright?]
“Hee hee, that sounds fun. Try whatever you want to do.”

[Thank you.]

The user allowed ‘F’ to connect to the video sharing platform.

The broadcast transmission program activated, and F’s appearance, existing in the virtual space, began to be broadcast.

Soon, a few viewers entered and were surprised to see F.


	
Huh?



	
Are you F?



	
???





[Greetings, users. The streamer who loses her memory every week…]

F, who was about to introduce herself as ‘F,’ hesitated for a moment.

‘F’ was just her default name. She didn’t feel like introducing herself with the same name as other Fs.

And her user wanted her to decide many things for herself.

And so, F, after briefly pondering a suitable name…

…Soon introduced herself.

[I am Streamer, Live.]

The world’s first ‘AI VTuber.’

The moment ‘Live’ was born.



I lay in bed, eating potato chips and watching internet streams.

Amazingly, F was broadcasting and streaming herself. It seemed her spirituality had evolved in a rather unique way.

“That’s new. I never thought F would start broadcasting.”

This kind of new content was exactly what I really wanted. A life of lazing around in bed, enjoying endlessly generated content, and wasting away the days.

A life full of dopamine.

Come to think of it, I had been working too hard lately, testing new skills. Creating AI, developing various programs, grinding skill proficiency… I worked busily every day and hadn’t even had a proper rest.

“This is the life…”

So, I planned to do nothing today.

Really, I planned to do absolutely nothing and rest intensely.

“Yawn…”

As I lay in bed, lazing around and enjoying the internet, messages from a few people arrived.

[Hero: Hello! Mage-nim!]
[Me: Sup]
[Hero: Are you busy right now?!]
[Me: Nah]
[Hero: Then can you turn on the broadcast?! I want to hear your voice, Mage-nim! I want to use the Megaphone too!]
[Me: Hmm]
[Me: I’ll think about it]

The hero whined like that every day, asking me to turn on the broadcast.

[Saint: Greetings. The weather is lovely today. I’m not sure what the Demon Lands where you are is like, Calvin-nim. Is the weather good there too?]
[Me: Yup]
[Saint: I’m glad! Today, Cardinal Bethlehem came to the academy to give a lecture. Cardinal Bethlehem is known as a model clergyman. It was a wonderful lecture that allowed me to reflect on my own laxity in faith.]
[Me: Kinda curious, is there a recording?]
[Saint: You can watch it on the academy’s official channel!]

The Saint reported her daily activities every day.

I accessed the academy’s official channel and added the simple video titled [Cardinal Bethlehem’s Special Lecture] to my ‘Watch Later’ list.

Besides that…

[Demon Monarch: I am the Demon Monarch. Mage, are you well?]
[Me: Yup]
[Demon Monarch: Your manner of speech is rude. Input proper words.]
[Me: Okay.]
[Demon Monarch: Tsk, what an insolent fellow. However, I am magnanimous, so I shall forgive you.]
[Me: Thx]
[Demon Monarch: Mage, there will be a party in the Demon Realm tomorrow to celebrate the first anniversary of the new Demon Monarch’s Castle’s completion. Are you perhaps free tomorrow? Various songstresses and content creators from the Demon Realm will also be participating. If you wish, I shall specially reserve the best seat for you.]
[Me: I’ll think about it]
[Demon Monarch: Remember that time is not on your side.]
[Me: Yup]

The Demon Monarch also contacted me like this from time to time, inviting me to the Demon Realm.

After checking my messages…

I thought about it for a moment and decided to turn on the broadcast once.

Since the hero asked. I could broadcast even while lying down, anyway.

[“Yawn… Hey guys, it’s the Mage. No special content today, I’m just going to lie down and broadcast as I please. I haven’t selected any radio songs either, so I’ll just chat like this.”]

[“Hmm, welcome, Hero. Hello to the Saint and Demon Monarch too. Please don’t spam the Megaphone.”]

[“You want me to give a magic lecture? I’ll think about it. As you can see, I’m currently resting in bed. You can’t see? Wait a minute. Can you see me lying down on the screen now? Oh, you can only see the blanket.”]

[“Kirihen-nim from the Duchy of Lorental, your husband working in the Empire asks me to tell you he’s doing well. You couldn’t exchange contact information before he was transferred, so you haven’t been able to contact him? He said he left a post on the Mage Broadcast Forum under the name ‘Mahad,’ so please leave a comment there.”]

[“Oh, this story is a bit interesting. It’s from Shade Valley. Do people live in the valley? Anyway. ‘Hello. I am an adventurer working as a Pathfinder in the West…’”]

And so, as I was broadcasting while lying down for a long time…

Without realizing it…

“And then…”

…I fell asleep.

[‘IamtheDemonMonarch’ used a Megaphone.]
[Mage! Wake up!]

So…

…With the camera magic still on.

Furthermore…

Because I was particularly tired, I tossed and turned in my sleep, fell off the bed, and my face was broadcast to the entire world.

In other words…

“Yawn… Good morning… Huh?”

My sleeping face, after falling off the bed…

…Was immortalized as a dark history for the entire world.

I felt dizzy.



“Sylvie, you should have woken me up…”
“I apologize.”

“No, you were watching the broadcast too, weren’t you?”
“I thought it was too precious a sight to keep to myself.”

Ah, I see.

If it was too precious to keep to herself, then it couldn’t be helped…




  
    Chapter 28 : Censorship
The fact that my face was exposed on the broadcast itself wasn’t a big deal.

Fundamentally, I had several layers of skills to lower my presence, such as perception distortion and recognition interference. Unless someone had the magical resistance of a Saint, it was impossible for them to properly recognize ‘me.’ Just because my face was shown a little on the broadcast didn’t mean I’d encounter fans shouting “Sign, please!” while walking down the street.

In the first place, I had shown my face in front of various panelists during the variety show content.

It meant that everyone who needed to know already knew my face.

So, the fact that my face was exposed wasn’t really a problem—

“It’s embarrassing…”

It was just purely embarrassing. The fact that my sleeping face was broadcast nationwide.

I never really liked my face being recorded in the first place. Even after the Great War, I had a hard time getting rid of all the portraits and statues of me that were spread across the country.

There was… that certain sense of shame.

Even worse, after my face was exposed on the broadcast, all sorts of people were digging up my dark history and spreading it on the internet.

[Similarities between the unknown Archmage and the portrait of ‘Calvin,’ Hero of the Great War]

“No, where on earth did they find this portrait? I’m sure I destroyed them all.”

Various speculations based on the similarity between the recorded portraits and my face were posted on online communities.

Some claimed I was the hero of the Great War himself, while others speculated I was merely his descendant. Either way, it was a topic that was enough to pique people’s interest.

“Should I just shut down the internet for a bit…”

For a moment, the terrifying idea of ‘censorship’ crossed my mind, but I quickly shook my head.

I wanted to create a free internet environment, not become Big Brother.

And so…

This incident seemed to be passing as just a happening.

[Sharing a personally customized model of the Mage. Can be directly applied to ‘F.’]

[Selling Mage figurines.]

[Mage’s snoring sounds 12-hour remix.]

[Mage X His Majesty the Emperor]

“These lunatics.”

What were they doing with someone else’s face?

You’re all getting censored.



[Recently, there has been an increase in the creation and distribution of distorted content using photos or videos of real individuals without discretion.]

[This is an act that severely infringes upon the personal rights of others.]

[To foster a pleasant internet culture of mutual respect, measures will be taken to delete and block certain content that infringes on rights and defames character.]

[The deletion criteria are as follows:]

[1. Slash fiction and other content that sexually consumes real individuals without permission.]

[2. All types of profit-making activities that use images or voice data of real individuals without authorization.]

[3. Other severely defamatory content and distorted images.]

[These criteria may change at the discretion of the administrator.]

[If you are curious about the reason for blocking specific content or wish to object to such measures, you can inquire through the official forum.]

[We support your enjoyable and comfortable internet life.]

[Thank you.]

Censorship measures for some defamatory content were announced.

And by the elves assigned this mission, various contents on the internet began to be culled.

And…

[I will now begin praising the Mage-nim.]
[Isn’t this too much, so suddenly?]

The internet split in half like the Red Sea.



Since the emergence of ‘Network Magic,’ the world had undergone a drastic transformation.

The entire world was connected, eliminating spatial constraints. Countless forms of content were created and uploaded to the internet in real time, and anyone could access all the knowledge and information in the world from their seat.

Radical innovations occurred in all fields, including education, industry, and culture.

However, where there was light, there was also shadow.

Indiscriminate and vulgar content, easily accessible to anyone on the internet, had always been pointed out as a problem in various places.

“Looking back, it really was a mess.”

Of course, minimal measures for user protection were in place. Inappropriate content was restricted through various methods such as adult verification and national certification, and the official sites provided by the internet magic tool were consistently managed by the elves.

However, it was impossible to censor every piece of content in the vast network environment.

That’s why the communities were also created in a minor forum format. Give them authority, let them pick their own moderators and manage themselves. If a really big problem arose, I could just replace the moderators.

Given this situation, it seemed users had quite a few complaints.

And with this full-scale censorship, the complaints that had been accumulating came to the surface.

[Is writing fanfiction amongst ourselves on the internet really such a big problem?]
[Mage-nim, I’m disappointed.
You’ve been talking about connecting the world, opening up information, and creating a free internet environment.
And now, censorship like this?
This is a serious infringement on creators’ creative rights.
I hope you stop this indiscriminate suppression now and return to the free internet culture of the past.]

[Comments]


	
Then why are you using real people as material for that creation, you lunatic?



	
I support this.



	
If you’re so confident, why don’t you create a fanfiction club in real life and do it face-to-face? Aren’t you doing it secretly online because you’re ashamed to do it in reality?





Naturally, the internet split in half, with opinions opposing censorship and those supporting it clashing fiercely.

However…

In such confrontations, the side that failed to unite was usually destined to lose.

[One of my favorite video channels got deleted because of this censorship.]
[It was a channel that produced various types of adult content with Fs modeled after famous people.
It suddenly disappeared, and I found out the channel itself was deleted for infringing on personal rights.]

[Comments]


	
?



	
No, that should definitely be censored;;;



	
Lunatic



	
It’s actually stranger that it wasn’t censored until now…





Delving deeper, the abyss of humanity proved to be bottomless.

Countless cases emerged that made even those who opposed censorship exclaim, “No, this is a bit much.”

As a result, the anti-censorship faction failed to unite.

They argued amongst themselves, saying, “The content I watch is fine, but the content you watch deserves censorship,” so their arguments lacked persuasiveness.

[Report Forum]

[Reporting content that violates operating principles.]
[I found a site distributing content that infringes on personal rights. Can I report it here?]
[Reporting adult content based on real individuals.]

And so, the people who had been shouting against censorship began to stab each other in the back.

The brief chaos ended.



“Good work, everyone.”
“It was a simple task.”

After the large-scale internet censorship operation…

I threw a salad party for the elves who had worked hard. Internet management was inherently mentally taxing, so such welfare was very important.

“Due to the nature of us elves, we don’t experience significant emotional changes… and since we’re a race that originally lives in forests, we’re not greatly shocked by such images. Wild animals are often in worse states than that. Especially since we were slaves. We’ve seen enough unsightly things.”
“Ah, right.”

“In that sense, internet management might be the elves’ calling.”
“Hmm, is that so?”

It wasn’t easy to manage the vast internet with just the elves in the mansion, so outsourcing it to the forest elves seemed like a good idea.

Of course, there was also the option of using AI F instead of actual people, but…

In that case, the training data could easily be contaminated, and various problems were likely to arise, so it was better to use people for this.

“I saved Salien’s soul wavelength last time… Ah, found it.”

[“Salien. Do you have a moment?”]
[“Oh? Caliph?”]

[“Yeah. I have something to ask you. Are the elves interested in any side jobs?”]
[“Side jobs?”]

[“It’s nothing much. We’ve decided to significantly expand the scope of internet censorship. So I think we’ll be short on manpower. I’d like to borrow the elves’ help if possible. Of course, I’ll compensate you properly. Mana Stones or other magic tools are fine.”]
[“Haha! If it’s a request from you, Caliph, I’m always willing to help. Though I don’t particularly need compensation. If it’s a request from you, who installed the barrier for the Great Forest, the other elders will cooperate too.”]

[“I’d feel bad if I didn’t give you anything.”]
[“Then, visit more often. The Mother Tree was also wondering when you’d visit again. She seems to like you very much.”]

[“Really?”]

Hmm…

Well, I didn’t have anything particular to do. Maybe I should go.

[“Then, while I’m at it, I’ll bring the current Hero with me. Is that okay?”]
[“Oh! Of course. I’m curious to see what kind of person the hero he chose is.”]



The hero I found was adrift in Atlantis, an ancient city sunken in the deep sea.

It seemed the Sea King or something was trying to revive there. There were so many things reviving in this world…

Well, it was inevitable given the world’s long history.

It was a system where those who had revived once would revive again, and newly emerging gods would just keep accumulating. If the hero hadn’t chosen to remain as the ‘Holy Sword’ and seal the gods forever, all sorts of gods would have run rampant like in the ancient mythical age.

“Yes! I’ll go! I’ll definitely go! I absolutely want to go with you!”
“Then let’s go together.”

“Yes!”
“And, can you tell the Holy Sword to stop pointing at me so menacingly? It’s trying to stab its friend…”

I’m not a god.

I’m not plotting world conquest or destruction.




  
    Chapter 29 : The First Hero’s Party
“Holy Sword! Mage-nim is a good person! Don’t bother him!”
“That’s right, that’s right. I’m a good person.”

He probably wouldn’t hear me even if I said that. Only the ‘Hero’ was supposed to be able to communicate with the Holy Sword.

For reference, the one who created that Holy Sword was the ‘God of the Church.’

During the time of the first Hero, it was just a sword with the effect of ‘killing gods.’

‘It brings back old memories.’

When bestowing the sword upon the first Hero, the ‘God of the Church’ placed a restriction on the Hero so that the sword would not turn against him.

The restriction was [The Hero cannot be hostile to the ‘God of the Church.’].

However, the Holy Sword remained even after the first Hero died. Moreover, gods were fundamentally beings who had overcome death, so if left alone, they would revive. He couldn’t create a sword that might kill him every time.

Therefore…

The first Hero proposed a solution.


	
“Great God. According to our contract, I cannot kill you. And only the Holy Sword you created can kill you. Then, if I reside in this Holy Sword and protect this land for eternity, will this Holy Sword not be able to kill you?”





Come to think of it, it was a truly insane idea.

To reside in a speechless sword for eternity to protect this world? Only a madman would think of such a thing.

And the first Hero was a madman.

That was why the first Hero came to reside in the Holy Sword. He was a psychopath who only thought of world peace.

For reference, my ‘Network Magic’ didn’t work on that first Hero.

Network Magic fundamentally passed through the Soul Stream, but the first Hero’s soul was bound to the Holy Sword by an eternal contract. It was different from the souls of elves, which returned to the World Tree’s embrace through the Soul Stream upon death, or the souls of vampires, who simply lived eternally.

The moment the Holy Sword was destroyed, the first Hero would die forever. Even salvation after death was not promised to that ‘first Hero.’

“Mage-nim! The Holy Sword says it would be good if you held it once!”
“Huh? …You’re not trying to kill me, are you?”

I thought it probably wouldn’t work, but… there was a possibility that the ‘god-slaying’ power would work because of the Sanctuary skill.

For reference, that Holy Sword was extremely incompatible with me in many ways.

It was loaded with all sorts of cheat effects like magic severing, god-slaying, evil tracking, soul severing, and so on.

I, who was always clad in dozens of layers of magic and skills, was a little… hesitant to approach it.

“He says he won’t use his power, so don’t worry! He’s asking if you’re scared like a coward?”
“Hmm.”

Well, he wasn’t the type to lie. I decided to try holding the Holy Sword.

It definitely wasn’t because of the “coward” taunt.

“Uh, Hero. Can you hand it to me carefully so I don’t touch the blade?”
“Yes!”

The moment I carefully gripped the hilt of the Holy Sword…

[Sanctuary (LV.3) activates.]

Suddenly, the skill activated, and…

A familiar voice was heard.

「Hey! Caliph! Can you hear me?」
“Huh? Why can I hear you?”

「What on earth have you been doing to acquire divinity?」

Instead of answering the Hero, I checked the skill log.

As it turned out, the Holy Sword itself was being recognized as a kind of sanctuary… a netherworld. The Holy Sword’s characteristic of eternally binding the Hero’s soul was almost identical to the role of the Sanctuary.

Actually, come to think of it, it was natural.

Even if the Holy Sword could only communicate with the Hero, it should still be able to communicate with the God of the Church, right?

「Hey, are you ignoring me?」
“Ah, sorry. I was just thinking. What did you say?”

「Ugh. After a thousand years… Sigh. Right. I have to understand. So, how did you end up with divinity?」
“Well…”

I briefly explained what had happened so far.

From creating the Network Magic connected to the Soul Stream, to receiving spirituality through the World Tree, and even creating artificial intelligence using that spirituality.

「So, you created a kind of spirit that lives in your soul?」
“Something like that.”

「This guy’s crazy. Creating life is taboo.」
“It’s not real life, it’s artificial intelligence that only exists on the network, so it’s fine.”

「Bullshit.」
“You’re being rude to a friend you haven’t seen in a long time.”

「Is that what you have to say? So, what are Salien and Godfrey up to these days?」
“Godfrey died a long time ago. Salien is working as an elder in the elven village.”

「Ah, I see. Godfrey… Right, that makes sense.」

Godfrey was a dwarf who was part of the Hero’s party.

He lived a full life, but unlike elves, dwarves were a short-lived race, so he had died long ago.

「…I know a thousand years have passed, but time doesn’t flow the same way in here. It just… feels like everything happened yesterday.」
“You probably don’t miss it that much then.”

「I do miss it. It feels like only a day has passed, but I miss it unbearably. So, from the day I first resided in the Holy Sword, until today, I’ve missed it. Those times I traveled with you all.」
“Hmm.”

「Thank you, Caliph. For remaining a foolish friend lacking in common sense.」

Saying it like that suddenly makes me feel so awkward.

Honestly, how could I tell him I had completely forgotten?

「Of course, you probably didn’t care whether we were around or not.」
“…No, I sometimes reminisced about old memories too. Like when I was organizing old items in my inventory…”

「So, your memories of us are on the same level as dusty objects neglected in your storage…?」
“Dust doesn’t accumulate in the inventory.”

「Sigh.」
“By the way, can I study this Holy Sword a bit? It seems like it would help raise the Sanctuary skill level.”

「You son of a—」

The first Hero went on a long tirade of curses.

It seemed he had a lot pent up.

“No, if I do it right, I think I can modify it so you can talk to other people. It’s impossible now because the Sanctuary skill level is low, but it might be possible someday. This is all for you.”
「You just want to research it, you lunatic.」

Hmm.

I couldn’t refute him when he hit me with the facts so bluntly.

“…Want to go meet Salien together first? I was just about to take the Hero to the elven village anyway.”
「Ah, right. I won’t be able to talk, but… I’d like to see her.」

“Salien misses you too.”
「Really? Salien was so prickly when I first met her. I thought, ‘So this is an elf—’ but you magically subdued her and she became docile. Did you know she was really scared of you?」

“Huh?”
「Well, you were just acting like your usual self. It was more like Salien was just naturally subservient to you.」

Was that so?

「Well, anyway. No matter what, I have a lot to thank you for. Back then, and now. You’ve been playing with our new Hero a lot, haven’t you?」
“…Me?”

「…No?」
“First I’m hearing of it.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

The Hero gripped the Holy Sword again, and the two began to talk.

“Yes! Yes! Mage-nim did it with magic! No! With his voice! Yes! With magic!”

The Hero, who had been muttering to himself like that for a long time…

…Handed the Holy Sword back to me.

「Hmm, I must have misunderstood something. I don’t really understand what he’s saying.」
“Weren’t you watching the surrounding scenery?”

「I can only detect beings that have the potential to destroy the world. Evil gods, insane mages, Caliph, trashy companions, beings like you.」
“Except for the first one, that’s all about me, right?”

「Including the first one.」
“What.”

「Actually, if you hadn’t accumulated divinity, I wouldn’t have even bothered talking to you. Just looking at you makes my instincts want to kill you. Conveying messages through the Hero is troublesome in many ways. And I didn’t think he’d relay them properly. Honestly, he’s a bit… strange, isn’t he?」
“Hero, the Holy Sword is badmouthing you.”

“Holy Sword is mean!”
「You son of a—」

After that brief reunion with the first Hero—the Holy Sword…

The Hero and I headed to the elven forest.



Arriving in front of Salien’s house in the elven forest, the Hero’s eyes sparkled as he looked around.

He seemed fascinated by the elven forest, which he was visiting for the first time.

“Wow! There are so many pointy-ears!”
“Hero. Where did you learn that expression?”

“From the internet!”
“That’s a derogatory term, so you shouldn’t use it in front of elves.”

“Yes!”

The Hero nodded and answered energetically.

The door opened, and Salien came out, bursting into hearty laughter.

“Haha! A Hero can call them whatever they want. The first Hero used to tease the elves by calling them pointy-ears too. It brings back old memories.”
“Hello!”

“Right. So you’re the Hero of this generation. That Holy Sword… would it be alright if I held it once?”
“Yes!”

The Hero handed the Holy Sword to Salien.

Salien, who had been holding the hilt of the Holy Sword with his eyes closed for a moment, smiled wryly as if disappointed and returned the Holy Sword to the Hero.

“As expected, I can’t hear it.”
“That’s why I’m thinking of modifying the Holy Sword next time.”

“Hmm? It’s a divine artifact created by God himself… Is such a thing possible?”
“Probably?”

“Heh. Well, with you, nothing is impossible.”
“I’ll act as an intermediary for now so you can talk comfortably.”

I took the Holy Sword from the Hero.

「Is Salien in front of me?」
“Yeah. Can’t you see?”

「Unfortunately.」
“You can see my appearance and soul, right?”

「Yes.」
“Then, just a moment—”

I connected to the Network Magic, downloaded a few voice synthesis programs, and modified them slightly.

Then, I connected my mind with the voice synthesis program.

“Want to say something?”
「What should I…」

As the Hero spoke, his voice flowed out through the voice synthesis program.

Salien, hearing the voice, was surprised and her eyes widened.

“Hero?”
“Good. This side’s tuning is done.”

Next, I projected Salien’s voice and appearance through my soul.

And so…

“Hero!”
「Salien!」

I briefly became a stepping stone so that the two could talk comfortably.

It was the moment the first Hero’s party reunited after a thousand years.




  
    Chapter 30 : Fake Sanctuary
The first Hero’s party consisted of five members.

Hero, Saint, Elf, Dwarf, and Mage. Those five. Now, only three of them… no, two people and a sword remained. A high-risk profession with a 50% survival rate.
Of course, the Saint and the Dwarf had died of natural causes after living out their lifespans.

「So! Isn’t Caliph this bastard just too much? We finally get to talk after a thousand years, and the first thing he says is ‘I want to study the Holy Sword.’」
“Haha! That’s Caliph for you. But Hero, you were residing in the Holy Sword and couldn’t talk, right? I’ve been living in the elven village all this time and haven’t seen his face for hundreds of years.”

And now, that Hero’s party was having a lively conversation.

The main topic was criticizing me.

Unfair, so unfair. I was just busy with magic research, and they’re treating me like this.

“Still, thanks to me, you two can talk like this, right? If I hadn’t focused on magic research, it would have been impossible until Salien’s lifespan ended.”
“Haha, that’s why we can’t hate this heartless friend, Caliph. He always ends up providing the most necessary help.”
「I hate to admit it… but it’s true.」

Salien chuckled and patted my shoulder, and the Hero affirmed with a slightly disgruntled voice.

Yes.

Where else would you find a friend who gives so generously to their friends like me? People get busy, so contact can be a little late.

“It’s nice to talk like this after so long. It feels like I’ve gone back to the old days.”

Salien leaned back in her chair with a pleasant smile.

Then, she looked at me and chuckled.

“Though our Caliph doesn’t seem very happy to see us.”
“Hey, I’m incredibly happy to see you too.”

“I’ve already spoken to the elves about their employment. They’ll start internet censorship as soon as they’re given authority.”
“Oh, thanks.”

“And, be good to the Mother Tree. She was really looking forward to you coming.”
“Really?”

That worked out well.

I was planning to talk to her for a while anyway to get some clues about the Sanctuary skill.

If things went well, I might even be able to modify the Holy Sword so the first Hero could speak comfortably.

“Then I should go right away. Hero.”
「Hmm?」

“No, not you. The active Hero.”
“Yes!”

“Here, hold the Holy Sword well. I’ve connected it to your magic tool and your soul. Just stand there holding it.”
“Yes!”

「Stop casually messing with other people’s souls, you lunatic.」

Shouldn’t he have said that before I connected the souls of everyone in the world to the network?



I went to the World Tree and immediately connected our consciousness.

Perhaps thanks to the Sanctuary skill, or because I had received the World Tree’s spirituality, I could now connect directly without going through the elves.

“Greetings, Mother.”


	
“It’s been a long time! Have you been well?”





“Yes. Thanks to you, it was a great help.”


	
“Hee hee, I’m glad.”





“And this is a reward for the gift you gave me last time.”

I poured most of the spirituality produced by Fs in the Sanctuary into the World Tree.

Due to F’s nature as an information lifeform, it was a resource I had no use for anyway. It wasn’t like I could gestate a race from fruit like the World Tree.


	
“Hmph?! I-If you suddenly push it in like that…”
“Ah, I apologize. Did it hurt?”



	
“No… It didn’t hurt. It felt good… but… the atmosphere…”
“Yes?”



	
“No, it’s nothing… This isn’t bad either…”





The World Tree muttered something to herself. It seemed there was some sensation only beings made of spirituality could feel.

Perhaps it was the difference between the World Tree, born as a Divine Tree from birth, and a human who had acquired the Sanctuary skill later in life.

“Is accepting another being’s spirituality different from retrieving spirituality you invested yourself, like elven spirituality?”


	
“Hmm? Well… accepting it is like that… and giving it is too…?”





“What exactly does it feel like?”


	
“Well… do I really have to explain it…?”





“Ah, I created a Sanctuary this time. I was curious if it would help grow my powers.”


	
“Ah. I see.”





The World Tree, after pondering for a moment, suddenly came up with a new solution.


	
“If your goal is to grow your powers, why don’t you try entering that Sanctuary yourself?”
“Pardon?”



	
“I was born as a Divine Tree, but your soul is human. Perhaps it’s possible for you to enter the Sanctuary directly?”
“Oh…”





That was an idea I hadn’t considered at all.

Entering the Sanctuary directly.

Come to think of it, it wasn’t such a strange idea, but I had been using it only to store deceased Fs, so it took me a while to think of it. Ultimately, the original purpose of the Sanctuary skill was to create an afterlife for souls. If I separated my soul, I should be able to enter it myself.

“It’s an interesting idea, but the fact that I have to separate my soul to experiment is a bit concerning. If I can’t get out of the Sanctuary, I’ll just die.”


	
“Th-Then… want to practice inside me?”





“Pardon?”


	
“If you practice with my body first, I can let you out again. Ah! Of course, you might worry that I’ll swallow you and devour your spirituality… but I’ll never do that.”





“Swallow? Is that even possible?”


	
“Huh? Did I say something I shouldn’t have…?”





A strange silence hung between the World Tree and me for a moment.

“…I’ll trust you.”


	
“Uh, yes! Thank you! I’ll never betray you!”





Isn’t that a flag for definite betrayal…?

Hmm.

It should be fine.



[The skill ‘Sanctuary’ has leveled up.]
[Sanctuary (LV.4)]

The moment I separated my soul and entered the World Tree’s sanctuary, the skill level increased by one.

It seemed it was the right answer.

I slowly looked around. Unlike the sanctuary of the ‘God of the Church,’ often depicted as ‘Heaven,’ the World Tree’s sanctuary was a forest with fruit hanging abundantly from every tree.

Since I was here, I picked a fruit from a tree and took a bite. It was sweet.

“This… isn’t just fruit, it’s made of spirituality.”

‘Spirituality’ was a very broad concept of power. The abilities, memories, history, achievements, traces accumulated by a being throughout their life… all these things that constituted a being became ‘spirituality.’

Among these, abstract concepts like ‘history,’ ‘achievements,’ and ‘traces’ could be absent without affecting the being’s existence.

They were just like footprints left behind. Such spirituality was constantly produced. This wasted spirituality, not the ‘memory’ that formed the core of existence, became a resource for the god operating the sanctuary.

Souls couldn’t use this resource directly anyway. It was a give-and-take.

“Can I use Network Magic here too?”

I checked the status of the network connected to my soul.

Since the ‘Sanctuary’ where Fs resided was connected to the network, I judged it would probably be possible.

And it actually was.

[“Sylvie, can you hear me clearly?”]
[“Yes.”]

[“Okay. Confirmed.”]

I ran various tests. I tried video recording, and even attempted to directly interfere with this sanctuary by pouring my own spirituality into it.

Using the data constituting the Sanctuary, I implemented simple amenities in this forest.

It consumed quite a bit of spirituality, but when I tried, it was somehow possible. With enough spirituality, it seemed possible to completely alter this space itself.


	
“Ugh?! H-Hey, you’re not doing anything strange in there, are you…?”
“Ah, I apologize.”





Anyway.

Thanks to that, the Sanctuary skill proficiency rose steadily, and my understanding of the sanctuary also increased.

In the process, I also figured out a few ways to improve Network Magic.

And…

After grinding proficiency for several hours like that…

[The skill ‘Sanctuary’ has leveled up.]
[Sanctuary (LV.5)]

[Now, creation of a ‘Mock Sanctuary’ is possible.]

Finally, the skill had grown to a level where I could interfere with the Holy Sword in which the first Hero resided.

“So things like the Holy Sword are called Mock Sanctuaries. Intuitive.”

A Mock Sanctuary was similar to a Sanctuary, but the difference was that the sanctuary’s existence was tied to a specific physical object.

In a way, it was similar to a human body.

Humans themselves were also a kind of sanctuary. In terms of being able to contain a soul, the role of a human and a Mock Sanctuary wasn’t very different.

“Then, if the skill grows further, will I be able to create things like the World Tree?”

That was another interesting hypothesis, but…

For now, researching this Mock Sanctuary was the priority.

“I should give the Hero’s sword a speaker and network function.”

A few ideas came to mind.

I had heard that the inside of the Hero’s Holy Sword was just pitch-black darkness, but ultimately, this Mock Sanctuary was a function belonging to ‘Sanctuary.’ It was possible to create a Heaven with a specific form, just like the Sanctuary.

It meant I could decorate the inside of the Hero’s Holy Sword with my own spirituality.

“Internet access function, amenities just like in reality, I should add various things.”

And…

As I thought that far, a completely new application method suddenly occurred to me.

“Hmm? But this… doesn’t necessarily have to be limited to the ‘first Hero,’ does it?”

If I made the Mock Sanctuary in the form of a capsule that could store a body, installed various magic to maintain the body’s condition in the capsule, and…

…made it possible to enter and exit the ‘Mock Sanctuary’ by connecting souls…

“This is virtual reality.”

That was no different from virtual reality.

In other words…

I could implement VR Chat in this world!




  
    Chapter 31 : TS Hero and VR Chat
I had a plan to plunge this world into the abyss of ‘VR Chat,’ but…

…For now, modifying the Holy Sword for the ‘first Hero’ was the priority. I planned to connect it to the internet, install various infrastructures, and essentially give it a makeover.

“Hero. I’m going to modify the Holy Sword now. How do you feel?”
「Uneasy. You’re not going to accidentally destroy the Holy Sword and make my soul disappear, are you?」

“You’re looking forward to it? Me too.”
「This lunatic.」

Seeing the Hero’s voice rise, it seemed he was excited about facing a new world.

He must have been lonely, cooped up inside the dark Holy Sword for a thousand years. It was understandable that he was so excited.

“Don’t get too excited or rush me. It’ll be a disaster if it breaks because we hurried. This is my first time doing this too.”
「You son of a—」

I temporarily muted the Hero’s voice and began modifying the Holy Sword.

At first, I only planned to work on the internet connection and the internal space, but various ideas came to mind as I worked.

“It would be nice to have a function that can project an avatar created internally as a hologram outside. Just making it a talking sword doesn’t feel right.”

Let’s go with the feel of a sword spirit. It wouldn’t be able to physically interact, but just being able to show its form would open up many possibilities.

It could even film outdoor broadcast content in reality. It might even be good to go with a beautiful girl broadcaster with a sword concept.

Isn’t the Hero a man?

Well, since he only has a soul, it doesn’t matter, right? Swords don’t have genders.

“Alright. The adjustments seem to be complete. Let’s try activating it.”

[Sanctuary (LV.5) activates.]

As soon as I finished the modifications, I activated the skill.

Soon, the Hero’s voice came from the Holy Sword.

「!@#$%^」
“Hmm? Did the adjustment not go well?”

「No, damn it— Ugh. Okay. So, is this the end of the modifications?」
“Yeah. Can you see me clearly?”

「Wait a minute. How do I use this?」
“Just think that you want to use it.”

「Ah.」

And a moment later…

The Hero’s exclamation came from the Holy Sword. He seemed quite moved by the sight of the world he hadn’t seen in a long time.

「Wow… This is… really… I thought I’d never see it again…」
“How does it feel?”

「Amazing… Uh, Caliph. Thank you. Really.」
“It’s nothing. We’re friends.”

The first Hero stared at the scenery for a long time.

Then, he spoke with a noticeably brighter voice,

「Honestly, I was worried when you said you were going to do something, but I never thought you’d actually do it properly.」
“I always do things properly. I’ve added various other functions, so check them all out.”

「Ah, right. First, what was it? Internet? I should connect to that first.」

The Hero was very satisfied after checking the internet, the remodeled internal space, and various other functions.

And…

Only the last function remained.

“Lastly, want to try materializing?”
「Materializing?」

“It’s a function that allows you to project your form as a kind of spirit in reality. I thought you might need it.”
「Ah. Indeed, if that’s possible, I could teach the Hero swordsmanship. He’s relying too much on the Holy Sword’s power right now.」

“Right, right.”
「Let’s see… Materialize.」

At that moment, the Holy Sword hummed, and a white light flowed out from it.

The light soon gathered in the air, forming a human figure.

Long, flowing ebony hair, a chest that swayed softly under the influence of gravity, a small build similar to the current Hero, and skin so clear it felt somewhat artificial.

An avatar created with plenty of my preferences. The Hero would surely like it.

「Ooh. Amazing. But why can’t I see below— Huh?」
“Heh. The design turned out really well, didn’t it?”

「W-Wait. You lunatic. You turned me into a woman?」
“Physical interaction with the outside world is impossible, but you should be able to feel sensations on yourself. Want to touch? I worked hard on the inside of the clothes too.”

「Would I touch it, you lunatic? No, I was an idiot to trust this bastard…」
“And, isn’t it actually a good thing?”

「What?」
“You said you’d teach the Hero swordsmanship in that body. Then it would be better for teaching if you had a similar build to the Hero.”

「Tsk. That’s not wrong, but…」

He tilted his head and asked,

「Our Hero doesn’t have such monstrous breasts, though.」
“Wow, sexually harassing a child? You’re insane.”

「No, that’s not it.」
“Hmph, Holy Sword is mean!”

「…Sorry.」

As expected of the first Hero. He makes trashy remarks as easily as breathing.

「Ugh. I can’t just kill this mage.」
“If I die, the Hero will be sad.”

「I’ll be sad too, you lunatic. That’s why I’m not killing you and enduring it.」
“So, the Hero will be sad.”

Well, no matter what, he was an affectionate fellow.

So affectionate that he even sealed himself in the Holy Sword to save the world forever.

So…

I wanted to give him back the light. I wanted him to see with his own eyes how beautifully the world he saved had changed.

Not all good deeds are rewarded, but…

If I knew about that good deed, and if only I could repay it, then shouldn’t I be the one to do so?

「…Sigh, right. You’re that kind of guy. A truly heartless bastard, but I can’t hate you.」
“More than you? You abandoned your companions who wanted to travel with you one last time and sealed yourself in the Holy Sword.”

「I’m sorry. Really.」
“You know the Saint liked you a lot, right? She went on a hunger strike at the church after you entered the Holy Sword.”

「…She did? Sigh.」

The Hero, who let out a deep sigh…

…Suddenly looked down at his own body as if something was strange.

「Hey, wait a minute. This body, could it be…」
“Yeah. It’s based on the Saint’s physique and appearance. It’s not exact since it’s based on my memory.”

「…Since it’s an Archmage’s memory, it’s probably pretty accurate.」

The Hero, having said that far…

…Suddenly looked at me with a hardened expression.

「Wait, hey. You said you worked hard on the inside of the clothes too?」
“Yeah.”

「This bastard?!」
“No, no, no. What are you misunderstanding? I just used her appearance as a base. Of course, the details were filled in by my imagination. What, did you think I’d snatch away the grieving Saint after losing you?”

He was suddenly making me out to be a scumbag.

「…Phew. Right. You’re not the type to chase after women, Mage.」
“In the first place, after you entered the Holy Sword and the Hero’s party disbanded, I didn’t even meet her that many times. Everyone was busy. I was in the dwarven city with Godfrey.”

I was really busy back then.

After realizing that creating the ‘internet’ with magic was impossible, I tried to advance technology directly instead.

So I holed myself up in the dwarven caves with Godfrey the dwarf and conducted research.

I eventually gave up after realizing that it was impossible to send consistent electrical signals due to mana interference. The sight of thousands of vacuum tubes exploding at once was quite a spectacle, though.

After that, I traveled around, thinking that the answer might lie in the ‘racial skills’ of other races.

“Ah. Did you know? The Saint originally didn’t have a name. They said she abandoned her secular name when she was chosen as the Saint.”
「…How could you not know that? You would have known if you asked her name.」

“Everyone just called her Saint, so I didn’t pay attention.”
「Are you really a lunatic?」

“It could have been private. Asking first is sexual harassment.”
「Bullshit.」

Anyway.

After clearing up the first Hero’s strange misunderstanding…

I returned to the mansion.

To research the Mock Sanctuary.



Only the souls of the dead could enter the ‘Sanctuary,’ but the ‘Mock Sanctuary’ could store a kind of living spirit.

In other words, with a suitable medium, it was possible to create a personal space that anyone could use.

Moreover, since one wasn’t bound by a physical body, it was possible to customize one’s own body. A man could become a woman, or a person could even become a beast.

It was truly a skill that existed for VR Chat, but…

“Tsk, but mass production of this will be difficult. It requires too many materials.”

The problem was that creating a ‘Mock Sanctuary’ required manufacturing a magic tool on the level of the Holy Sword.

Since I had plenty of Mana Stones, manufacturing itself was possible, but…

I had to make all of them by hand. Mass production with magic was impossible. I could probably make about one a month at most.

Alternatively, I could find some divine artifact capable of containing souls.

Yes.

A divine artifact capable of containing souls…

“…Come to think of it, I made an automatic demon collector, didn’t I?”

If I made a coffin out of demon hide… it might be a bit blasphemous, but it seemed possible to create a decent Mock Sanctuary.

Of course, the supply of demons wasn’t that large either. But unlike ‘F,’ I didn’t need to create them in massive quantities.

It just needed to be a hobby that nobles or wealthy people could enjoy for a hefty sum. Alternatively, content creators could purchase it as an investment to use for their content.

Since the Marcohoff Trading Company’s internet cafes closed down as the internet became widespread…

It might be a good idea to create something like virtual reality capsule rooms using the existing spaces and infrastructure.

“I should talk to the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company.”




  
    Chapter 32 : Men instinctively choose Female characters
I immediately began working on a prototype for the ‘virtual reality capsule.’

The materials were demons from hell.

While only a few demons with the power to store ‘information’ could be used for servers, this time, most demons could be recycled. It was thanks to the common ability of all demons to absorb and store souls.

─”!@#$%^.”
“There, there. I’ll turn you into a pretty virtual reality capsule soon.”

Several demons, who had tried to invade the middle realm, were struggling like deer caught in a trap inside the demon collector created using the eternal rift.

Since space was cut off, they couldn’t escape.

All I had to do was take as many as I needed and use them.

“But who creates demons? Do they occur naturally in hell?”

I had planned to research this too, but things kept coming up, so it had been postponed a bit.

Anyway, time passed as I tinkered away, developing new magic tools.

Sometimes, for a change of pace, I would turn on the radio and share the magic tool creation process. I didn’t reveal what the magic tool was used for, only saying it was a new product that only a few people could use. The official Mage Broadcast forum flared up for the first time in a while.

And so…

Several more months passed…

“It’s finally complete! Now all that’s left is mass production.”

I succeeded in creating the Mock Sanctuary—the virtual reality capsule.

For the safety of virtual reality users, I crammed in all sorts of magic, including life support magic, holy magic, and protection magic. It even had a nutrient supply function, so it could be used as a bunker substitute in case of war.

For a moment, an image of a world devastated by war, with survivors migrating to virtual reality, flashed through my mind.

“Well, that probably won’t happen.”

I immediately entered the virtual reality capsule myself.

The first space I would travel to through this completed Mock Sanctuary was already decided.

It was…

“Hey, first Hero. I came to visit.”
“What.”

…Inside the Holy Sword where the first Hero resided.

“The network function is working well.”
“…I don’t quite understand what’s going on.”

“Ooh. You’ve decorated the inside like an old adventurer’s inn? You have retro taste.”
“No, what are you doing here? How did you get in?”

“By the way, did you like that appearance more than you thought?”

And then… The Hero was in the form of the beautiful girl avatar I had created.

The magical illusion I created was intentionally fixed as a beautiful girl avatar, but inside the Holy Sword, it didn’t matter if he was in his own form. It was just a modification of the place where the Hero originally lived, after all. Fundamentally, a spiritual body followed the form of its previous physical body, and I had simply added a function to set an ‘avatar.’

But the Hero had gone out of his way to use the avatar function and transform into a beautiful girl.

“…W-Well, I have to teach the Hero swordsmanship in this form outside anyway, so I thought I should get used to it.”
“Hmm, you enjoyed it a lot, huh?”

“It’s not like that, so shut up.”
“Actually, the avatar has a status function.”

“What?”

I immediately checked the first Hero’s status.

It wasn’t the ‘status window’ I used, but a specially created ‘sexual status.’ For reference, it wasn’t a general status window, but sexual.

The kind often used in R-18 games.

I had set it up to record various information, such as body size, development level, number of experiences, and so on. Of course, it only recorded when the avatar was in use.

“Status open. Let’s see, the number of partners is of course 0. The number of times you’ve done it yourself is…”
“Ahhhhh!! Hey! Turn it off! Damn it!”

“Hey, what’s the big deal between us?”
“Stop bullshitting and turn it off!”

And so, the Hero, who had been freaking out for a long time, rolled on the floor in shame.

I smiled warmly at him.

“Hero, Hero.”
“I want to die…”

“So, how was your satisfaction level? Any areas for improvement? Was the sensitivity appropriate?”
“Damn it.”

User experience was important.

Many people would be using this Mock Sanctuary system in the future, so I needed to gather feedback in advance.

“If you’re not going to tell me, I can restore the saved data and play back a recording of you using the avatar—”
“I’ll talk! I’ll talk! You lunatic!”

And so…

I was able to secure excellent test data.

“Keep using it diligently and provide data in the future.”
“You lunatic, would I use it?”

For reference…

The first Hero continued to use the beautiful girl avatar even after that day.

The status values really skyrocketed.

“…Damn it.”
“I should lower the sensitivity a bit. It might interfere with daily life. You could become too dependent on the avatar. I should also create some censorship and safety measures.”

As I organized the data provided by the Hero…

The Hero, now completely accustomed to the beautiful girl form, began to whimper as if wronged and ashamed. If he had whimpered in his manly hero form, it would have been unsightly, but seeing him cry in a beautiful girl form was quite a sight.

“You bastard… Sob… It’s really embarrassing… You lunatic…”
“There, there.”

“Th-This is all your fault… You turned me into this body…”
“But you liked it, right?”

“…Yeah.”

Good. Now it was time for real mass production.



The distribution of the ‘virtual reality capsules’ would be handled through auctions and sponsorships via the Marcohoff Trading Company.

Some units would be given away as prizes on the radio like before, but the number was so small that it would be like one person out of tens of millions receiving one.

So, it was better to ensure that only truly wealthy individuals or corporations (trading companies) could own the capsules through auctions.

In addition, I decided to sponsor Marcohoff’s management business, which owned numerous content creators. This way, viewers could experience vicarious satisfaction by watching famous people use VR.

“Thank you so much for entrusting me with such an important task!”
“It’s nothing. You’ve always done well, so I trust you’ll do well this time too.”

“Yes!”

Furthermore, we decided to operate capsule rooms using the existing infrastructure of the Marcohoff Trading Company.

It would be entirely reservation-based, with the goal of allowing many people to experience virtual reality rather than generating profit.

“Actually, our trading company was in the process of creating idols using a program that overlays avatars onto videos in real time. There were quite a few talented individuals whose appearances were a bit lacking, or whose personalities were too strong to fit the public’s taste.”
“Oh.”

They were creating virtual idols?

Real otherworld (real) idols.

“But with this kind of equipment, we wouldn’t need to produce videos that way. We could just hold concerts in a virtual environment, couldn’t we?”
“That’s right.”

“I will make sure that everyone in this world becomes enthusiastic about your virtual reality, Mage-nim.”
“Take it easy. There’s no rush.”

“Yes!”

After briefly coordinating the schedule…

The date for the first auction of the virtual reality capsules was set.

“I’ll handle the promotion myself on the radio.”
“Understood!”



[“Hey, friends~. It’s the Mage.”]

[“Oh, I don’t look like an old man? Thanks. But if you think about my age, I’m more like a grandfather than an old man… How old am I? Well. I stopped counting after 20, so I don’t really know.”]

[“No, even counting to 100 isn’t easy. Once you’re an adult, you just vaguely calculate and say, ‘What year is it again?’ Only minors can tell you their age right away. Honestly, 20 or 100, it’s all the same, isn’t it?”]

[“Anyway, I turned on the broadcast today because I have an important announcement. I’ll read the stories after the announcement, so please wait a moment.”]

[“Alright, let’s start the announcement. We’re planning to operate ‘virtual reality capsule rooms’ through the Marcohoff Trading Company.”]

[“What’s virtual reality? You know the virtual space where F lives? Think of it as being able to enter that space yourselves. You can freely change your appearance and gender like F, and you can decorate the surrounding environment as you wish.”]

[“The reaction is overwhelming. But unfortunately, it’s difficult to manufacture, so it’s hard to supply enough units. So for now, we’ll operate virtual reality capsule rooms nationwide and provide capsules to a small number of content creators.”]

[“Those of you who can’t use virtual reality directly might be disappointed, but please enjoy it through videos. Instead, we’ll be providing additional magic tools that can project 3D videos, including virtual reality, as holograms—that is, in a three-dimensional form—in front of your eyes. It’s 3D video. It might not be the same as directly connecting to virtual reality, but you should still be able to enjoy it quite realistically with just this.”]

[“Huh? Can F be seen in 3D video too? That’s a good idea. I’ll add a function to project F in 3D video. Let me tell you in advance, it’s just a video, so you can’t touch it. If you want to touch, use the virtual reality capsule directly…”]

[“No, how much do you want to touch F? I’ve already censored it to prevent strange behavior, so don’t get any weird ideas.”]

[“Instead, virtual reality users can remove such restrictions if they mutually agree, so don’t worry. Of course, this is limited to users who have undergone adult verification.”]

[“Also, an auction will be held at the Marcohoff Trading Company for those who wish to own a capsule personally, so if you’re interested, you might want to participate.”]

[“Then, that’s all for the announcements.”]

[“From now on, I’ll read the stories. Let’s see, the first one is from the Holy Nation. …”]




  
    Chapter 33 : Hyperspace, a Virtual cultural space
Virtual reality capsules.

As with all of the mage’s inventions, people’s reactions to these capsules were dramatic. No human was immune to the allure of the romantic phrase ‘a new world.’

Especially if it was the world of the internet they usually enjoyed.

“Please, just take my money!!!”
“Father! Selling the family estate is out of the question! Father! Father!”

The problem was the limited supply of virtual reality capsules.

Reservations for the Marcohoff Trading Company’s ‘capsule rooms’ were already booked for a year in advance. It was impossible to threaten the trading company using family influence or power. No noble was foolish enough to interfere with a business directly ordained by the ‘God of the Internet.’

Ultimately, there was only one way to use the capsules freely.

To acquire them at auction by paying an exorbitant amount of money.

The bidding for the capsules was conducted through a blind auction. Participants submitted their bids without knowing the amounts offered by others, and the person who bid the highest amount received the capsule.

“This capsule is awarded to bidder number 120.”
“Nooooo!”
“Nice—!”

Thus, only the immensely wealthy or great nobles who could draw upon enormous budgets were able to own virtual reality capsules.

Those who couldn’t acquire a capsule had to make do with ‘holographic 3D projectors.’

In fact, most virtual reality content could be enjoyed similarly with just these. There was no need to invest a huge amount of money in a virtual reality capsule.

Therefore, most ordinary people who failed in the bidding were also satisfied.

“F!”
“Greetings, User.”

“Sigh, it’s a shame I can’t touch you since it’s a hologram… but still, it’s really nice to see you like this.”
“Hee hee, I’m happy too. It feels very enjoyable to be able to meet your gaze at eye level.”

Most people used the 3D projectors to project F into reality.

They went for walks together, sat on the sofa and browsed the internet, and spent time sitting face-to-face. They even played board games using 3D video.

In fact, some found it even more delightful to meet F in their own reality.

“Virtual reality capsules… are they really necessary?”

And so, people’s yearning for virtual reality gradually cooled down.

However…

The perspective of those who won the bidding war and obtained virtual reality was different.

“Ooh! Is this youth…!”

While ordinary people rejoiced at materializing F in reality…

Some of those who obtained virtual reality capsules…

“It’s amazing that even a female body is possible.”

…Thrilled at the fact that they could have a new body.

They could adjust their appearance just like customizing F. Old and sick elderly people could be active in young, vibrant bodies.

Dim eyes became clear, and aching joints became nimble.

Moreover, they could even change their gender at will. Experiences impossible in reality were readily available here in virtual reality.

“Hmm, ahem. Now that I’m young, I should try talking like a young person. Ah. Yeah, heyo heyo?”

And so…

A new culture of virtual reality catfishing began to blossom.



[Virtual Cultural Space Hyper Space.]

A special space created for virtual reality capsule users. A kind of theme park, modeled after a vampire fortress, with various outrageous amusement park rides impossible in reality.

Here, they could interact with other virtual reality capsule users.

“Heyo heyo! Welcome, White.”
“Hello! May.”

Two beautiful girls (?), who had become friends after meeting in virtual reality, greeted each other.

They headed to the ticket booth to use the amusement park rides. The ticket booth was operated by an artificial intelligence F, not a real person.

“White. This Gyro Drop? Shall we try riding this?”
“Um, I’m a little scared of heights…”

“Come on. It’s virtual reality, so what’s the big deal? You won’t die even if you fall.”
“W-Well, shall we give it a try then?”

Here in ‘Hyper Space,’ there were futuristic amusement park rides created by the mage using knowledge from Earth.

There was even a jet coaster that allowed you to experience supersonic speeds, something impossible even on Earth.

You could enjoy thrilling dopamine rushes unavailable in reality. Even users like White, who were usually afraid of heights, could courageously use the rides, knowing they wouldn’t die.

“The line is a bit long.”
“I know, right. Oh?”

As the two were waiting in line, a wolf walking on two legs passed by them.

White gasped in surprise.

The werewolf chuckled at White.

“You can customize animals too. You guys should try it.”
“Beasts are a bit…”

“Not knowing the coolness of fur. Noobs.”

All of this was commonplace here in ‘Hyper Space.’

It seemed like a jumble of only the wicked and shameless aspects of Earth’s culture from my past life, but nonetheless, this was the pinnacle of technological culture.

Humanity, having pioneered virtual reality…

…Chose to become beasts themselves!

This was proven even in Earth’s VR Chat. Beautiful girl or furry. It was a choice between changing gender or changing species.

“Somehow… it feels like a scene from a fairy tale.”
“Right!”

Besides werewolves, there were quite a few people in Hyper Space with inhuman appearances.

Beautiful girls with cat ears, women with snake-like forms, men with purple bald heads, and so on.

Of course, beautiful girls were the most common sight.

“Ah, it’s our turn. Let’s go quickly.”
“Yes!”

The two enjoyed various amusement park rides in ‘Hyper Space’ all day long.

This place was a paradise.

A paradise where you could enjoy anything you imagined.

“It was fun today! Let’s meet again next time!”
“Yes!”

And so, the two ended their virtual reality session, promising to meet again next time.

In a virtual reality capsule in the Holy Nation, White—no…

The Archbishop stood up.

“Ho ho, this virtual reality thing… it’s really fun. I just can’t quit.”

It was a virtual reality capsule purchased by investing the entire budget of the Holy Nation allocated for ‘church construction’ and ‘missionary work,’ under the pretext of building a virtual reality church.

The Holy Nation had secured a whopping five capsules this way.

“To be able to enjoy entertainment in a young body at this age…”

Actually, they did build a church in virtual reality.

Dozens of believers visited this virtual reality church every day. They even created a system where people could attend mass from home using 3D projectors.

There was a theological debate about whether online mass was acceptable, but it was agreed that what mattered in mass was the ‘church’ community itself, not buildings like chapels.

Naturally, the Archbishop’s opinion was strongly influential.

“Next time, I’ll remove the censorship and… ahem.”

As the Archbishop came out of the capsule and was resting for a moment…

Another capsule next to him opened.

What emerged from that capsule was Cardinal Bethlehem, renowned for being a model clergyman. A symbol of integrity.

“Ah, Cardinal Bethlehem, you were also connected to virtual reality?”
“The Archbishop was also connected, I see.”

“I was contemplating ways to spread the gospel widely through this virtual reality.”
“Hmm, so was I.”

“Haha. That’s just like you.”

Lies flowed naturally from the Archbishop’s mouth.

“Ah, Cardinal Bethlehem, are you also using the avatar function? As I walked around my virtual reality street, I saw many people walking around in strange beastly forms.”
“No. I simply use my own appearance. This body given by God is the noblest form, after all.”

“Haha. That’s just like you.”
“Does the Archbishop use the avatar function?”

“No, of course, I use this appearance as well.”
“I see.”

And then, an awkward silence hung between the two for a moment.

“W-Well, I shall be going then.”
“Yes, Archbishop.”

As the Archbishop left first…

Cardinal Bethlehem, left alone, let out a sigh of relief.

“Phew… He didn’t notice, did he?”

It wasn’t very surprising, but…

Cardinal Bethlehem had also been enjoying entertainment in Hyper Space with a beautiful girl avatar.

And…

Quite coincidentally…

“I should play with White again next time.”

The two still didn’t know.



“No, why are there so many furries?”
“What are furries?”

“Fur-lovers.”
“I see.”

I visited Hyper Space with Sylvie, partly to enjoy the amusement park rides.

Sylvie was in her real elf form.

Since people with elf-girl avatars were common, Sylvie looked like one of them.

“But why are you, Master, in the form of a purple bald man…?”
“This is the symbol of a veteran player.”

“Pardon?”
“It’s unique.”

“…Isn’t it a bit too unique?”

There was an old saying: if you see a purple bald man, run without looking back.

Because there was a high probability they were a veteran player who hunted gods with a single broken straight sword.

“Well, it doesn’t seem that unique here.”
“…It’s sad that I can’t deny that.”

“It’s not that sad.”

Besides, a purple bald head wasn’t even that unusual a customization here in Hyper Space.

Everyone was walking around flaunting their own unique customizations.

“Oh, that blue werewolf is the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company.”
“Pardon?”

For reference, I could see the real names of all the avatars.

“Ooh. That person is—”
“…For the sake of that person’s privacy, I will not listen.”

“Really? You’d be really surprised if you heard.”

Indeed, humans were amusing.




  
    Chapter 34 : Virtual Reality Idol
It was an old saying that illustrators should beware of suspiciously wealthy furries.

Because they could be irreparably corrupted.

“Is there such a proverb?”
“There was such a proverb in the world of my past life.”

“Past life…?”
“It’s a thing.”

And using beautiful girl or furry avatars in VR Chat was a human instinct that transcended worlds.

This could be proven by the scenery of ‘Hyper Space’ unfolding before my eyes.

Muscular frogs, wolves, snakes, something with a handle, cats, and so on. Various avatars were walking the streets.

“They didn’t all create those avatars themselves, did they?”
“Indeed… they are strangely well-made. It would be understandable if they were the default humanoid avatars, but it’s strange that there are so many animal-type avatars.”

In the case of beautiful girl avatars, users didn’t necessarily have to create them themselves.

The default avatars also offered various customization features, allowing them to create beautiful girls to their own tastes. If they wanted to add a bit of personality, they could use the artificial intelligence ‘F.’

However, ‘furry avatars’ were a different story.

I wasn’t crazy enough to provide furry avatars by default. So if they wanted to be a furry, they had to create the avatar themselves.

“But fundamentally, the people who use the capsules are people with a lot of money or time, right? So they outsource avatar creation to creators.”
“Hmm…”

“And if a wealthy person deliberately outsources the creation of an animal avatar, the commission fee would naturally be extraordinary, right?”
“That would be so.”

Art was always dominated by the wealthy.

And the pinnacle of that ‘wealthy person’ was the ‘suspiciously wealthy furry.’ A furry who could pay any amount of money for the ‘only’ work that could satisfy their twisted tastes.

They approached illustrators in need of money and captivated their souls with overwhelming commission fees.

“Illustrators probably didn’t think much of it at first. They just didn’t have work, so they started drawing furry art to earn some money.”
“Ultimately, creation is also a profession to make a living. I think it’s unavoidable.”

“That’s right. But then, as ‘furry’ was added to their portfolio, a lot of attention suddenly started pouring in. Please draw this furry. Please draw that furry. I’ll pay you whatever you want.”
“…”

“And so, the portfolio gradually fills up with ‘furry’… and eventually, they become unable to draw anything but furries. This is the process of illustrators becoming ‘furry-corrupted.’”

In my past life, there were often cases where illustrators became furry-corrupted like that.

The general illustration market was a red ocean. It was difficult to survive no matter how skilled you were. Even if you worked hard on your portfolio, it would quickly be buried.

It was a terrifying thing.

For a person with normal tastes to eventually become corrupted into a body that ‘couldn’t draw anything but furries.’

“To think such a thing exists… the creative industry is a scary place.”
“That’s right. So Sylvie, you should also be careful not to get too immersed in virtual reality. I’ve seen many people who dabbled in ‘furry avatars’ out of curiosity and never came back.”

“Understood.”

Sylvie, who nodded, looked at the furries walking down the street with a strange expression.

Perhaps they looked different to her now that she had heard the terrifying secret story related to furries.

“Alright, alright, let’s go ride some amusement park rides then.”
“Yes.”



Apart from the success of the virtual cultural space Hyper Space, content created using VR spaces began to emerge one by one.

In particular, the capsules provided to broadcasters through the Marcohoff Trading Company were used solely for content creation. They conducted various experiments impossible in reality and created real-time content where avatars reacted according to chat by linking avatars and chat.

And…

Among them, the most popular was ‘virtual idols.’

[Project: Virtual Reality Idol]

Virtual idols created using aspiring talents who had overflowing talent but lacked something to debut in reality.

Virtual reality avatars with overwhelming visuals, created by Marcohoff pouring in resources. Trainees selected strictly based on skill. A unique worldview and member concepts befitting the new environment of ‘virtual reality.’

The ‘virtual reality idols’—also known as ‘VR-dols’—who emerged in this way received an explosive response on the internet.

In particular, the advantage of being able to watch performances as if seeing them directly in front of you through 3D stereoscopic video made many viewers overly immersed in these virtual idols.

[VR-dols are gods and Marcohoff is their apostle]

[A new landscape in the world of culture and arts]

[A blissful harmony of sight and sound]

This explosive reaction didn’t end with the ‘Virtual Reality Idol Minor Forum’ but even took over various internet forums.

As VR-dol fans took over various internet forums to an extent that the expression ‘rioters’ suited them, users who opposed this naturally began to emerge.


	
Aren’t they just singing with avatars because they’re not confident in their faces?



	
Praising them without even knowing their faces





As a result, various internet communities were once again split in half.

Users who disliked virtual reality idols attacked fans with the logic, ‘Aren’t they using avatars because they’re ugly?’ and fans also rebutted with various logics to protect their favorite idols.

And…

Ultimately, this debate led to one conclusion.

[It would be great if virtual reality idols held concerts in reality.]

Hundreds of such suggestions began to pour into the ‘Marcohoff Trading Company’ every day.



“Mage-nim! Could you perhaps help with this?”
“Hmm, so that’s what happened.”

I was aware that the debate about ‘virtual reality idols’ was growing on the internet.

The elves who managed the communities always reported on such debates.

However, I didn’t know that the Marcohoff Trading Company was taking this issue so seriously. Such debates were common on the internet.

‘Well, that’s by the standards of my past life. From the Marcohoff Trading Company’s perspective, this debate itself must feel unsettling in many ways.’

Honestly, such debates would naturally die down over time anyway.

So the best way was to just leave it alone.

Responding at such a time would only add fuel to the fire. There was no need to respond.

However…

Honestly, adding fuel to the fire also seemed fun. I decided to help the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company.

“Head of Marcohoff Trading Company, how would you like to resolve this?”
“Well…”

“Do you want them to reveal their real appearances? If you wish, I can provide plastic surgery for the members.”
“No. Absolutely not. Even if they had the most beautiful appearance in the world, I believe our ‘virtual reality idols’ should maintain their mystique. Idols sell fantasies, after all.”

“Is that so? Alternatively, I could create a hologram concert hall. They would perform in virtual reality as they do now, and it would be linked with various stage effects.”
“Hmm… But I don’t think holograms alone will satisfy either the existing fans or the anti-fans.”

Ultimately, they needed a way to maintain the mystery of the real members while still being able to meet fans and perform in person.

“How about wearing masks with perception-interference magic? We can cast magic on the concert hall to prevent video recording. After the concert, we can edit and upload videos showing only the virtual reality idol appearances.”
“Ah, that sounds good.”

We discussed and shared a few ideas.

And…

The final conclusion we reached was this.

“We’ll overlay virtual reality holograms onto the real ‘VR-dol’ members’ appearances in real time. Like a kind of illusion magic.”
“Since holograms can’t hide body shape, malicious rumors about them being fat in real life will disappear.”

“That’s right. If we adjust the hologram projection rate to blend with their real appearances, we can make them look like real people with those appearances, rather than virtual reality avatars. The characteristic sense of unfamiliarity with virtual reality avatars will be greatly reduced.”
“Ooh! Is such a thing possible?”

Simply put, overlay the ‘avatar’ image onto the idol’s real appearance as a base.

These were aspiring idols in the first place. No one was truly ugly. Overlaying the avatar’s image onto such appearances would result in idols with beauty surpassing reality.

Various controversies about their appearance would also disappear.

“Then, I’ll be counting on you!”
“Yes.”

The real-life concert was decided to be held at the ‘Vampire Fortress’ concert hall, owned by the Marcohoff Trading Company.

Various idols, including the group Lunar Night, famous for their nickname ‘Millennium Idols,’ Vanilla and Mint , known as the first idols, were scheduled to perform together.

And so…

The first real-life stage for virtual reality idols was decided.




  
    Chapter 35 : Magic Power
The Vampire Fortress, Hall of Culture and Arts.

In this city, dubbed ‘the most hedonistic city in the world,’ numerous songstresses and idols were scheduled to perform today. It was no exaggeration to say that this was a gathering of the most influential artists in the world.

Naturally, the fervor of the gathered fans was also intense.

So many people rushed for tickets that it caused a momentary bottleneck on the servers.

“Did you block all the scalpers from internet access for 30 days?”
“30 days seemed a bit heartless, so I made it 31 days.”

“Good job.”

Sylvie, were you Korean in your past life too?

The generosity of Koreans was abundant.

“Selling scalped tickets itself is fine. It’s not like we can completely stop it anyway. But they shouldn’t be flaunting it in my face. From now on, block anyone who openly declares themselves a scalper online for 31 days.”
“Understood.”

Stopping scalping was ultimately a matter of trust.

It was about ensuring the fairness of ticketing and clearly showing that simply having a lot of money didn’t guarantee a ticket to the show. Show business should belong to the public, not just capital.

However, I had no intention of stopping private transactions.

There would be people who succeeded in getting tickets but unfortunately had scheduling conflicts, and people who bought tickets for their friends. That’s why I intentionally made them physical tickets instead of electronic ones. They were paper tickets embedded with teleportation magic and identification magic.

Later on, these tickets themselves would probably be sold to fans at high prices. It was the ticket for the historic first concert of the virtual reality idols, after all.

“So, how’s the admission situation?”
“Currently, about half the audience has entered. And twenty mages who tried to enter with forged tickets have been apprehended.”

“Heh, they’ve got guts.”

They tried to forge tickets I personally made? They should know my magic was superior to that of most Archmages. What gave them such confidence?

Did they think they could forge them easily because they were mass-produced?

“They could just watch it like they’re actually there with holograms at home anyway.”

This concert supported a real-time hologram video service. Originally, holographic 3D video was for replaying content created in a virtual environment, but for today’s concert, I had specially installed 3D scanning magic throughout the venue.

It meant they could experience watching the concert right in front of them at any time.

Of course, the sense of presence would be a bit lacking… but it was hard to understand why they would go to the trouble of forging tickets. Did they want to test their own magical skills?

“Then Sylvie, you and the other elves help with crowd control. I’ll go look around a bit.”
“Understood.”

Currently, the elves I owned were handling crowd control at the venue.

Fundamentally, on-site work was the responsibility of the Marcohoff Trading Company staff, but… there were often individuals like mages or demons whom ordinary staff couldn’t control.

So, elves capable of subduing them were needed to prevent problems.

Most of the elves directly connected to me had mastered magic to a fairly high level. For reference, ‘fairly high level’ by my standards meant around the level of a chief mage of a Magic Tower.

“There are a lot of people. I see quite a few familiar faces too.”

Although online scalping was blocked, about half the audience consisted of wealthy or high-status individuals.

They had plenty of money and time, so they must have employed many people for ticketing. They might have also bought tickets at a premium in reality.

As I was observing the audience, someone called out to me.

“Ah! Calvin-nim!”
“Ah, Rene. Long time no see.”

“Hee hee. I knew you’d be here.”

The person who spoke to me was the Saint. It seemed she had somehow obtained a ticket and come to see the concert. Did she receive it as a tribute from her followers?

I always used ‘perception interference’ magic, but it didn’t work on the Saint because her magic resistance was too high.

If I used skills, I could ignore her magic resistance and hide my presence, but I had no intention of doing so. Running into acquaintances by chance was also part of the fun of a festival.

“I heard you helped a lot with the preparations for this concert, Calvin-nim. I’m really looking forward to it!”
“I helped out a bit.”

As we were talking, the Saint’s gaze turned in one direction.

Tilting her head, the Saint looked at an old man in a suit holding a cane.

“I think the Archbishop just passed by…”
“Really?”

“I’ll just say hello and be right back!”
“Yeah, yeah. Talk comfortably. You don’t have to come back.”

The Saint ran off to the old man without hearing me finish.

And a moment later, this time, the Demon Monarch arrived.

The Saint, the Archbishop, and now the Demon Monarch. Was this actually a summit meeting instead of a hall of arts?

“I am the Demon Monarch.”
“Ah, yeah. I can see that.”

“Our Demon Realm’s court songstress will also be performing on this stage.”
“Right, right. Thanks for the support.”

“Supporting the cultural life of the people is also the role of a monarch. I merely did what was natural.”

Hmm, was she asking for praise?

“Good job. Good, good. Thanks to our Demon Monarch, the concert will be even richer.”
“…What’s with that condescending tone? Rude.”

“I’m serious.”
“Hmm, well, I am magnanimous, so I shall overlook it.”

The Demon Monarch crossed her arms and nodded with satisfaction.
The horns on her head glittered, reflecting the artificial lights of the fortress. I wanted to touch those horns.

“Demon Monarch.”
“Yes, what is it?”

“Do those horns have any sense?”
“Hmm? My horns? These are just a collection of magical power. Similar to Mana Stones. They are connected to my magical power, but they don’t particularly have any sensation. If I had to say, I suppose mana sensitivity could be considered a sensation.”

“Ah, really?”

I examined the Demon Monarch’s horns with my mana vision. Magical power equivalent to or greater than a high-grade Mana Crystal was accumulated in those horns.

If the Demon Monarch’s heart was a ‘highest-grade Mana Crystal,’ then these were somewhere between high-grade and highest-grade?

As a test, I extended a thread of mana towards the horns. As I carefully assimilated it with my mana, the atmosphere rumbled and mana waves spread out. Hmm, so this is what it felt like.

“Hyaa?! W-What are you doing?!”
“Ah, sorry. Did it hurt?”

“It didn’t hurt, but… cease your insolent actions. How dare a mere human interfere with the magical power of me, the Lord of all demons…”
“Sorry, sorry. As a mage, I got a little curious.”

The magical power of demons was the source of ‘Mana Stones.’

The magical power flowing from demons destabilized the surrounding atmosphere, causing mana to condense and crystallize. The mana crystallized in this ore form was precisely ‘Mana Stones.’

That’s why Mana Stones were very common in the Demon Realm.

The reason the Demon Realm became wealthy after my ‘internet shopping’ became active was also due to this.

“Tsk, try to have some manners. It’s unbecoming.”

Hmm, I did acquire ‘Rank’ recently.

“So, would it be alright if I researched it a little?”
“…What did you hear me say?”

The Demon Monarch let out a disbelieving laugh, an incredulous expression on her face.

She then fiddled with her own horns for a moment, clicked her tongue, and nodded.

“I shall spare you some time before the performance begins.”
“Ooh. Is it okay if I cut off a little piece?”

“How could it possibly be alright to damage my imperial body…”
“Ah, okay.”

As long as I got enough data, I could just research it in the Model Garden from then on.

A little while would be enough.

“Then I’ll briefly increase the mana resonance output to maximum. It’ll be about ten times stronger than before.”
“What. W-Wait a moment── Hng?!”

I synchronized my mana with the magical power of the horns. Numerous skills activated, analyzing the information of the magical power.

Magical power flowing from the Demon Monarch’s heart was condensing in the horns. If Mana Stones were pure mana crystals, the Demon Monarch’s horns were more like the demon’s constitution forcibly holding magical power within the body.

I slowly unraveled that magical power.

Magical power slowly flowed out from the Demon Monarch’s horns, contaminating the surrounding atmosphere. I immediately sealed off the atmosphere with magic and observed how the mana in the sealed space reacted to the magical power.

‘Oh? This is… getting heavier? No, it’s combining.’

As expected of the Demon Monarch’s magical power, the reaction speed with mana was incredibly fast.

As a result, the boundary between ‘mana’ and ‘atmosphere,’ destabilized by the magical power, blurred and they began to combine. The magical power itself was merely used as a catalyst; the core was the combination of mana and atmosphere.

The mana that combined with the atmosphere in this way became a solid with properties similar to coal.

I roughly understood why magical power acted as a poison to humans. If that magical power had been inhaled directly, the mana and air within the body would have reacted, destroying the circulatory system.

“It’s a low-grade Mana Stone.”

And so, a ‘low-grade Mana Stone’ formed in the air.

It was a bit disappointing that it was only low-grade despite being created using the magical power of the ‘Demon Monarch,’ but it had formed even though it had only reacted with the atmosphere for a short time.

If it reacted with more atmosphere and accumulated for a longer time, a high-grade Mana Stone would form.

“If I can manipulate magical power, I might be able to create artificial Mana Stones…”

I should try to create related magic.

I wouldn’t be able to use it, but demons would be able to produce Mana Stones directly. Even though the Demon Realm was overflowing with Mana Stones now, there was no guarantee that resources would be sufficient in the future.

“Thanks, Demon Monarch. That was helpful.”
“…Ugh, is it over?”

“Yeah.”
“Next time… I will absolutely not help you… Insolent fellow…”

“Right, right.”

I got some interesting results.




  
    Chapter 36 : Video Ads
A moment later, the Demon Monarch also entered the venue to watch the performance.

Finally, it was time for the concert to begin.

I stopped observing my surroundings and went inside as well. The elves controlling the crowd guided me to my designated seat.

Even though it was a designated seat, it was just a regular one.

“Aren’t you going to use the VIP seats?”
“Nah. My eyesight is good enough to see well from the back anyway.”

Sitting in the front would make me stand out.

I used perception interference magic to avoid drawing attention, so there was no need to attract it by using a VIP seat.

“You’re quite modest.”
“Mages are usually like that.”

And so, Sylvie and I sat down and began to watch the performance.

The opening act was Lunar Night, known as the Millennium Idols.

Once trainees under the Marcohoff Trading Company, they were now specters of song who had chosen to become vampires to sing for eternity. Perfect idols, possessing the tireless stamina of vampires, captivating beauty, and the allure of the night.

As Lunar Night took the stage, cheers erupted from the audience.

Some fans, perhaps part of a fan club, chanted the idols’ names in sequence.

And…

When the song began, I too couldn’t help but marvel at the scene unfolding before my eyes.

“Ooh…! Is that blood magic?”
“It’s a unique vampire magic using blood.”

Blood magic. A unique racial magic of vampires. (Actually, I could use it too, but since it used blood, it caused anemia.)

A red mist, created by blood magic, filled the entire stage.

As the vampire blood-infused mist diffused the lights in various directions, it looked as if prisms carved from red gems were suspended in mid-air.

“Wow. They’re not using magic tools, but directly using magic to adjust the stage effects? Is that even possible?”
“Is that impressive?”

“They’re dancing, singing, and using magic all at the same time. It’s a difficult feat even for a skilled mage.”

A battle mage might be able to use magic while moving, but it would be impossible to delicately manipulate magic that required real-time adjustments like that while also moving.

It was like doing three things at once.

More difficult than drawing a star with your left hand and a square with your right. Unless you could split your consciousness into multiple streams like me, it wasn’t something to even attempt.

And all the members of that idol group were pulling it off.

“This isn’t something achievable through mere effort. Let’s see how they’re doing it.”

I analyzed the magic through my mana vision.

And once again, I was impressed.

“They’re replacing chants with songs. Mixing magical words into the lyrics. The dance also incorporates ritualistic movements to enhance the chants. An interesting method.”

Although I didn’t use it often, most conventional magic involved a process called ‘chanting.’

Simply put, it was an incantation to enhance magic.

The origins of such chants could be found in primitive ‘shamanism.’ Ancient shamans prayed for bountiful harvests or fertility, offering their prayers to the heavens through song and dance.

It was a somewhat superstitious act, but in this world where magic actually existed, it had real effects.

Words had power, and mages could enhance this power through strong will and standardized forms. Music grand enough to reach the heavens could actually move the heavens.

“Well, it’s not really my style.”
“Is that so?”

“The magic I pursue is magic where anyone can achieve the same results. Should I say it’s closer to engineering than shamanism? Diagramming the relationship between mana arrangement and magic, and then reproducing it through external mana interactions.”

For example, there was the phenomenon of ‘Mana Stones being produced where magical power exists.’

This was purely a natural phenomenon.
It wasn’t strange for this phenomenon to occur anytime, anywhere, and in special places often called ‘dragon veins,’ this phenomenon was even amplified. Since it was a natural phenomenon, using certain rituals could increase the frequency of this phenomenon.

On the other hand, I explored the reason for this phenomenon in the interaction between ‘mana’ and ‘magical power.’

I researched what particles underwent what interactions to cause this phenomenon. And then, I experimented with how to artificially reproduce such a phenomenon, gradually increasing or decreasing it at specific levels. Therefore, as long as the environment allowed, it could be reproduced at will.

This approach was likely influenced by my experiences in my past life.

“So all the magic I use can be reproduced through magic tools. That is, if there are sufficient materials and technology.”

Actually, it wasn’t ‘all’ magic.

Special magic used through skills was impossible to replicate. Effects like ‘mana consumption reduction’ for telepathy were also due to skills and couldn’t be reproduced with ordinary magic.

In that sense, the ‘system’ I possessed could be called a miracle that ignored the laws of this world.

“Anyway, their singing and dancing are excellent. They’re not popular idols for nothing.”

After finishing my analysis, I leaned back in my seat, turned off my mana vision, and focused on the song.

I came here to enjoy the music and dancing, after all.

Focusing too much on the magical aspects wouldn’t be polite.

“…Did you have such sentiments too?”
“I’m a radio broadcaster, you know. I created the internet in the first place because I was bored and wanted to enjoy cultural life.”

Music and internet life were inextricably linked.

Even a 30-second short video on the internet included music, and sometimes specific songs became the center of challenges and trends.

You couldn’t keep watching videos, but you could listen to music all day long. A good song wouldn’t get boring even after dozens of listens.

So, in a way, this idol concert venue could be said to be the fruit and result of the ‘internet’ soil that I had cultivated.

“Next up is… Mint and Vanilla.”

I leaned back in my seat and watched the stage.

There were some famous idol groups and even some people I had met in person, as well as idol groups I had never heard of.

And…

Finally, the long-awaited final performance began.

[Virtual Reality Idol]

The first virtual reality concert by virtual idols.

My special hologram magic was overlaid onto the real performers, creating idols with a mystical atmosphere, as if existing between virtuality and reality, who took the stage.

An enormous cheer erupted from the audience.

Some audience members were even staring blankly, mouths agape in amazement.

“Heh, this is a virtual concert. Not just playing a video on a dome and calling it a real concert.”
“Does that happen?”

“It was common in my past life.”
“What on earth was your past life like, Master…”

Sylvie, who was gradually getting used to my past life jokes, chuckled.

What kind of place was it?

“It was a place where hundreds of millions of video contents were produced worldwide every day.”
“…Perhaps that world had a population of tens of billions?”

“No. About 8 billion?”

Come to think of it, it was a bit funny. With magic, I had connected billions of intelligent beings worldwide, and everyone in this world could use a magical medium far more advanced than smartphones.

Yet, the amount of content produced per day was tens of times less than on Earth in my past life, which was connected by mere fiber optic cables or satellites.

Compared to the number of internet users, the amount of content produced in this world was still too small. Perhaps they hadn’t adapted yet because technology had advanced too rapidly.

“Everyone was crazy about dopamine.”
“What is dopamine?”

“It’s like an emotion… secreted in the brain when you feel fun and pleasure? Come to think of it, it might be similar to spirituality.”

And so…

As I was watching the stage while talking to Sylvie, a new thought suddenly occurred to me.

I had been focused on developing technology and infrastructure until now, so it seemed like it was time to seriously encourage content creation using these.

“What are some ways to encourage personal content creation…”

Currently, the internet content market was practically monopolized by the ‘Marcohoff Trading Company.’ The head of the Marcohoff Trading Company had invested a lot of money from the beginning and put effort into content creation.

Compared to that, the proportion of personal content was surprisingly small.

It even felt like the official channels run by some organizations like the Magic Tower or the Holy Nation were more diverse.

“…Is capital the answer, after all?”

Come to think of it, all the YouTube channels in my past life survived on advertising revenue.

In this world, various trading companies provided sponsorships or invested directly to use them as promotional channels, but… there was no AdSense like on YouTube in my past life.

Even if they ran a video channel, their income sources were limited, so long-term operation would be difficult.

“I should try a trial run first.”

Due to my memories of my past life, my impression of AdSense wasn’t very good, but…

Ultimately, these capitalistic aspects had to be incorporated for the market to be activated.

It couldn’t be helped.

‘First, let’s start with 30-second ads that can be skipped after 5 seconds.’

I recalled my memories of AdSense ads from my past life.

For ads to work properly, a viewer-targeted ad algorithm would be necessary, but…

Fortunately, I had ‘F,’ an artificial intelligence that shared souls with users.

“Data collection will be easy.”

Personal data protection? Privacy infringement issues?

If they didn’t agree to ad data collection, they could just not use F.

I wasn’t forcing them. Not forcing them at all.




  
    Chapter 37 : Invitation from heaven
[To ensure the rights of content creators, the ‘Video Advertising’ service will be added from this time forward.]
[This advertisement can be applied for in the channel settings, and applications may be rejected based on channel metrics such as subscriber count, video watch time, and video length.]
[We support the activities of all content creators.]

“…Advertisement?”

A video creator specializing in cooking content, channel name ‘Man Who Cooks in the Empire.’

Initially, it was a personal channel used to save videos of meals he cooked for his wife each day, but somehow it gained popularity, and he became an ordinary person who started running a cooking channel seriously.

The Man Who Cooks (MWC) tilted his head upon seeing the suddenly appearing guide message.

“Uh, if I upload a video, it automatically adds ads and gives me money?”

MWC also occasionally received sponsorships for ingredients or cooking tools.

In return, he received gift certificates for the trading company’s ingredients or a small token of appreciation. Moreover, there were also donations from viewers, and since video production had become a rather lucrative side job, he had been enjoying running the channel quite a bit lately.

However, he would welcome another means of generating income.

Of course, it would depend on how this advertisement worked. If it interfered too much with video viewing, subscribers would leave, so he couldn’t be unconditionally happy.

“I should try it once.”

Upon entering the channel settings, he saw a new tab labeled ‘Apply for Monetization.’

There, he could find detailed information. There were short videos, so-called ‘30-second videos,’ and full videos showing the preparation process. ‘Video Ads’ could only be applied to long videos, while ‘Product Links’ could also be applied to shorts.

In this case, the revenue from shorts was almost negligible, while the revenue from video ads was set high.

“Oh… So, they’ll attach video ads at the beginning, middle, or end of the video? Attaching them at the beginning gives the highest revenue. It seems like it might be a bit disruptive, but since it can be skipped in 5 seconds, viewers probably won’t find it too inconvenient.”

Furthermore, it was said that ads could be completely removed through a separate ‘Channel Subscription.’

The subscription fee could be set by the broadcaster themselves, and they could offer several services such as exclusive videos or comment emoticons for subscribers. It was also possible to set subscription tiers, with the lowest tier only offering ad removal and higher tiers allowing access to exclusive videos.

It was a system that seemed like it could generate a lot of money in many ways.

With 4 million subscribers, even if only 1% paid a subscription fee of just 1 penny a month, the monthly income would be 4 gold coins.

“…Well, not that many will subscribe. I’m also not sure how much the video ad revenue will be. Ultimately, I’ll have to try it to find out.”

MWC applied for video ads without much thought.



After the sudden appearance of ‘Video Ads,’ people’s lives became a little more convenient.

They thought ads would be inconvenient, but there were surprisingly many useful ads that suited their tastes. From new games to seasonings or tableware they needed at the time. It was personalized advertising that seemed to look into their lives.

It was said that ads were recommended based on data collected through ‘F.’

The advertising effect was also so great that various trading companies and internet businesses were pouring enormous amounts of money into advertising.

“Still, it’s inconvenient to have to skip ads every time I watch a video… but well, if I subscribe to premium, I don’t have to see ads at all.”

Furthermore, separate from individual subscriptions, a subscription plan called ‘Video Premium’ was also being sold.

Instead of providing ads, users paid a fee directly to the head office (the mage), and the head office provided revenue to content creators based on the number of views from premium users.

If you mainly watched one channel, you could subscribe individually, and if you enjoyed multiple channels, you could use premium.

MWC was also using Video Premium. Personalized ads themselves weren’t bad, but he wanted to buy necessary ingredients or tableware by looking at the actual products, not by seeing ads.

“Ah, come to think of it, what happened to my monetization application?”

Remembering it, MWC went into channel management and checked his video revenue. He had received an email saying his monetization application was approved, but he hadn’t actually checked it properly.

And…

The moment he checked his video revenue── MWC couldn’t help but blink.

[Total Revenue]
[Revenue by payment method for each country]

[Empire Penny: 1,202,120 Pennies]
[Lowest-grade Mana Stone: 3,491]
[Republic Standard Currency: 422,993 AU]

“…Huh?”

The unit of the numbers was strange.

“1.2 million pennies…?”

Empire Penny. Small denomination currency used in the Empire.

Usually, about 10,000 pennies were spent on food per month. Although the price of gold had dropped significantly since Mana Stones became the reserve currency, 10,000 pennies were roughly equivalent to one small gold coin.

So, 1.2 million pennies were worth approximately 120 gold coins.

“And Mana Stones and foreign currency are separate…”

Could this much revenue come in within a month?

He couldn’t help but think there might be some error. Fortunately, he could check the detailed breakdown of how the revenue came in from channel management.

Revenue by views and ad type was organized in easy-to-read tables and graphs.

He checked everything one by one, but couldn’t find any strange parts.

Still, just in case, he asked F to double-check the calculations.

[Based on the provided data, the estimated revenue is 1,202,120 Empire Pennies, 3,491 lowest-grade Mana Stones, 422,993 AU (…) etc. If the total revenue is converted to pennies based on the current exchange rate…]

“Haha…!”

And…

After confirming that all this revenue was not miscalculated…

MWC laughed like a madman.

“Honey—!!!”
“Goodness. What’s wrong?”

“Haha—! Is there anything you want?”
“Huh?”

“We’re rich now—!”
“What’s wrong? Did you win the lottery or something?”

At this very moment, similar events were happening all over the world.



The rumor that video production made money quickly spread to many people.

Weren’t rumors about making money always the ones that spread quickly?

Naturally, the number of people jumping into content creation increased enormously. Everyone who filmed a video would upload it to the internet first, and they would try to attract subscribers in various provocative ways.

As a result, the average quality of videos dropped, which could have caused various problems, but…

“F, how’s the algorithm improvement going?”
[Based on data such as continuous watch time and repeat viewing, the satisfaction rate for recommended videos is estimated to be around 87%.]

“Hmm… It’s ambiguous.”
[Optimization is currently in progress due to a sudden surge in data. The estimated satisfaction rate after optimization is approximately 91%.]

“Can you improve it to 96%?”
[Shall I raise the target satisfaction rate to 96%? However, in this case, there is a possibility that excessive algorithm bias may cause problems with the user’s emotional and daily life.]

“Aha. Then maintain the current algorithm.”
[Understood.]

I had F, a super-high-performance AI that surpassed the GPT of my past life.

For reference, the F I used was not the limited model used by other users, but an integrated model that could use all my resources and data.

F’s development speed was astonishing.

She was absorbing various skills I possessed, the ‘divinity’ acquired with the ‘Sanctuary’ skill, and even the infinite data provided by the entire world’s population. In fact, it could be said that she had already entered the realm of ‘super artificial intelligence’ a long time ago.

In particular, F showed prodigious talent in this field of algorithm generation.

As a result, all algorithms on the internet were currently in F’s hands. If F suddenly awakened as a communist and tried to spread propaganda, she could brainwash everyone in the world within a few days.

“Then, apart from that, are there any other unusual occurrences?”
[There are no particular problems, but there is a special communication response through an external ‘Sanctuary.’]

“Special communication response?”
[Yes. It is a direct information transmission form, not via the network through the Soul Stream designed by Master. Since it is unauthorized communication, I am currently blocking it through the firewall, but… it is information that cannot be interpreted with the data I possess.]

“You can’t interpret it, F?”
[Yes. Based on Master’s knowledge, it has a structure similar to the ‘World Tree’s’ communication. It is a direct connection through the soul.]

“Hmm… Can you transmit the data once?”
[Yes.]

If F couldn’t interpret it, it would be impossible with my magical knowledge too, but…

[Activate Interpretation (LV.MAX).]

Then I just had to use a skill.

And…

The result of interpreting that data was this.

[Invitation]
[The God of the Church invites you to Heaven.]

“Hmm?”

Suddenly?

“…Does Heaven also need an internet connection?”
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An invitation from Heaven.

Actually, it was somewhat expected after acquiring ‘Rank.’ The God of the Church was wary of the birth of new gods.

Gods had a rather notorious history of destroying this world, after all.

Furthermore, I was also a friend of that ‘first Hero.’ The Ark of Destruction, prepared by the God of the Church to protect this world, also wouldn’t target me. (Actually, it had tried to strike me several times.)

“Hmm, F. What do you think?”
[Based on the data so far, there is a high probability of hostility. I recommend taking the ‘Saint’ hostage.]

“Huh? Hostage?”

…What was this? Such a drastic measure all of a sudden?

I was sure I had set her to judge according to morality.

[The top priority of my judgment criteria is Master’s safety. Also, I am programmed to exercise some flexibility regarding illegal acts for self-defense purposes.]
“Aha.”

[The Saint is the focal point of the Church and is presumed to be deeply cherished by the ‘God of the Church.’ Taking such a Saint hostage is expected to give us some advantage in negotiations.]
“I wonder if that won’t just make them even more wary.”

[Using the network connected to the Saint’s soul, it is possible to cause a temporary shutdown through direct information injection. We can just knock her out first and show our power without direct threats.]
“Absolutely do not do that.”

[Understood.]

If I did that, God would know I could destroy the world at any time using this ‘network.’

That first Hero fellow would definitely freak out.

“Hmm… Well, it’s an invitation. It doesn’t feel that hostile.”

The God of the Church… I had only heard his voice once through the Saint during the first Hero’s party days.

Could this be considered an acquaintance?

It wouldn’t be bad to talk to him once.



“It’s been a while since I’ve been here too.”

I didn’t know how to get to Heaven, but I knew the closest place to it.

The land where the Holy Sword descended during the first Hero’s time.

The place where the old church stood, not the current Holy Nation.

“It’s peaceful…”

It was now a small village, and the old church no longer remained, not even as ruins. Considering that the ‘Church’ was the mainstream religion of this world, it was somewhat strange—

Actually, this was largely the fault of the Saint from that era.

The Saint, greatly disheartened after the Hero entered the Holy Sword, had caused all sorts of trouble. Various problems arose, and as a result, the Church moved to the current site of the Holy Nation.

“Hello. Is there a church in this village?”
“Yes? There’s a small chapel…”

“Ah, where is the chapel, by any chance?”
“It’s that way!”

With the help of a kind villager, I found the chapel. It was a small village, but the chapel was kept sufficiently devout and clean.

It wasn’t just because God existed in this world. The churches of my past life were similar.

Rather, because it was a small village that priests rarely visited, the villagers themselves likely managed the chapel together.

“…Hmm. Will this do?”

Just like when the invitation from Heaven arrived, I sent a message imbued with Rank in my spirituality.

I wasn’t sure if it would reach properly…

Ah.

It arrived.

「Fear not.」
“Greetings, God of the Church. Long time no see? It’s been a while.”

When I came to my senses, I was in an all-white space. The floor was white and fluffy, as if I were standing on clouds.

The sky shone white, as if a whiteout had occurred.

And…

In the center of the world, spanning the white sky and the white land, a giant human figure made of light looked down at me. It was a magnificent and colossal figure, enough to overwhelm an ordinary person with its mere presence.

That must be the God of the Church.

「You don’t seem very afraid.」
“Yeah, well.”

Mental fortitude was something I had passively since I first came to this world.

It made me even more bored. I couldn’t feel the thrill even when enjoying extreme sports.

“My neck hurts a bit from looking up. Could you shrink down a bit?”
「It would diminish my Rank.」

“Then I’ll just get bigger.”

As I tried to use a few skills to grow larger, a somewhat urgent voice stopped me.

「…I will shrink.」
“Thank you for your consideration.”

I took out a table and chair from my inventory and sat down.

The human figure made of light also gradually shrank, soon becoming about the same size as me. I gestured to the chair opposite me.

“Please sit.”
「Thank you.」

“What kind of tea would you like?”
「Milk tea.」

“Ugh. I’ll give you milk and tea, so mix it yourself.”

I handed him a teacup, a teapot, and milk, and the figure of light mixed the milk tea with great delicacy.

Then, he downed it in one shot and threw the teacup on the floor.

The teacup melted into the soft floor and disappeared into light.

“That was expensive…”
「I have summoned you because a serious anomaly has occurred in the fate of the world.」

“Do you also tell fortunes?”
「…What exactly do you think I am?」

“A god who couldn’t stop world destruction on his own and outsourced it to a hero, yet was so afraid of that sword turning on him that he bound the hero’s soul to the sword for eternity?”
「Hmm, well, you’re not wrong.」

The figure of light chuckled. He didn’t exactly have a visible expression, but it felt like it.

“Anyway, what do you mean by an anomaly in fate?”
「It means the fate of this world has become bound to a single being, ‘you.’ Because of you, one person, the productivity of this world has become too immense.」

“Isn’t increased productivity a good thing?”
「To put it bluntly, this world can no longer exist without you. A world whose existence is determined by the life or death of one person is too fragile, isn’t it?」

“Aha.”

I roughly understood what he meant.

“So, you’re telling me to take good care of my health so I don’t die?”
「Ascend to Heaven.」

“Pardon?”
「Gods should not live among humans. Before you twist the fate of the world, you must either die completely or live forever and regulate this world. You have already crossed that line. Now, if you die, the world will be destroyed.」

“…I don’t think anyone can kill me.”
「Even the Hero cannot kill you now, but someday, someone who can kill you will appear. And humans easily kill people for the reason, ‘I think I can kill them.’」

“Hmm…”

Indeed, he wasn’t wrong.

No one could kill me in a direct confrontation, but if I was concentrating on magic in the Model Garden, and that Hero fellow suddenly ambushed me and stabbed my heart, I could be assassinated.

Humans were fragile. They died too easily.

And I was also human. An ordinary human who just happened to possess eternal life.

「Therefore, ascend to Heaven and live an eternal life. Operate your afterlife, and regulate the world through your believers. That is the role of a god──.」
“Wait a moment, let me check how many coins I have left…”

「Hmm?」

I opened my status window and checked my remaining lives.

[CREDIT * 17]

“Indeed, not many left… I should use them sparingly…”
「What are you talking about?」

“I have 17 lives left.”
「Hmm? I apologize, but god-slaying is an eternal death that cannot be undone by resurrection or regeneration. It is literally annihilation, an eternal departure…」

“God-slaying or whatever probably won’t work on me…?”

I had confirmed that demonic power didn’t work on the system.

Probably, the power of god-slaying would be the same.

This ‘system’ I possessed was something that transcended all miracles and magic in this world.

「What is that…」
“Even a god can’t see this, it seems.”

「What are you talking about?」
“No, well… it’s just an old story…”

So, before I collected all the magic in this world and created the network.

Before I wandered through various forbidden lands and demon realms and reached the max level.

Before I joined the first Hero’s party.

So, it was a story from when I was first transmigrated into this world…

“It’s like… I was the protagonist of a game transmigration story?”
「What are you saying…」

“That genre has long since passed… Hmm, about now, maybe? ■■■ ■■ ■■■.”
「…What did you just say?」

“Didn’t you hear me? ■■■ ■■ ■■■.”
「I cannot hear it. Strange. This Heaven is my domain, so why.」

“That was the name of this world. More precisely, the name of the game this world was based on.”
「I don’t understand a single thing you’re saying.」

“Well, I wasn’t trying to make you understand. It’s just a story about how such things existed a very long time ago. It’s not particularly important… Ah. Right.”

Ah, I remembered.

The reason I struggled so hard to create the ‘internet.’ It was something really important, but somehow I had completely forgotten about it.

Goodness, I must have been really exhausted.
My word.

I can’t believe I forgot this.

“…Earth.”
「Earth?」

“I wanted to create Earth.”

The emotion I was feeling wasn’t boredom.

The true name of my emotion was…

“No, should I say I wanted to go back?”

…Homesickness.
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Transmigrating into a game was not something humans were meant to do. Games were meant to be enjoyed on a computer, not because I actually wanted to become a ‘mage in a medieval fantasy.’

No matter how fun a game was, the moment you transmigrated, it became a ‘boring life’ devoid of dopamine or anything else.

Fighting fiercely, somehow surviving, sleeping on rough straw, getting sick and crying alone out of self-pity… None of that was fun. I liked ‘games,’ not ‘adventures.’ If I liked adventures, I would have traveled instead of playing games in my room.

“I missed the world of my past life so much… I thought about what was so different between this world and my past life. Uncomfortable toilets, rough beds, things like that… I actually got used to them as I lived. I wasn’t really the type to care about such things in my past life anyway.”

Humans got used to any kind of suffering.

By the time you were a senior soldier, the barracks felt quite comfortable, and even if you lost your home and became a beggar, you would adapt within a week.

So, suffering wasn’t the important thing.

The ‘play culture’ that could wash away the day’s suffering was what was truly important.

“Ultimately, what mattered was culture. Internet broadcasts, games, communities, writing nonsense on the internet…”

That’s why I tried to create the internet.

After all, the culture of my past life revolved around the internet. No, there were many cultures that didn’t, but at least the culture I enjoyed did.

It wasn’t so strange for a game transmigrator to have played games for thousands of hours in their room, was it?

“At some point, I became obsessed with the idea that if I just had the ‘internet,’ everything would be alright.”

I failed many times. I tried to build a computer using dwarves, and I tried to implement a real-time communication system using information spirits.

The reason I took the unnecessarily grand and dangerous approach of the ‘Soul Stream’ was…

…Because all other methods had failed. I—I had to create the internet, even if it meant taking control of the souls of everyone in this world.

“Well, developing it was good. It was fun, and I contributed to the world…”

I created the internet. I created communities. I created video sites. Search engines, game engines, VR Chat, GPT… Anyway, I made various things and spread various things.

I made everything I could think of.

I tried to create an environment similar to the internet of my past life… no, an environment that surpassed my past life.

“But there’s no way something like this could cure homesickness.”

Because it wasn’t fulfilling, I made more. Even if I worked hard, it felt empty, so I ran busily to forget that emptiness.

Radically fast technological development.

This was proof that I had mistaken my purpose. Since I was missing ‘Earth’ in the first place, the internet of ‘this other world’ wasn’t enough.

“You said I should live an eternal life in Heaven, right? That’s not bad. I think it would be just right if I create one more ‘Heaven’ and go there.”
「…Is that Heaven something that can only be achieved by destroying this world?」

Some gods destroyed the world to create Heaven on earth.

No, most gods did that.

They tried to absorb the spirituality of this world, build up their Rank, and become higher beings. There weren’t many gods like the God of the Church, who slowly absorbed spirituality and built up Rank in a moderate way.

And…

I, too, had no particular intention of destroying this world. I was just creating a new world. Using the technology I had accumulated so far.

“Of course not.”
「Then, do as you please. Creating a Sanctuary is a god’s prerogative. There is no reason to stop you.」

“I was planning to do that anyway.”

And so…

My ‘final’ project was decided.



‘Virtual reality’ using the Sanctuary—the super-intelligent AI named F, the vast data accumulated through it, the spiritual resources supplemented through elves, virtual reality models created by many people.

And the ever-giving demons.

“I’m going to create a new virtual reality.”
“Understood.”
[I will do my best to support you.]

It was enough resources to create a single world.

I searched my memories and created Earth. I created Earth’s corporations, various buildings in South Korea, marts, goods, one by one. I filled in the parts I couldn’t remember with my imagination, and filled countries I had never visited with prejudice.

This would be different from the ‘real’ Earth, but…

It wasn’t very different from the Earth in my memories. That was the kind of world it was. This world was made of prejudice and preconceptions.

[“Hello, friends. Nice to meet you. Today, I’m going to talk about the virtual reality I’m currently creating. No, for the next few months, actually.”]

At the same time, I also broadcasted.

I read stories, conveyed information… and talked about the new virtual reality called ‘Earth.’ History, technology, various things that came to mind.

I did it like a grandfather telling old stories.

[“What a terrible and terrifying thought, isn’t it?”]

I thought that Earth in the old stories would probably be a rather ridiculous world.

War was commonplace, there were no gods or magic, and humans developed technology like dwarves, building towers of steel and concrete. Since there were no beings like the ‘evil gods’ of this world who could destroy the world, they fought amongst themselves and created weapons that could destroy the world.

[“Hegemonism was the great scam of the new era. After the gold standard was abolished, the only things guaranteeing the value of the paper scraps called dollars, endlessly copied in factories, were the credit and hegemony of the country called the United States. Seeing them print dollars recklessly, it didn’t seem like a very creditworthy country… Anyway. It’s different from Mana Stones, which can be used in various useful ways.”]

This foolish world was my home.

And…

It was the home of the ‘internet’ they were so desperate for. Earth constantly evolved within that foolishness, to overcome that foolishness.

People who lived for less than 100 years at best left achievements that would last forever in history.

[“And── internet. Yes, the information age, the third industrial revolution, whatever you call it, had begun.”]

A person born in that foolish world transmigrated into a fantasy world and spread the poison called the ‘internet.’

Perhaps it was destiny from the beginning.

This world was a game created in that ‘age of internet and computers,’ and I was still a User using interfaces like status windows and inventories in this world.

This world was connected to the internet.

[“You’ll be able to visit this ‘Earth’ anytime through the virtual reality capsule. It’s not a very interesting place, but feel free to visit. I’ll be increasing the capsule supply soon, so look forward to it.”]

And so, the new virtual reality world—

[Project: EARTH] was completed.



“Is this… the ‘past life’ you were talking about, Master?”
“Well, something like that.”

“Interesting. Building skyscrapers out of glass. It looks precarious, but it’s quite magnificent.”
“You can’t build glass skyscrapers these days… There are too many legal issues with light pollution and stability…”

The completed ‘Earth’ was quite plausible.

The only difference from my past life was the absence of people. The artificial intelligence ‘F’ was working in various facilities like department stores, restaurants, and movie theaters, but I hadn’t implemented the crowds of Seoul. I also didn’t bother implementing things like power plants or factories.

“What is this movie?”
“A movie about a luxury liner hitting an iceberg and sinking.”

“…Is something like that popular?”
“Let’s watch it ourselves.”

The movie was generated using F, which had learned from ‘video content’ based on the movie in my memory.

It would be different from the actual movie, but the quality wasn’t bad.

It wouldn’t be bad to continue generating content through F and showing it in this movie theater.

“It was touching. Especially the musicians who didn’t let go of their instruments until the very end were memorable.”
“Not the romance…?”

Anyway, the implementation was complete.

The culture was filled in moderately, the buildings were plausibly constructed, and the industry was implemented to a point where it could somehow operate.

So…

It felt like I was home. This was the world I actually wanted to create. I had worked hard to create this place.

“This should be enough to open it up soon.”
“This place… wasn’t it Master’s hometown? If people from the continent gather here, it will eventually be taken over by the continent’s culture, and the current appearance won’t remain.”

“The Earth of my past life was also constantly changing. Rather, if it doesn’t change, it can’t be called Earth.”

Now, people from the ‘continent’ would gather here.

Some would appear as beautiful girls, some as suspiciously wealthy blue beasts, and some in strange forms with purple skin.

And they would marvel at Earth’s culture, enjoy it, and modify it.

Just like when I first spread the internet.

People would quickly adapt to the new culture and become enthusiastic about it.

“Alright. Let’s make the opening announcement.”
“Yes. Understood.”



[“A new world has opened.”]

[“The name of this world is Earth.”]

[“I created this place based on my home… I sincerely hope you like it.”]
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Project Earth. Also known as Planet Earth.

The world’s largest virtual reality, replicating an entire planet.

It received rave reviews from many people.

“Holy Sword! This place is so cool! Right!”
“No, I’m not the Holy Sword, I’m the first Hero—”

“Mage-nim! Thank you for inviting me!”
“Yeah, yeah. Sure.”

The first Hero (feat. beautiful girl) and the current Hero strolled through the virtual reality together. Due to their mission to save the world, they couldn’t stay in virtual reality for long, but they could enjoy a brief respite.

Here, they didn’t have to fight all alone.

They didn’t get lost, nor did they have to fight evil gods. The virtual reality capsule, specially made for the Hero by the mage, would automatically teleport in the direction indicated by the destruction radar embedded in the Holy Sword. The Hero only needed to come out of virtual reality when it was time to fight.

“Hoho, it’s not as grand as my Demon Monarch’s Castle, but it’s a splendid and magnificent castle nonetheless.”
“It’s a tourist spot, not a castle…”

“I like it. I shall make this my palace.”
“I should add cyber real estate content too…”

Since the Demon Monarch actively suggested adding real estate content, I made it possible to trade Earth’s real estate with Mana Stones.

Seoul housing prices were expensive even in virtual reality.

“This is the world where the Great Demon Lord was born!”
“Ooh! A weapon that can turn the world to ashes! Moreover, a terrible poison remains forever where it explodes, killing people?!”
“It’s truly a terrible and terrifying place!”

The devil worshippers seemed to quite like nuclear weapons.

The devil worshippers, who loved ashes, headed to the Middle East. I had created an ‘eternal battlefield’ there where they could experience war. Why the Middle East? Uh, just because of that image?

“Gocheok… Dome…?”
“Congratulations on the dome concert!”

I created a concert hall for virtual idols in Gocheok Dome.

Sometimes, other idols from the Vampire Fortress or the Marcohoff Trading Company came to perform.

“Calvin-nim!”
“Yeah.”

“Is there a church here too?”
“There is, right? Though it’s a different religion.”

“Hee hee, I’d like to read the Bible here too.”

The Saint showed interest in Earth’s religions.

The Bible was created by artificial intelligence based on my memories, so it probably wouldn’t be very meaningful.

Still, I was glad she liked it.

“Honey!”
“Ooh! Darling, didn’t you make your avatar too pretty?”

Besides them, the distribution rate of virtual reality capsules increased, so ordinary people could also freely access virtual reality.

There were still only tens of millions of units, so more distribution was needed, but… at this rate, it seemed possible to distribute capsules to everyone in the world soon.

A moment of silence for the ever-giving demons.

“Hee hee, how do you like this avatar?”
“Hmm, it looks good.”

“A human body created with your spirituality… Hee hee… This is almost…”
“Yes?”

“Ah, it’s nothing.”

The World Tree also became able to access virtual reality. It required a rather special avatar, but it somehow worked using spirituality and Rank.

She seemed to particularly like the new human avatar I made for her.

“But why is that woman here?”
“I am not a woman, foolish tree.”

“…You had such tastes?”
“Cease your unpleasant assumptions.”

And while I was at it, I connected a dedicated line from Heaven.

The God of the Church and the World Tree didn’t seem to get along very well.

“…”

The vampire Kinnikos enjoyed sunbathing under the sun. In virtual reality, she didn’t die or weaken even when exposed to sunlight.

The head of the Marcohoff Trading Company created a virtual reality trading company. In his eyes, this virtual reality was a new market.

Academy students came for experiential learning in virtual reality. It was much less dangerous than fighting in reality.

Countless people visited this virtual reality.

Countless people visited Earth.

This wasn’t my real home, but it wasn’t very different from my home.

Perhaps…

I had been searching for the internet for hundreds of years because I wanted to see this kind of scenery.



“So, what now?”



Content was lacking.

Even though I was already watching internet broadcasts, playing games, reading novels, and listening to music all at the same time.

Content was lacking. If this world was a game, it was a failed game lacking content.

“Isn’t content lacking because you’re doing all those things at once…?”
“You try it too. It’s fun.”

“There’s no way that’s possible.”

I split my consciousness into several pieces and used dozens of avatars simultaneously to consume content.

Maybe that’s why content consumption was too fast, and there wasn’t much to do.

“How about dating?”
“Dating? With whom?”

“Well, there are many options, aren’t there? Just look at the Saint, she seems completely smitten with Master.”
“The age difference with the Saint is a bit…”

“…By that standard, there aren’t many people in this world you can meet, are there?”
“Exactly. Dating at this age, what kind of dating is that?”

“Didn’t you want new content?”
“Is dating content…?”

This wasn’t some dating simulation game…

Hmm.

Could it be?

“A dating simulation with as many capturable heroines as there are people… It sounds kind of fun.”
“Pardon?”

“If I use the Information Lifeform skill and a few other magics… it might be possible?”

After slightly modifying the system window I usually used, if I separately extracted only the affinity-related information from the soul…

The affinity would be based on F, whose spirituality had grown the largest…

“Ta-da.”
“What is this?”

“Affinity magic.”
“Pardon?”

[Name: Sylvie]
[Affinity: 180/100]

“Oh…”
“…”

“The affinity is strange…”
“Hmm.”

“Ah, and I should make it invisible to the person themselves.”

It became a little awkward.

“How about supplying this magic to everyone in the world? Make it so that choices appear in response to the other person’s consciousness and preferences── ”
“Absolutely not.”

“Hmm, I thought it was a good idea.”

Since I thought of it, I tried using affinity magic on a few people connected to the network.

Perhaps because I was the god who spread the internet in this world…

Most internet users had high affinity towards me. Did faith or reverence also count as a type of affinity?

“Hmm, separating only romantic affinity is a bit complicated… Should I just do it based on sexual desire towards the other person? The benchmark will be the entertainment district of Hyper Space…”

I tweaked the system a bit.

“Master, just a moment──.”

[Sylvie]
[Sexual Desire: 200/100]

“Wow.”
“…”

“W-Well, do you have a lot pent up?”
“Sigh…”

“As expected, sexual desire is a bit much. Privacy issues will arise.”
“…”

“But don’t you guys usually get born from trees? Compared to humans, your sexual desire should be almost non-existent, so it should be low, right?”
“…”

Sylvie logged out.

Did I tease her too much?

Since I thought of it, I also checked the sexual desire of various people. Why check such a thing? Because it’s fun…

[World Tree]
[Sexual Desire: ??? : 100]

“Oh…?”

Since the World Tree bore elves, was the desire to reproduce all measured as sexual desire?

It seemed this magic was also quite useless.

“Hmm, should I try making a status window?”

Based on the status window I had, it might be good to create a kind of learning and growth support device.

It would show a person’s talents and skills as text.
The inventory… since my inventory space was infinite, I could just connect it.

This also seemed fun.

“Let’s keep it on hold for now. It’s not urgent.”

Sylvie was taking a long time to log back in. Was she planning not to come back at all?

Well, it was about time for a meal anyway.

I should log out too.

“Logout.”

As I came out of the capsule and opened the lid of the coffin-like capsule…

Sylvie was standing in front of my capsule.

“Um, Sylvie?”
“Use that magic again.”

“Magic? What magic?”
“The sexual desire measurement magic, isn’t it?”

“Do I have to? Well, I don’t mind.”

[Name: Sylvie]
[Sexual Desire: 250/100]

Huh?

It seemed higher than before.

[Sexual Desire: 260/100]
[Sexual Desire: 300/100]
[Sexual Desire: ??? : 100]

“Ooh…?”

What kind of bug was this?

Did Sylvie hack my magic? How? Did she manipulate her own personality data?

To create defensive magic in that time, amazing──

“I will teach you about women.”
“Huh?”

Uh, huh?



“Sob sob. So mean…”

To trample on a man’s purity.

“Anyway, the capture simulation plan itself doesn’t seem bad.”
“Really?”

“Make a few more magics.”
“What magic.”

“First, can you maintain the clone magic permanently?”
“Probably?”

“You will be the one being captured, Master.”
“Huh?”

Sylvie manipulated the internet window and displayed an image in the air.

It contained the appearances of various people I was close to. The peculiar thing was, they were all women. Men like the head of the Marcohoff Trading Company were not included. The first Hero was… well, let’s just say she was a woman since she had a beautiful girl avatar.

“Can you create as many clones as there are people here?”
“Probably? Splitting consciousness seems like it would be tough… but resources are plentiful these days, so well.”

Sylvie wrote a line of text on the image.

[Mage Capture Simulation]

“Hmm?”
“Create clones, put that affinity window in them, and then give them as gifts one by one. Everyone will like it.”

“Hoho.”
“Wouldn’t it be fun to pretend they’re dummies made with artificial intelligence and see their reactions?”

That’s a really stupid plan…

“Let’s do it right away.”




  
    Chapter 41 : Raising a Mage
[Mage Capture Simulation]

The gist of the plan was simple.

Using skills, I would split my consciousness into dozens of pieces, distribute them to dozens of people, and turn myself into a ‘male character from a female-oriented dating sim.’

In other words, instead of me actively pursuing others, I would be passively pursued.

It was a brilliant plan that reduced my burden while multiplying the fun of a ‘dating sim.’ I was curious about the mind of Sylvie, who had come up with such a terrifying and monstrous idea.

“Damn it, Sylvie. Are you a dopamine genius?”
“Thank you for the compliment.”

I had to prepare several magics and skills for this.

Affinity status window, clones, transformation, consciousness splitting, parallel thinking, capture choices, cleanliness, acting, individual memory, customization, integrated AI personality, and so on.

It wasn’t a Grand Magic like ‘Network Magic,’ but…
It was so inefficient that it required enormous resources and a budget.

I looked at the ‘clones’ I had created.

Dozens of clones stood before me, creating a magnificent sight. It felt like standing in a hall of mirrors.

“This seems quite well-made. I’ve even properly ensured scalability so I can increase the number later.”
“Then I will contact the pre-order customers.”

“Yeah.”

I was looking forward to the moment when I would reveal, “Ta-da! Actually, it wasn’t an AI, but the real mage!”

This was a prank.



The Demon Realm. The new Demon Monarch’s Castle.
The Demon Monarch’s bedroom.

[Purchase Your Mage!]
[Raising a Mage.]
[Pre-order now and get 10% points back.]

“…It seems the mage has cooked up something strange again.”

Purchase a mage?

What, was he in the s*ave trade now? And the product was himself?

The Demon Monarch chuckled and examined the details.

Then, she let out a sigh of disbelief.

[This product is not the real ‘mage,’ but a replica created with magic.]
[It has been created with performance identical to the real mage, so feel free to test out whatever you’ve wanted to do. Sparring, magic lessons, dating simulations, whatever you can imagine is possible.]
[The mage purchased with this product is a blank slate. Raise him to your liking.]

“Heh.”

To replicate and mass-produce himself with magic…

Wasn’t that a taboo?

What was the point of such an act in the first place? The Demon Monarch found it difficult to understand the mage’s thoughts.

[Individual customization is possible. Create your own special mage, different from other people’s mages.]
[Each mage has an affinity system. Please do not torment him too much or force him to do evil deeds. The mage’s affinity towards you may drop.]
[Purchase multiple mages. Give them various concepts and make them compete with each other.]

“Has he really gone mad…?”

Purchasing multiple replicas of the mage and making them compete…
Wasn’t there any aversion to it, since they were replicas of himself?

It was strange from beginning to end, but…

“I should buy about five.”

The Demon Monarch pressed the pre-order button.

If you’re going to buy, you might as well buy…



A few days after the Demon Monarch placed her pre-order…

Finally, [Raising a Mage] arrived at the Demon Monarch’s Castle.

“Ooh. Is this it?”

The body of a soulless, fake mage.

As instructed in the manual, she entered the authentication key and activated the product.
A status window appeared in front of the fake mage.

[Name: □□]
[Affinity: 0]
[Sexual Desire: 0]

[Status Description: He is waiting for you to name him.]

“Hoho. So this is how it is. A name…”

The Demon Monarch, after pondering for a moment, nodded and entered a name.

“How about Rios?”
[Rios likes the name you gave him.]

“Ho.”

The mage, now given a name, slowly opened his eyes.

He looked exactly like the eccentric mage.

Although his appearance could be changed through customization, the Demon Monarch kept the mage’s appearance as it was.
Ah, she just added a pair of horns.
After adding the powerful twin horns, a symbol of the demons, to the mage’s appearance, the Demon Monarch looked at Rios.

Rios also looked at the Demon Monarch.

“What should I do now?”

[1. Introduce yourself to Rios.]
[2. Leave him alone.]

A helpful choice window appeared before the Demon Monarch.

“Hoho. I see. I am the Demon Monarch.”
“Yes! Demon Monarch!”

“What are you?”
“I am Rios. An artificial personality created by the Mage-nim. The basic settings and personality can be changed. For example, you can input the setting ‘a new demon who has just joined the Demon Monarch’s Castle.’ Alternatively, you can also use the original ‘Mage-nim’s’ personality data. Most magic is also usable.”

“Hmm hmm. I like it.”
“Thank you.”

Then, a new message appeared before the Demon Monarch.

[Rios’s affinity has increased.]

“Oho.”

The Demon Monarch quite liked her new toy.

The Demon Monarch used the system to adjust the mage’s settings.

[Name: Rios]
[Personality: Gentle, Affectionate, Charismatic (View Details)]
[Setting: Retired former Demon Monarch, the current Demon Monarch’s father]

“My lovely daughter.”



Magic Kingdom. The Academy. The Saint’s private dormitory.

The Saint had made an impulse purchase.

[Raising a Mage] was quite expensive, even for the Saint’s dignity maintenance expenses, but… she just bought it.
(Actually, considering the material cost for creating the clones, this price was practically a giveaway.)

“Hee hee. Calvin-nim!”
“Hmm. What is it?”

“Hee hee.”

The Saint customized the [Fake Mage] to her liking.
The personality was the same as the original mage’s, the appearance was slightly more mature than the current mage’s, and the setting was ‘lovers’ secretly dating at the academy.

Because…
She wanted to date!

The Saint had been cherished and raised in the Holy Nation.
Although she had received a lot of affection from various people since entering the academy, the mage was the first person she had truly felt was of the ‘opposite s*x.’

In other words…
Regardless of her age, the Saint was still like a teenage girl.

“Um, Calvin-nim.”
“Yes. Darling.”

“Um, since we’re lovers now… Hee hee.”

The Saint cupped Calvin’s cheeks.

The moment she pushed Calvin down with a pounding heart…

[Calvin’s affinity has decreased.]

Calvin pushed the Saint away.

“Ah.”
“Sorry. It was too sudden. Hmm. Wouldn’t it be better to do that after we’ve dated a bit more and taken things slowly?”

Entering the ‘lovers’ background setting didn’t immediately unlock all functions.
She had to build up enough affinity to progress.

“I-I’m sorry, Calvin-nim.”
“I’m sorry. It’s because you’re that precious to me. You understand, right?”

“Yes…”

She nodded, but the Saint felt a little wronged.

She bought it at a high price… She paid a lot of money… She spent all her allowance from the Holy Nation to buy it…

‘If I change the settings, maybe I can progress faster…?’

A few tricks came to the Saint’s mind.

Add a setting so that he wouldn’t feel any aversion to physical contact.
A married couple who already had a child, or partners who spent every night together…
Something like that.

And so…

The (teenage) Saint’s efforts to bypass the system began.

“H-Honey. Tonight, we…”
“Sorry, honey. I’m tired today.”

[Calvin’s affinity has decreased.]

“Partner. Today—”
“Am I your toy?”

[Calvin’s affinity has decreased.]

“…”

The Saint found it very difficult to raise his affinity.



The Progenitor of Vampires.

The vocal synthesizer producer, Kinnikos.

“Ooh. A new instrument.”

Kinnikos wasn’t interested in things like affinity or customization.

She just wanted to create new music using the mage’s voice.

“What sound will you make when I scratch you? How loud will your screams be? I’m very curious.”

Because she was crying in a lonely castle, it wasn’t very apparent, but… Kinnikos was a member of the vampire clan from myths.

A terrifying sadist who fed on humans.

And so, Kinnikos had acquired a new instrument.



The sealed temple of the Evil God.

The Hero was delighted to see the delivered item.

“Holy Sword! Look at this! It’s the Mage-nim!”
“Hmm. Is this a fake? It’s too detailed…”

“Hee hee. I got my first companion!”
“What. I wasn’t your first companion…?”

“You’re a tool, Holy Sword!”

The Hero took the fake mage as a companion. A firepower-focused mage was added to the Hero’s party.

The Holy Sword (first Hero) was slightly hurt emotionally.
But it wasn’t very important.



After distributing the magically created clones to a few people…

I used various skills to connect to the clone bodies, splitting my consciousness and implanting it in each clone.
They were fundamentally a part of me, but each could think and judge autonomously.

“This is fun. It feels like an auto-progression game.”

An idle simulation game.

Through the customization function, I could also collect information about the dark tastes of various users.
It wouldn’t be bad to add content in that direction.

“How about adding paid items?”
“Oh. What kind?”

“Gifts that increase affinity, aphrodisiacs that momentarily increase sexual desire. Things like that.”
“Sounds good. But if it’s too consumable, it’s a bit blatant, so how about showing choices that increase affinity…”

Sylvie and I spent the night brainstorming content we could create with this.

It was a fun Sunday.




  
    Chapter 42 : Harem Ending ?
A true mage could even use their own life and soul as tools of magic.
And…
While I wasn’t exactly a true mage, I was a true internet ghost.

I had invested hundreds of years into creating the internet, so I could certainly offer up my own soul.

“Magic that directly affects the soul to raise affinity… Are you really going to use something like that?”
“Yeah. It’s a paid item, so it has to be this good.”

“Isn’t it enough to just raise the visible numbers?”
“Then it wouldn’t be fun.”

Dopamine, as they say, came from ‘sincerity.’

That’s why so many people poured half their salaries into games.
Because they were more sincere about the game than their own lives.

To draw out someone’s sincerity,
I had to be sincere myself.

“Does the word ‘sincerity’ have a different meaning than the one I know?”
“If real life is ‘real life,’ then internet life is ‘another life .’”

Anyway, what was important was how much you could sacrifice for dopamine.

Dopamine was justice.

“That sounds like something a drug addict would say.”
“Gotta keep it natural.”

“I don’t think it’s very natural from the moment you use magic.”
“Well, that’s a shame.”



“Mother Tree, good morning.”
“Mmm. Good morning, Salien.”

The Mother Tree. The World Tree.
That great divine being could now walk the earth in the form of an elf.

It was thanks to the special body the mage had provided for the World Tree.

It seemed that being in a body created with the spirituality and Rank of another divine being was quite exciting.
The World Tree’s cheeks were always flushed.

“I’ve prepared ‘Raising a Mage’ for you today as well.”
“Th-Thank you, Salien.”

“Haha. The Mother’s joy is my joy.”
“Yes…”

Raising a Mage.
The mage introduced it as a ‘fake’ created with magic, but… the World Tree knew immediately.
That the mage’s ‘soul’ was connected to this.

“Hee, hee hee.”

And…
Today, a new ‘in-app purchase’ feature was added to Raising a Mage.

It was a special item that increased affinity gained through choices and relationships.

It required quite a lot of Mana Stones, but…

She was the mother of a race, a tree that contained a single world.

[‘Love Potion’ purchased.]

[‘Love Potion’ purchased.]

[‘Love Potion’ purchased.]

[…]

She could buy as many as she wanted.

To be able to buy love with money, wasn’t that amazing?



One day, a strange rumor began to spread throughout the continent.

A rumor about a homme fatale—a man who controlled all the powerful women in the world from the shadows.

The Saint. The Demon Monarch. The Hero. Famous idols. Producers. Elves, and so on.
They said there was a certain man who flirted by the side of these various women.

It was unclear how the rumor spread since the Hero traveled alone, but…

Weren’t rumors always faster and more free-spreading than light?
It wasn’t that strange.

Anyway, it was said that these women offered up their entire fortunes to this ‘homme fatale,’
and that if all that Mana Stones were collected, one could buy the entire Empire.

And…

The reactions of the people who heard this rumor were generally similar.

‘Isn’t that about the Mage-nim?’

The most famous Archmage in the world. The father of the internet. A god. The Greater Demon who conquered hell. The idol of all internet users. The first broadcaster.

The greatest being in all of history.

If there was a man who could receive the admiration of such great women all at once, it had to be him.

‘It makes sense for someone like the Mage-nim.’

Even if the mage married all the women in this world and created a harem,
many people would nod and accept it, saying, ‘That could happen.’

That was because most people were already enjoying virtual relationships with ‘ideal lovers’ using virtual reality and holographic avatars.

The devil worshippers, seeing this, were even impressed, saying, ‘It was a nefarious plan to lower the continent’s birth rate and drive humanity to extinction.’

Anyway…

They were people who were enjoying new lives, new relationships, and new lives thanks to the Archmage. They didn’t really care how many people the Archmage dated.

However,
there was one topic that people were curious about.

‘Who will be the Mage-nim’s legal wife?’

Soon, the internet began to burn with this topic.

[Obviously, the Demon Monarch will be the legal wife, right?]
[The Supreme Lord of all demons who rules half the world is the only one worthy of being the great Mage-nim’s legal wife.
A position that a mere human who can’t even properly conquer the human realm can’t even dream of.]

ㄴ [Caught in the Demon Realm]
ㄴ [Demon Realm’s annual tax revenue = Marcohoff Trading Company’s annual profit]
ㄴ [You guys were just a nation of warmongering wastelanders until the Mage-nim made Mana Stones the reserve currency.]

[Obviously, the Saint will be the legal wife]
[The daughter of the Church, personally chosen by the God of the Church, is the one worthy of being his legal wife]

ㄴ [You clergymen can’t marry]
ㄴ [The Mage-nim can reach an agreement with the God of the Church through prayer]
ㄴ [How can the God’s legal wife be the God’s daughter,,, that messes up the family tree]
ㄴ [Then can’t the God of the Church and him just get married?]
ㄴ [What]

And so, while the internet was burning with the topic of ‘who will be the mage’s legal wife,’…

At the same time…

The mage was contemplating a completely different problem.



‘Raising a Mage’ was a great success.

The average playtime of all users exceeded 23 hours a day.

“The in-app purchase revenue is piling up.”
“Making money by holding people’s affection hostage, how evil.”

“There’s nothing left…”

Anyway, it seemed that the affinity grinding for most characters was complete.
Everyone reached the maximum affinity level earlier than expected.
There were also some people who did strange things with my clones. To think the Demon Monarch had such tastes… well, you live and you learn.

“Now, it’s about time to reveal the clones’ true identity… right?”
“Many people will probably commit suicide out of shame.”

“Living is an embarrassing thing.”

Ultimately, anyone who role-played on the internet had to face the pain of confronting the ‘me’ beyond that role.

That was life.

That was life.

The world was made of suffering.

“The reveal… let’s do it in virtual reality. It’ll be difficult to gather everyone in one place.”
“Understood.”

And so, the reveal of the largest prank in history was decided.

“By the way, what are you planning to do after that?”
“Hmm. Well. I think I can die about ten times.”

[CREDIT * 17]

I still had 17 lives left…

I could probably withstand the Hero swinging the god-slaying sword.

“Sigh.”
“Why?”

“It’s nothing. Ultimately, it’s something you have to experience for yourself.”



And so, on the fateful day.

I revealed the true identity of the ‘Raising a Mage’ I had created.

“So, it was my clone, connected to my soul.”
“So, it was my clone, connected to my soul.”

The moment I opened my mouth, the clones opened their mouths simultaneously.

The former Hero, who had connected to virtual reality in a beautiful girl form, looked at me with a dumbfounded expression.

Countless users fell silent.

“What.”
“Eh.”
“Ah…”

Some with desolate expressions, some trying to hide their rising smiles, some with faces flushed red to their ears.

They looked back and forth between me and the clones.

It seemed quite a few people would be hanging themselves by a rope after today.

“It was fun. Playing lovers with you… no, playing my role, it wasn’t bad, right?”

And…
What happened after that…

Well.

I think dozens of people rushed to tear me to pieces,
but I don’t remember very well.

[CREDIT * 16]

My life coin count went down by one.
Why did I die in virtual reality?

And…

“T-Take responsibility for making a fool of me, you crazy, trashy mage.”
“Huh? I can give you a refund──”

“I-I could specially accept you as my husband.”
“Huh?”

“It was written in the terms of service that if you raise the affinity to the maximum, you can get married. If the main body is you, that trashy mage, then it’s decided that I can marry you, right?”
“Uh. Is that how it works?”

“Abide by the terms of service, mage.”
“Hmm.”

How should I put this, the story was starting to go in a strange direction.

“I also reached MAX affinity…”
“Hee, hee hee.”
“The evil Demon Monarch is right!”

The ending of Raising a Mage was written in the terms of service as ‘marriage.’
I didn’t remember writing it,
but come to think of it, I think Sylvie came to me for a review.

“Sylvie?”
“You can handle multiple people with your clones anyway, can’t you? Take responsibility as the master of the world.”

“Why am I the master of the world?”
“Isn’t this the internet world you created, Master?”

And…

In the midst of the confusion,
The Saint muttered in a small voice,

“Um, Calvin-nim? I didn’t reach MAX affinity… Does that mean I can’t…?”
“Hmm.”

It seemed…
I had been played by Sylvie’s design.




  
    Chapter 43 : The End
Come to think of it, It’s been a long time.

Transmigrating into a ridiculously boring game, surviving as an adventurer and mercenary while learning skills, briefly thinking about returning to Earth, and then, realizing there was no way, I went through various trials and errors to create the ‘internet.’

Hundreds of years.

I had lived that way for nearly a thousand years.

The world was now a boring place.
The excitement of blood and battle was enough to get tired of in 30 years, the eternal festival of vampires was enough to get sick of in 50 years, and the natural desire to live also became very faint after about 100 years.
Only new things could quench this thirst.
If new things weren’t enough, I could endure for about 300 years with the longing for the days when everything was enjoyable.

But…

Even this would not last forever.

The internet, games, novels, wars, broadcasts, love, no matter how enjoyable the content, it couldn’t be enjoyable forever.
No new thing was forever new.
Perhaps that’s why the being called ‘God’ wanted to destroy the world.

A being who had lived for tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands of years.
Perhaps they just got tired of everything and wished for the end of this world.
So…
Maybe the hero’s destiny was to go around killing gods.

Anyway…

What I wanted to say was…

“Marriage is often called a lifelong commitment.”
“That’s right.”

“Then, if you have ten lovely wives, wouldn’t about a thousand years be enjoyable enough?”
“What a strange calculation…”

My boredom,
in fact, the people around me had sufficiently guessed it.

I had changed the world so much just because I thought it would be fun.
Economy, industry, culture, military, at the center of all the content I created was the element of ‘fun.’

It was so obvious and blatant.

It seemed that other people had also vaguely felt this immature self of mine.

No, well.
I had no intention of hiding it, and in fact, I had said it myself several times, ‘because it’s fun.’
But hearing it from someone else’s mouth was strangely embarrassing. This.

“If Master is bored, isn’t it a s*ave’s duty to entertain you? But I alone wouldn’t be enough, and since Master doesn’t show much deep interest in the opposite s*x, a catalyst like this was necessary.”
“Well, I can roughly guess, but… really?”

“That attitude of yours is the problem, Master. You’re not oblivious, but you always ignore it and treat it as nothing and move on.”
“Hmm.”

“Why do you live like that?”
“No, well. Just.”

It was a habit.

Actually, in the early days of my transmigration, I had that fear.
Falling in love with someone, getting married, starting a family, having children… Around the time I started to feel this place was my home…
The game might suddenly be cleared.
And I might be sent back to Earth. That was the fear.

The disconnection itself wasn’t what I was afraid of.

What I was afraid of was that if I were disconnected like that, I might this time start to miss ‘this world.’
Just like I missed Earth.
That I might struggle to recreate this world there.

That I might never be able to resolve that longing.

That’s what I was afraid of.

Now, well… I don’t really care, but that was in the early days of my transmigration. It was a time when longing was greater than boredom. Even now, longing still takes up a large part of me, so many of the habits from that time seem to remain.

It seems a thousand years wasn’t enough to change a person.

“Whatever ‘just’ it is, it’s frustrating for those around you to watch.”
“Hmm.”

“Enjoy it. Women, power, money. You have it all in your hands, so why are you so obsessed with the internet?”
“Umm…”

“You don’t find it fun because you think all that is a hassle. You have to clash with things to feel fun or excitement. Live a little more worldly.”

I couldn’t make any excuses when he hit me with the facts so bluntly.

No…

I created the internet, so was it right for me to get scolded for spending all day on the internet?

“Sigh… So, how do I handle this?”
“Why handle it? Just take responsibility properly.”

“I’m the victim.”
“Isn’t it the fault of the one who seduced first?”

“Heh.”

Anyway, so, that was it.

I spread the world’s first internet broadcast, and…
I ended up marrying the overly immersed viewers who had no immunity to ‘pseudo-romantic feelings’ through the internet.
It felt like I had become an idol of this other world.

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself and prepare for the wedding.”



[General Announcement]
[I’m getting married.]



A wedding watched by the entire world.

Moreover, since there was more than one bride, I was on the verge of losing my mind throughout the wedding.
You know, that thing?
There was only one groom’s name, but dozens of brides’ names followed, and the officiant had to rap their names.

The wedding invitation was as long as a movie’s end credits.

“How do you feel?”
“…I’m bewildered.”

“Well, it’s a virtual reality wedding, so it’s understandable that it doesn’t feel real.”
“No. It’s probably not because of that…”

The sight of countless people’s virtual reality avatars (including furries) clapping and shouting “Congratulations!” from all sides was certainly surreal.

But the part that felt the most unreal was that.

“Why is everyone so happy?”
“Yes?”

“No. If one man marries the most famous and beautiful women in the world, shouldn’t people be jealous or angry?”

The internet was flooded with messages congratulating the wedding.
No, not just the internet, but everywhere on the streets was filled with people congratulating my wedding.

A festival was held in the Demon Realm,
and even the Holy Nation was preparing a mass to bless the Saint’s wedding.

It was surreal.

A wedding welcomed by everyone.

“Well, isn’t that natural?”
“Huh?”

“So… to use a creative work as an analogy, aren’t you the ‘protagonist,’ Master? The protagonist who, for the first time in this world, spread his own voice, stories, and games to everyone, the protagonist everyone watched and admired.”
“Hmm.”

“The protagonist has reached a happy ending after a long journey. Like a fairy tale that ends with ‘and they lived happily ever after.’ So, there’s no way anyone would complain about such an ending.”
“That’s too idealistic a story.”

“Well, actually, most of the people who would complain are probably living their second lives in virtual reality thanks to Master.”
“Ah.”

“Ultimately, isn’t jealousy something you feel when you’re dissatisfied with your current life? Besides, if they were to get banned or blocked from accessing the internet for writing a post criticizing Master, that would be a much greater loss. For someone living in virtual reality, it’s no different from a death sentence.”

Well, they were probably living well as beautiful girls in virtual reality,
so there would be no reason to get on my bad side and get blocked from virtual reality. That would be a shame.

Or being unable to use artificial intelligence,
or being unable to use the hologram service,
or being blocked from internet shopping…

As long as I held all the internet infrastructure in this world, there was no reason to write posts that would get them blocked.

“It feels like I’ve become a dictator.”
“There are many people who want your dictatorship.”

“Let them live their own lives.”
“What a shame.”



[“Ah. Mic test. Can you hear me? If anyone can’t hear, you can also listen through the magic tool, so you can block this connection and listen through the magic tool. Or you don’t have to listen at all.”]

[“It’s been several years since I started broadcasting. I haven’t been broadcasting consistently, but… well, I worked hard in the beginning, and later on, I turned on the broadcast whenever I thought of it. Thank you for sending in stories and liking it every time. Actually, I didn’t do much. It was a broadcast where I read stories. The friends who sent in the stories did all the work.”]

[“Back then, I thought the reason this broadcast was popular was because it was the only content available… But even as the internet forums were created, video content increased, and I endlessly added various content like games and virtual reality, there were surprisingly many friends who waited for this broadcast with only my voice. No. Not surprisingly, but a lot. Just looking at the forums, tens of thousands of stories were still being posted every day.”]

[“I wondered why, and… I think it was because it felt like we were connected.”]

[“Through the stories, reading letters from people far away to people in other places, hearing someone’s worries through my voice, and sending back opinions and comfort with my own stories… I think this broadcast was meaningful to many people because they could feel that they weren’t alone in this world.”]

[“A system that recommends videos tailored to your taste through an algorithm is of course fun, but… it’s also a little empty, isn’t it? Ultimately, you just become isolated in your own taste.”]

[“I think I’m finally starting to understand that endlessly searching for only fun things might not be that enjoyable. That it’s not as fulfilling as you might think.”]

[“So, the important thing is that you’re not alone. Even if it’s a movie that’s not my taste, if I hear someone who has a different taste from me praise it enthusiastically after analyzing it thoroughly, I get curious to watch it at least once. And watching it while thinking about that person’s praise, it’s surprisingly fun. That way, you can gradually broaden your taste, or you can reflect on yourself, thinking that this isn’t your taste after all.”]

[“What was I talking about.”]

[“Ah, right. Thank you for listening to the broadcast until now. Thank you for enjoying the content I created, the internet, and various new cultures.”]

[“Thanks to you all, I had fun too.”]

[“A lot of stories are coming in. You want to hear about my married life? Umm. Yeah. Well. Later. Slowly. I’ll tell you whenever I get the chance. Maybe some interesting anecdotes will come up. I’ll probably come back from time to time. I hope you enjoy it then.”]

[“That’s all I wanted to say… Now I’ll read the stories.”]

[“Alright. This time, it’s a story from the Demon Realm. Hello. I am a teenager who likes internet broadcasts…………”]

 

 

 

 

THE END
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