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    Prologue


Under a sky covered with pitch-black clouds, the colossus descended.

LV9999 Rudera’s true master, GM

The sheer size of it was overwhelming enough to make anyone who saw it feel intimidated and awestruck. 

Normally, no mortal would even think of challenging it. 

“Hey! Albus! Can you do it? Go and smash it!” 

The President of the Republic 

“You and my master’s benefactor, the future of the continent rests in your hands.” 

The First Emperor of the Empire 

“We entrust everything we demihumans have to our master.” 

The Queen of the Demihumans

“Only you, my lord, can do it.” 

The Saint of the Holy Kingdom 

“As the King of Ten Thousand Demons, I command you to sweep it away.”

The Demon King 

“Savior! The World Tree is with you.” 

Even the High Elf Queen. 


All the strongest figures from across the continent had gathered to cheer me on. 

If I had seen such a scene during the climactic final battle against the last boss in a novel, I might have been moved to tears. 

That’s just the admin account I used to create this game. 

How did it come to this, with the entire continent’s allied forces gathered to take down that one thing…? 

How did it come to this?



 
  
    Chapter 1: Creation


“It’s time to let you go now… sob.”

Mother wiped her moist eyes with a handkerchief.

Seeing her youngest child leave for the academy as an adult must be making her worried.

“I’m worried whether you’ll be able to get along well there. What if kids from some strange, ill-natured families bully you…?”

“It’ll be fine, Mother. I’m an adult now, after all.”

I bent one arm to show my bicep.

The bulging muscles from my past life were nowhere to be seen, leaving only a frail-looking arm. 

It didn’t seem very convincing.

In any case, if you add up my age from my previous life, I’m already old enough to be considered middle-aged.

No matter what, I wouldn’t be swayed by kids who just became adults at the academy.

“Of course, but…”

Still, Mother couldn’t shake off her worries, trailing off at the end of her sentence.

“Don’t worry, Mother. I’ll keep an eye on him and take care of him.”

At that moment, a healthy-looking beauty with a ponytail interjected.

Adelina Vernier.

She was the older sister of the body I had reincarnated into.

“…Right. It’ll be fine since you’re there, I suppose.”

She had exceptional talent, even among the best in the empire, and had reached the pinnacle of a Sword Expert. 

There’s no way she’d get into trouble anywhere.

Besides, who would dare mess with someone from a ducal family like ours?

“Yes, so you really don’t have to worry.”

“Alright, Albus.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“No matter what, even if you go to the academy, or if anyone asks, you must never reveal your secret. Understood?”

My secret.

She must be referring to the knowledge of that other world.

“Of course. I know how precious my life is.”

“Fuu…”

Despite my reassurances, Mother sighed deeply, as if not fully comforted.

“We should be going now.”

Adelina finished her farewell and climbed into the carriage first.

“I’ll be off too. Stay healthy while I’m gone, okay?”

I quickly followed and slipped inside the carriage.

Then, leaning out of the moving carriage’s window, I waved until Mother was out of sight.

Parting with Mother felt more poignant, perhaps because I didn’t have such a presence in my past life.

All nobles in the empire, including every person of noble blood, were required to complete the academy’s curriculum.

This was a mandate set by the first emperor, and not even the imperial family could avoid it.

I didn’t want to go to the academy either, but there was no other choice.

As I settled into the carriage and prepared to take a nap,

-Are you displeased with parting from your mother?

A mystical voice echoed in my head.

‘Lady Carthesia.’

I had come to know Carthesia, an Ancient Dragon, by chance. 

She had contacted me telepathically.

-If you wish, I can speak directly to the emperor and have you exempted from attending the academy.

She wasn’t just any dragon, but an Ancient Dragon.

For her, influencing the emperor would be a simple task.

Especially since she was the guardian dragon of the empire.

‘Th-That’s alright. I appreciate the offer, but I can’t neglect my duties as a noble.’

Asking the emperor to exempt the second child of a duke from attending the academy because of a request from the empire’s guardian dragon!

Wouldn’t that seem strange?

Am I supposed to be announcing that I am the creator of this world!

-Hmm… Is that so.

Dragons indeed have such an extreme way of thinking.

-You humans have always been excessively attached to titles and honour since ancient times. I understand.

‘I don’t really care about things like that. ‘

There’s no way someone who lived on Earth in the 21st century and got reincarnated into a fantasy world would care about honour. 

If I could, I’d rather stay at home comfortably without going to the academy.

-Of course, that doesn’t mean neglecting the management of this world. 

‘Of course not! That will never happen!’

-Good. But if the ‘updates’ are even slightly delayed because of the academy, I will personally overturn the academy, so be aware of that. 

‘Yes! I’ll keep that in mind!’

Thunk.

Only after hearing the sound of her telepathy being cut off could I finally feel at ease.

“…What the hell is this mess.”

Of all things, I ended up getting involved with a dragon. 

And not just any dragon, but an Ancient Dragon. 

It’s all because of that world.

After dying in my previous life, I woke up as the second son of the Duke of Vernier, Albus Vernier. 

I was reincarnated as a new-born baby.

As I was born into a duke’s family, there were no worries about livelihood, and the family was so harmonious that there were no problems living.

From my father, the duke, to my mother, the duchess, and even my sister, everyone got along so well that there seemed to be no issues in this life.

At first.

The civilization level of this fantasy world couldn’t compare to modern times. 

Naturally, since it’s a fantasy world, it lacked any proper forms of entertainment. 

There were no games, and even basic entertainments like television or radio didn’t exist. 

The only things available were plays or books, but such trivialities couldn’t satisfy me.

So, I tried to find something fun from an early age. 

Fortunately, this body had a talent for magic, and thanks to the power of the family I was born into, I could receive help from the Magic Tower. 


And most importantly, this world had the mysterious magic and illusion magic that were on a completely different track from modern Earth’s science.

With the help of the Magic Tower, I learned illusion magic, and after spending three years, I created a basic level of virtual reality magic, ‘Rudera.’ 

Of course, it wasn’t the quality I had hoped for. 

It was a crude level, similar to the early VR games that had just started to emerge on Earth in my previous life.

Still, I thought that if I kept developing this world, I might be able to create a world where I could move as I wished. 

That was until she appeared.

Even though it was magic I created independently, it was implemented through the Magic Tower’s magic spheres and magic stones. 

As a result, the world I created ended up being connected to one of the Magic Tower’s magic storage rooms.

The magic storage room was an important repository equivalent to a server room on Earth. 

When a link to my world formed inside it, the magicians of the Magic Tower accessed that world. 

And among them was one person.

A human magician who had polymorphed and was enjoying herself in the Magic Tower, she, Carthesia, took an interest in it. 

She erased the memories of the magicians related to that world, tore apart the storage room, and kidnapped me to her lair.

I still remember it. 

The terror of waking up to a strange ceiling that day.

“Human.”

As I got up, Carthesia’s true form, the giant red dragon, filled my vision.

“A, a dragon?”

Of course, I was so shocked that I fell back.

“I am Carthesia, the ruler of this mountain range and the guardian dragon of your human empire.”

I never imagined I would be kidnapped by a dragon.

“Human. Your created world. I like it.”

Carthesia said, bringing her huge head close to me.

“Develop that world further. So I can enjoy it. Add more things to it.”

Saying that, she gave me numerous artifacts, potions, and various treasures. 

Moreover, she taught me illusion magics to develop the virtual world, ‘Rudera,’ I created.

“I’ve lived for thousands of years. Repeated countless amusements to overcome the terrible boredom, but none pleased me. But your magic. The world of that magic was different.”

I could feel her excitement.

“I enjoyed it too. For the first time, I felt alive!”

Excitement like a desert explorer finding an oasis.

“So human. You will create and develop that world. So that I can enjoy it fully. You have no choice.”


Thus, I had no choice but to keep creating the world I made for my enjoyment under the threat of a crazy dragon. 

At that time, I couldn’t even guess. 

How virtual reality, which even modern Earth people would confuse with reality, would be perceived by the people of this world. 

That the virtual world created by illusion magic would be no different from reality to them. 

And what repercussions this virtual reality would bring.



 
  
    Chapter 2: Creation – 2


The earth was formless and void, and darkness was over the surface of the deep. 

The Spirit of God was hovering over the waters. 

And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light.

God saw that the light was good, and he separated the light from the darkness.

Thud thud.

The carriage shook violently, as if it had run over a large stone. 

As a result, the pain in my buttocks intensified.

“Damn it….”

As expected, I don’t like the real fantasy world. 

That’s why I created the virtual world of Rudera.

However, the Rudera interface, the magical device needed to enter that world, requires stability during use, so it was impossible to connect while riding in a roughly moving carriage.

For that reason, I had no choice but to endure the pain in my buttocks, the nausea, and the boredom while lying sprawled out in the carriage. 

To ease the sick feeling in my stomach, I looked out the window into the distance. 

That seemed to make me feel a little better.

Feeling somewhat more comfortable, I recalled the early days of Rudera’s creation. 

The first time Rudera, this virtual reality magic, was created was a full ten years ago when my body was about ten years old. 

After being threatened by the red dragon Carthesia, I used the numerous artifacts and magic she gave me to develop Rudera.

A world close to my ideal, full of dreams and romance, like the ones I had seen in novels. 

I also added various fun elements, inspired by the virtual reality games from my past life, for Carthesia to enjoy.

When I first completed the setup and presented Rudera to Carthesia,

“As expected, human, it seems I made the right choice in entrusting this to you!”

She smiled brightly after enjoying Rudera’s world for a while.

“If there is something you want, speak. If you wish, I can give you the vast wealth I have accumulated, or I could become the guardian dragon of your family.”

“No, thank you. I didn’t do it expecting a reward.”

I did it to survive. 

Besides, the treasures I had already received were more than enough. 

They were even a bit too much to handle.

“Rather, I am curious about something.”

“Hmm. What is it?”

“You could create this world yourself, couldn’t you? Why did you teach me the magic and give me so many treasures to create it?”

Dragons can use a special magic called Dragon Speech and possess a Dragon Heart that allows them to wield unlimited magical power. 

If the purpose was to enjoy a virtual world for entertainment, wouldn’t it be easier to create it yourself rather than having me do it?

“Is that what you mean?”

Carthesia nodded slightly, understanding my question, and continued.

“I also tried to use the magic you created.”

“Pardon? Then why…”

“But I couldn’t use it. I tried having the Guardians, the elves I protect, and the Empire’s mages use it, but none of them could.”

That means…

“This magic is a special magic that only you can use in this world. I don’t know the reason yet.”

Because I created the magic? 

Or because I’m from another world? 

A magic that only I can use. 

It was a very complicated and subtle feeling.

“But if I find out that fact, I could threaten you with the existence of this world, couldn’t I? Why would you tell me such a thing…?”

“Hmph.”

Carthesia scoffed as if it was nonsense.

Was she implying that such threats meant nothing to her? 

Or maybe she saw me as someone who wouldn’t actually do such a thing.

In either case, it was a display of the seasoned composure one would expect from an ancient dragon who had lived for thousands of years.

“……”

She froze in place.

After a brief silence, a bead of sweat suddenly trickled down her face.

“……I hadn’t thought of that.”

The sweat started to trickle more noticeably.

It was a reaction I hadn’t expected from her at all.

I began to think that perhaps she wasn’t as terrifying as I had imagined.

“I’m just joking! I value my life too much to do something like that. Haha.”

“Th-that so!”

She sighed in relief and patted her chest.

“Regardless, your role is crucial. I won’t spare any support necessary to advance that world, so speak freely.”

“In that case…”

Maybe it was the relief from surviving the dragon’s threat.

Maybe it was because I started to feel a strange sense of kinship with the dragon in front of me, despite her having kidnapped and threatened me.

At that moment, I made a fateful mistake.

“I have an idea to make Rudera’s world more interesting.”

I suggested distributing devices granting access to Rudera across the continent to increase the number of users.

NPC, Non-Player Character.

These are characters that can’t be controlled by the player.

In non-online, conventional console games, the world is usually filled with these NPCs.

The world of Rudera, which I created, was also completely populated by NPCs I had set up. 

NPCs that moved according to my will.

A world where I could control everything as I desired. 

In that world, I was like an omnipotent god, but there was a problem.

Because everything went my way, or perhaps because the actions and thoughts of the NPCs couldn’t surpass what was in my head, this world wasn’t as fun as I thought it would be.

So I recalled the online games from my previous life.

Games where numerous people could connect simultaneously, meet, and have fun together in a shared world.

If such unpredictable entities participated in the game, I thought I could feel the same enjoyment as in my previous life!

With that thought, I decided to spread Rudera across the continent.

To distribute the magical devices granting access to this world.


“Mass-produce and distribute the magical devices, you say.”

Carthesia rested her chin in her hand as she listened to my story.

“Is that… difficult?”

“No. It’s entirely possible. There’s nothing this ancient dragon Carthesia cannot do. But… why do you want to do such a thing? Wouldn’t it sully this world with lower beings?”

“Because it would introduce unpredictable elements that I can’t control.”

“Unpredictable elements?”

“You must have experienced countless amusements, so you must know that if you can control every situation, it’s not fun. Isn’t it most enjoyable when unexpected events occur and you have to deal with them?”

“……Indeed.”

Carthesia nodded as if in agreement with my words.

“Alright. Let’s do as you say.” 

After that, Carthesia utilized various routes to distribute the connection magic tool across the continent. 

Thanks to the actions of the ancient dragon, no one knew who the owner of Rudera was or who was spreading these connection devices. 

Even if the beings of this world were ignorant about games or virtual reality, I thought it might still gain some popularity. 

I never imagined it would spread this much over the course of ten years. 

‘The Imperial Guild declares war on the Republican Guild!’ 

‘Gold prices in Rudera surpass those of the continent!’

‘The Pope of the Holy Kingdom mentions a hidden item in his New Year’s address, urging all believers to seek it for Deus!’ 

‘Who is the master of Rudera? A being capable of shaking the entire continent! Considered to be the most influential person in the future!’ 

These were the articles I read in the newspapers after Rudera started being distributed. 

Only then did it hit me. 

What have I done? 

Did I release some kind of poison into this world just for the sake of entertainment? 


Rudera had become the most important entity on this continent, and I was now in a position where I had to manage that world. 

Moreover, I was in an extremely dangerous situation where it would be catastrophic if my identity were exposed. 

“Hahaha! As expected, you haven’t changed! It’s so much fun to have a world full of so many miscellaneous things! I’m glad I believed you!” 

Although Carthesia enjoyed this chaotic situation, would she still protect me if things went wrong later?

…Hopefully, she wouldn’t be too absorbed in Rudera to help when it really mattered.



 
  
    Chapter 3: Creation – 3


This is the account of the heavens and the earth when they were created, in the days when GM made the earth and the heavens, and no rain had yet fallen on the earth. (abridged) 

GM established a garden in Rudera and placed what he had made there. 

GM saw that it was beautiful.

Rudera Genesis 2:4, 8

Clank, clank.

The violently shaking carriage gradually began to move smoothly. 

It had left the unpaved road and entered a clean, paved one.

“We must be close to the academy now.”

Adelina felt that they were not far from the academy.

This was her third year at the academy, and this time, unlike before, her one and only younger brother was with her.

Nodding off.

She gazed at her younger brother, who was sound asleep, leaning against the window.

‘A genius beyond compare.’

She herself was talented enough to be well-known at the academy, but in her eyes, compared to her younger brother, she was merely a firefly before the sun.

‘The one who created a magic that shook the entire continent, no, it was beyond that. He created an entire world.’

The divine power of creation, a level so high it was unfathomable for mere mortals.

The one who had achieved such a feat at the tender age of just about ten was her younger brother.

When Rudera emerged, people across the continent became desperate to claim something within it.

At first, it was merely a virtual world, a ridiculous illusion with no real impact on reality, so people didn’t pay much attention. 

Only a few mages studied it, hoping to learn something from the magic.

However, as time passed, people began to realize the absurd value of this world called Rudera.

Even if one died in it, they wouldn’t lose their life in reality, allowing for training or experiments they couldn’t perform in the real world. 

They could safely enjoy thrilling adventures and easily taste a variety of delicacies.

Once the true value of Rudera was recognized, the continent’s power players began to pour all their resources into seizing control of this world. 

The lands and resources of this other world, almost like unclaimed land, were there for the taking. 

The one who claimed them first would own them.

Countless factions got entangled within, prolonging the conflict, but as a result, real-world military clashes ceased.

Moreover, another unbelievable phenomenon was discovered. 

The special powers called “Classes” obtained within Rudera could be used in reality as well.

People who had no magic awakened magical abilities, and those who had never held a sword wielded superior swordsmanship than knights who had trained for decades.

Furthermore, the elixirs consumed within Rudera had effects in reality, causing the continent to become even more fervent about Rudera.

Various noble families of the empire also invested their power into Rudera, striving to extend their influence even a little more. 

On the other hand, our family was late to the game.

“Geez. The other families have already claimed all the prime lands. There’s no land left around our entry point.”

During a family dinner, Father held his head in frustration. 

Due to late information, other families had already occupied the starting points and claimed the lands. 

Our family, entering late, had a small foothold in Rudera.

Of course, considering the power of our family, it wasn’t a major issue, but it was still troublesome.

“Then I’ll clear those lands and make them ours.”

The youngest, Albus, said so.

“…What?”

“It’s okay. I’ll transfer the ownership of those lands and relocate the current owners elsewhere.”

We could only listen in stunned silence to his words.

“Transfer ownership…? What do you mean?”

“…Oh? Ah! I forgot to mention.”

With dark circles under his eyes, possibly from staying up late, he said,

“That world. I created it. I can change it however I want.”

“?”

At the time, we thought he was just talking nonsense because he was tired. 

After all, it was hard to believe a ten-year-old could create an entire world.

However, the next day, countless lands had indeed become the property of our Vernier family.

“It… it was true.”

“Our youngest… What in the world did he do?”

When he called the mage from the magic tower to learn magic, I thought he was going to follow a similar path as me.

But to think that the world that shook the continent was created by my little brother.

And he did it at just ten years old. 

When I was his age, I had barely reached the level of Sword Expert, but he had created an entire world.

Rudera, the focus of attention from the Empire and the Republic alike.

The creator and god of that world, ‘GM’, must not be known to be a powerless child in reality.

Who knows what could happen if he was kidnapped?

Our family decided to keep this a secret.

Albus, being shut in his room and unaware of the world’s happenings, probably didn’t realize how extraordinary his feat was.

He asked if he should hand over Rudera’s resources to our family, but Father told him not to use that power for our family’s benefit.

Even though using that power could elevate us far beyond a mere duke’s family, Father didn’t want to put his child in danger, and besides, we were already powerful enough without it.

“Hmm…”

Albus squirmed in his seat by the carriage window, seemingly uncomfortable.

Drool trickled down his mouth.

He looked so cute that I almost reached out to touch him.

In that world, he is the omnipotent god, ‘GM’, but in reality, he is my frail little brother.

So…

‘I’ll protect him in the real world.’

I will ensure that nothing at the Academy threatens him.

“Albus, Albus. Wake up.”

“Mm…”

I woke to my sister Adelina calling my name.

“Oh… Sister?”

“We’ve arrived.”

“Oh. Sss.”

I wiped the drool from my mouth as I sat up.


“Here, take my hand.”

Adelina got off the carriage first and then helped me down, like a knight escorting a noble lady.

I heard she was quite popular.

Of course, a beautiful woman who reached the highest level of Sword Expert at such a young age was bound to be popular.

“This is… the Academy.”

With my sister’s help, I stepped onto the ground and looked around.

Massive, splendid buildings that couldn’t be compared to any school in my past life filled my view.

This was Lichten Academy, a neutral educational facility attended by people from all over the continent, not just the Empire.

Located at the borders of various nations, it was a vast academic city.

Although I had created numerous grand structures and natural environments in Rudera, even I was impressed by the beauty and grandeur of Lichten Academy.

…This is worth referencing.

I was considering new designs for buildings in Rudera’s next update, and these could be great models.

No matter how much I can create anything in my world, it would become a closed world without external inspirations.

“Shall we go to the dormitory first? I’ll help you unpack and then show you around the Academy.”

Adelina and I unpacked at the dormitory and then started exploring the Academy.

“This is the research and lecture building.”

“This is the training hall.”

“This is the Mirror Lake.”

Thanks to my sister, I learned about various places in the Academy, but…

“By the way, sister.”

“Yes?”

“Why are there so few people? The entrance ceremony is tomorrow, but I hardly see anyone.”

It seemed strange for there to be so few people with only one day left before the term started.

“Oh! That’s because…”

Would they all arrive tonight?

“Everyone is in Rudera. They’re probably lying in their dorm beds with the connectors on their heads right now.”


Oh. 

Game addiction.

Was it because of me?

Normally, these youths would be busy chatting away, but they were so engrossed in the game that they couldn’t leave their rooms.

I might feel a little guilty about this.



 
  
    Chapter 4: New Updates


And he said to her, “I am who I am.” 

And He said, “Go to my people and say this: 

‘I AM has sent me to you.’

Rudera Genesis 3:14

Having parted ways with Adelina, I returned to my room where I had unpacked earlier. 

Just as I was about to turn the doorknob to open the door,

“Hey? You must be the neighbour.”

A voice came from my right. 

I turned my head to see a handsome man with blonde hair and slightly tanned skin, giving off a delinquent vibe.

“Nice to meet you? I am Waldbruck Stein.”

Despite meeting for the first time, he introduced himself casually and approached me.

“We’ll be seeing each other often since we’re neighbours. Let’s get along. You can call me Wald.”

He said this while extending one hand.

Stein. 

I’ve never heard of that name before.

He didn’t seem to be from the Empire. 

Approaching someone so comfortably on the first meeting suggested he had a very sociable personality.

“I’m Albus, Albus Vernier.”

“Vernier?… Are you perhaps related to Adelina Vernier?”

“She’s my sister.”

“I can’t believe I’m meeting the sibling of the Sword Princess Adelina as a neighbour. So, you’re from the Empire?”

The Sword Princess Adelina.

It was the title given to my sister Adelina after the incident she caused at the academy two years ago.

“That’s right.”

“I’m from the Republic. Although tensions are high between the Republic and the Empire these days, it has nothing to do with us, so let’s get along, friend.”

His easy-going approach and his casual use of informal language right from the first meeting gave off a vibe typical of someone from the Republic.

“Yeah. Let’s get along.”

I was worried about who I would spend time with at the academy.

Because of the incident with Rudera and our family’s inherent reclusiveness, I had never attended a noble’s social gathering, so I had no friends my age.

Moreover, I couldn’t just have meals or walk around with my sister, who was two grades above me.

So, I was glad to make a friend, even if I didn’t fully know his background and he was from the Republic.

“By the way, friend. Do you play Rudera?”

“Rudera?”

“Yeah. I mean, do you access that special world?”

Access? 

I monitor and prepare updates for it every day…

“Yes, I do…”

“I knew it! Actually, I’m really into Rudera too!”

As if he had been waiting for this, he began to pour out stories about Rudera.

It was as if he needed someone to talk to about this; he didn’t stop talking about it.

“That beautiful world is so extraordinary that one day it might even surpass reality.”

His words were almost like praise for Rudera.

I felt my face heat up.

Of course, it wasn’t my first time seeing or hearing enthusiastic reactions to the world I created, but it was the first time I heard such words directly in front of me.

Maybe that’s why I felt a strange sensation.

“Anyway, about a month ago, I got a rare class, ‘Magic Swordsman!'”

“Magic Swordsman?”

Lost in his stories about Rudera, I found myself asking without realizing it.

“Yes! Magic Swordsman! Have you heard of it?”

Heard of it?

Of course, I have.

I created that class, after all.

Magic Swordsman is one of the rare classes I scattered throughout the world of Rudera.

So, I remembered it.

Many systems of Rudera were borrowed from the framework of virtual reality games I experienced in my previous life, one of which was the job system.

Like a game, players who connect to Rudera can choose a profession and advance to a discovered profession.

From the basic normal classes that anyone can obtain simply by completing quests, to the rare classes that require a fair amount of effort and luck. 

Epic classes are very difficult to obtain as their numbers are limited. 

Finally, hidden classes, each of which exists as a singular entity, become unobtainable for others once someone acquires them.

For the fun of Rudera, I personally created and scattered these special professions everywhere. 

Special professions and the power they provide add to the fun of the game. 

Of course, to prevent content from being exhausted, I made the difficulty very hard, so no one has yet obtained a hidden class, and only three people have managed to get an epic class. 

It was even hard to find people who had obtained rare classes, but to think that this person, Waldruck Stein, standing before me, had obtained a rare class.

As a rare class, the power it provides is more powerful compared to normal classes. 

But rare classes had an additional special trait. 

For some reason, those who obtained rare or higher classes in Rudera could use their powers in reality.

Neither I nor Carthesia knew the exact reason, but Carthesia speculated that only classes obtained through sufficient hardship and adversity could have an impact in reality.

Even if I bestowed a special profession upon myself or my family, it strangely wouldn’t reflect in reality.

Carthesia’s hypothesis was that this was because we didn’t go through sufficient hardship and adversity to obtain the class. 

So far, there was no other way to explain the situation, so I thought the same. 

It was quite a pity.

Anyway, the man before me, Waldruck, was a person who could use the power of the ‘Magic Swordsman’ in reality.

“A rare class, huh? That’s… impressive.”

It’s a class I personally placed. 

Knowing how difficult it was to obtain that rare class, I saw this man in a new light. 

I thought he was just a loafer who liked Rudera.

“Heh. That’s right. If you ever need help in Rudera, let me know. We’re friends now, so I can help, right?”

Waldbruck flashed a friendly smile.

Well, I don’t think there’s anything in Rudera where I would need someone’s help.


“Sure. I’ll ask if I ever get the chance.”

I said that as I turned the doorknob.

“Go in, friend! See you tomorrow!”

Click.

Leaving the closed door behind, I took off my clothes and sprawled out on the bed.

“Friend… huh.”

It was a strange feeling.

A user enjoying the world I created.

I always made Rudera while scribbling in my room.

Among the people I met, those who enjoyed my world were either my family or Carthesia. 

They all knew that I was the only god of that world, the ‘GM’. 

Meeting someone who praised Rudera without knowing my true identity felt different.

“Not bad.”

After lying there blankly for a while, I put on the special connector Carthesia made just for me and activated it.

Since I’d be busy once I enrolled in the academy, I planned to take a break from updates for a while.

“After hearing such feedback, I can’t just sit still.”

After a moment of darkness, the vast sky of Rudera unfolded.

I began to fall through that sky.

Thunk.

Then, with my will, my body suddenly stopped in mid-air.

“I guess I need to move up the schedule.”

An update that will satisfy everyone experiencing this world. 

It is executed today. 

I will show the splendid content of Earth, which will inevitably shock those from another world. 

***

“Academy….” 

Eclesia, the only saint of the Holy Kingdom, gently wrapped her hands around the holy relic placed on her palm. 

She sat on a chair in the special dormitory room prepared for her at the academy and looked out the window. 

“There is an answer at this academy.” 

One day, a divine will, an oracle, descended. 

In that oracle, Deus, the god she served, spoke.

-Go to Lichten. 

There you will find what you seek. 

Due to that oracle, despite her status as a saint, she was exceptionally admitted as a student at the academy.

Since the emergence of another world called Rudera, the entire continent had been greatly transformed by it.

Those who fought to seize more resources and territory in reality all plunged into it, struggling to discover hidden items and hidden classes. 

However, it wasn’t only the mortals of the earth who were interested in Rudera.

-Bring the hidden item. 

The gods of the two great religions that divided the continent, Deus and Alia, had commanded their followers. 

There was special item in Rudera, with only one of each kind, called hidden item. 

They were commanded to bring those items. 

-We must not lose to those heretics. 

With such a mindset, the Holy Kingdom serving Deus and the Holy Kingdom serving Alia began to madly invest their forces into Rudera. 

They started to push special forces like paladins and apostles into it. 

-We must find it before those heretic bastards do! 

But, true to the name of hidden item, the Holy Kingdom couldn’t find even a clue about it. 

This cannot continue. 

We must find them, no matter what! 

An oracle was given to the desperate Holy Kingdom.

That’s why, despite her status, Eclesia made the unprecedented decision to enrol in the academy. 

“No matter what hardships come.” 

Eclesia gripped the holy relic tightly. 

“I will follow the will of the Lord.” 

Beep beep beep beep 

“Huh?” 

At that moment, the communication orb connected to the Pope of the Holy Kingdom rang. 

“His Holiness?” 

She picked up the communication orb and activated it.

Beep 

“Eclesia?” 

“Your Holiness? Did you call for me?” 

“Yes! Eclesia! There’s no time to talk! Connect to Rudera immediately!” 

“Rudera?” 

She was puzzled, but she turned off the orb and activated the Rudera connector as the Pope instructed.

Woooong 

After a brief wait, the vast land of Rudera unfolded before her eyes. 

And then. 

“…This is?” 


-Update Notice 

New content added 

A system message screen showing the notice appeared before her. 

“Addition of the Tower of…Labyrinth? Hidden items and classes obtainable?” 

Countless hooks swirled in her mind.



 
  
    Chapter 5: New Updates – 2


Labyrinth or Tower Climbing

This type of content was commonly seen in many games in previous lives. 

It’s like a huge dungeon that you conquer floor by floor.

The enjoyment of conquering each floor has made it a popular content among many players.

“The first large-scale new content added to Rudera, which had only vast open worlds until now, is bound to be popular.”

Previously, Rudera was just a vast world I created.

Players roamed around and enjoyed adventures within it, but now a massive content has appeared that is incomparable to that. 

Moreover, the first person to climb the tower and reach the top will be given a hidden class or hidden item. 

In a situation where even just an epic class causes a frenzy, guaranteeing a hidden class will have an even bigger impact.

Originally, I intended to refine it a bit more and release it after I settled into the academy.

“But it can’t be helped.”

I heard such stories from people enjoying my world.

Shouldn’t I show them something? Dear!

At that moment, Carthesia’s voice echoed in my head.

-A large-scale update? What is this?

It was an urgent voice mixed with excitement and confusion. 

It was the first time hearing such a tone from her usually stern voice.

“Hehe. I’ve prepared something fun for you as a gift. Do you like it?”

-Like it? Of course, I’m happy! ……………More importantly, you prepared such a large-scale update just for me?

It wasn’t prepared just for her, but… well, it doesn’t matter.

-You prepared something so special just for me…!

It should be fine, right?

The community space built into the connection device for players connected to Rudera It’s a special format that doesn’t exist on this continent, so usually many people from the continent actively participate, but today the number of connected users was unthinkably high compared to usual.

Title: New Update Announcement Author: GM


	New content added: Tower of the Labyrinth appears

	A special dungeon with a unique world on each floor

	The first player to reach the top will receive a hidden class or hidden item



The content is exactly as delivered by the GM through a system message

Comments: 

-GM! Is he a god? 

-He is a god, right? 

-Creating even one world is already incredible, but adding a dungeon made up of multiple worlds? This is beyond a normal god level; he is literally a creator god!

-A hidden class! There’s going to be fierce competition.

-I was surprised when the large-scale update notice system message popped up as soon as I logged into Rudera.

-Admin, if there’s such big news, give us a heads-up before posting it. I was shocked. You sound like an idiot with that kind of tone. 

-I’m sorry! I spoke out of excessive excitement! Please be lenient just this once. (Deleted comment)

“……… These inferior beings are acting out of their place.”

Diana, the main admin of the Rudera community, who had been granted full authority by Albus, mumbled while resting her chin on her hand.

“That’s what makes it more fun, though.”

She smiled as she looked at the community screen.

Crushing bugs that don’t do anything is less fun than crushing bugs that struggle hard. 

Her authority as the community’s administrator was enough to satisfy her twisted tastes.

“More than that, adding an unknown dungeon with multiple worlds inside Rudera.”

An achievement so grand that even she, with the power of a demon king, couldn’t fully comprehend.

“Is the GM really a creator god?”

At first, she only connected out of interest in this virtual reality magic, which she had never seen before. 

Then, the being known as the GM, the administrator of this world, sent her a message.

-I’m creating a community and need an administrator. I propose you take on the role of administrator.

Community? 

What is that?

Out of nowhere, becoming the administrator of something she had never heard of was a hard proposition to accept, but Diana accepted it. 

She was too bored with just looking at paperwork holed up in the demon king’s castle.

Then, an incredible new feature, the community, unfolded before her. 

A space of pleasure that seemed like gods enjoying their amusement appeared.

A meeting place where one can enjoy anonymously, regardless of their location.

Diana found this community more fascinating than Rudera. 

And even more so, the GM.

Who is this GM who does such incredible things? 

Is he an outsider from another dimension? 

Or an ancient god called the destroyer of all gods?

She decided to find out what GM really was. 

This was likely why she had been performing the role of an administrator unpaid until now. 

After that, GM started sending her messages about changes in Rudera, so-called “updates.” 

She converted this information into announcements to inform all players as the community manager. 

However, she could never reach the GM. 

On the contrary, the more updates occurred, the more distant GM seemed. 

Particularly, this latest update made her realize just how omnipotent and great GM was.

Meanwhile, the appearance of the Tower of the Labyrinth threw the community into chaos.

-This will likely ease the full-scale war that has been raging in the central continent of Rudera for a while.

-We need to check what resources and wealth can be obtained from the labyrinth, but considering the announcement from the head admin, the continent is going to be shaken up again.

-If it’s possible to conquer various worlds within the labyrinth and monopolize their resources, new battlefields will emerge.

-To prepare for these changes, we need to stockpile items in advance…

Some were thinking about the changes this new Tower of the Labyrinth content would bring to the continent and preparing for the future.

-Is GM a god!

-Just being able to enjoy adventures without the risk of death was enough, but a new adventure! Ah! I worship you!

-Losing faith means death…

Others were simply ecstatic about the new content.

-Has the Barbarian class finally risen?

-It’s a labyrinth! Of course, Thieves are rising! Each party should be ready to match the Thieves’ prices!

-Thieves can get lost. Why are criminals trying to dine with us?

Some were hoping that their poorly chosen classes might become relevant due to the meta changes.

-Ttuttattattat!


-Ttuttattattat Woohooo!

-I’ll become a master of the Tower of the Labyrinth!

Despite the chaos, there were also those mindlessly spamming the community with posts.

The sudden appearance of the labyrinth due to Albus’s change of heart caused an unimaginable ripple effect.

“Labyrinth….” 

Mumbled Demon Lord Diana as she deleted the posts of various trolls. 

She had never wandered around Rudera because she found the role of community manager so perfectly suited to her tastes. 

She always kept the community screen open and managed it. 

She was too powerful for the classes and elixirs available in Rudera to matter to her, and the world of Rudera didn’t appeal to her as an adventure space. 

However, this labyrinth was different.

“A mysterious dungeon made up of numerous dimensions.”

Her taste for combat and causing others misery made this labyrinth highly appealing to her. 

The enemies in Rudera were too weak to satisfy her.

“I hope it can satisfy me.”

With a flash, she opened the community screen and tapped the write button.

Title: Head admin stepping out for a bit 

Content: Got some errands to run, so I’ll be away for a while. Take care while I’m gone. 

Comments:

-What?

-Wait a minute! What will happen to the community without you!

She was more curious about the labyrinth than the community at the moment. 

She spread her wings wide and took off.

“Labyrinth… connect.”

Click.

-Brace! Aaaagh!


-Where’s the admin! My eyes! Ahh!

-Adminnnn!

Of course, the community she left behind was ravaged by countless trolls. 

Only the cries of the victims echoed through the void.






 
  
    Chapter 6: New Updates – 3


The scene was buzzing with excitement and murmurs.

Despite being a newly opened content, the first floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth was packed with players.

Even without knowing what kind of place the Tower of the Labyrinth was or being properly prepared, the sheer number of people there hinted at the influence of Rudera, or perhaps the influence of Rudera’s items and classes.

The first floor of the labyrinth was a safe zone. 

Shops and rest areas were set up there. 

In contrast, the second floor was different. 

In the most secluded corner of the first floor, there was a gate leading to the second floor. 

The gate was covered with warning signs, indicating that significant danger awaited beyond it. 

Because of these warnings, the players who entered the first floor did not dare to proceed further.

In the world of Rudera, even though dying did not mean the end as they could return, the penalty for death existed. 

Hence, the players were stopped by the warning signs.

Adventurers entered the world of Rudera to enjoy adventure and romance, escaping from the dangers of reality. 

However, over the 10 years they had spent in this world, they had gained so much that they had come to fear and hesitate to move forward. 

Most players followed the paths paved by the pioneers in the early days, which contributed to this fear. 

As a result, a massive number of players were clustered in front of the gate, just staring beyond it.

Amid the crowd, a group in dazzling armor was pushing forward. 

“Look over there! It’s the Royal Knights Guild, the Empire’s elite guild!” 

“The Royal Knights?” 

“For the Royal Knights, who are supposed to be in full-scale war with the Republic in the central continent, to appear here… Does that mean the Tower of the Labyrinth is that significant?”

The appearance of the top guild members, who were currently the highest ranked in the world of Rudera, drew everyone’s attention. 

“That’s the Revolutionary Warrior Guild!” 

“Even the Republic’s top force has appeared!” 

“Is it because they don’t want to lose to the Empire?”

The people in splendid uniforms also attracted the surrounding gazes as they moved forward. 

The two groups met in front of the gate leading to the second floor of the labyrinth.

“Hah. I thought you all ran away from the battlefield like cowards. Did you hide in this labyrinth?” 

The man leading the Royal Knights Guild, Count Schmidt, scanned the opposing group as he spoke. 

“Ran away? You seem to be mistaken.” 

On the other side, the man in a neat uniform adorned with numerous medals, Executor Leighton, adjusted his glasses with a smirk. 

“You Empire people, stuck in the past, may not understand, but we are here to spread the spirit of freedom. Beyond this tower lie many worlds. Our spirit will spread far and wide there.”

“Ha. Being rootless, your excuses are just as pitiful.” 

“Say whatever you want. The Republic will take the lead in the Tower of the Labyrinth.” 

As Leighton moved towards the gate.

“Not on my watch!” 

Schmidt blocked him. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Our Empire arrived here first. That means the space beyond this gate is the territory of the Empire.” 

“Have you swung your sword so much that your brain turned to muscle? This is the most ridiculous nonsense I’ve ever heard.”

“Do you want to fight?” 

“In this safe zone? I don’t mind.” 

The situation was on the verge of a clash between the two factions. 

“Look over there, it’s the Crusader Guild!” 

“The crazy berserker guild made up of the Holy Kingdom’s Paladins and Holy Knights?” 

“Could it be that even the Holy Kingdom has invested their full force? The Tower of the Labyrinth must be significant!” 

The appearance of the Holy Kingdom’s secretive Holy Knights caused even more commotion. 

“The Holy Kingdom?” 

“For the Holy Knights, who are rarely seen in the central continent, to be here?”

Schmidt and Leighton, sensing the presence of a new formidable force, became wary. 

“Brothers, greetings. Though I am lacking, I serve the great one as a Paladin, Kenyon.” 

“Paladin?” 

“I didn’t expect a Paladin to come.” 

The appearance of one of the two top-ranked Paladins, the Holy Kingdom’s highest force, surprised everyone. 

“I am here to find a hidden item to offer to the Lord. It seems inevitable that we will clash inside the labyrinth.”

“Haha. Now we have to contend with the army of God! This shakes my faith!” 

“Facing a Paladin, this is a bit troublesome.”

“Step aside, humans.” 

At that moment, a huge figure appeared, pushing through the crowd. 

“A Demihuman?” 

“A tiger Demihuman!” 

“The Tiger Demihuman, known for their formidable combat skills? Wait, that demihuman is…” 

The muscular giant with yellow and black fur stepped forward. 

“Why are you here?” 

“Long time no see, humans.”

Schmidt and Leighton seemed even more shocked than when they faced the Paladin, recognizing the Demihuman. 

“I thought I’d had enough surprises for today, but I never expected to see the King of Demihumans challenging the Tower of the Labyrinth alone.” 

“You didn’t bring any subordinates. Are you that confident in your skills?” 

“Dragging subordinates around only reveals your weakness. The god of Rudera has provided this stage of challenge called the Tower of the Labyrinth! So I will use all my strength to confront it! Hahaha!” 

With that, the Demihuman King Brigand disappeared beyond the gate.

“Is it because they are a race not blessed by the gods that they are so filthy?”

Paladin Kenyon grimaced at the sight.

“Well, they are the only race among all the others not blessed by the gods, a race without a deity.”

“To be precise, they had one but it was forgotten. There is evidence that the Demihuman once worshipped a god in ancient times. It seems that god has perished though.”

At Schmidt’s muttering, Leighton adjusted his glasses and corrected him.

“No, this is not the time to be talking about this! The hidden item belongs to our empire!”

Schmidt, as if he had suddenly remembered something, leapt forward and threw himself beyond the gate.

“A surprise attack now!”

Leighton also jumped into the gate after him.
Swoosh

***

Engulfed in a glow as he passed through the gate, the Demihuman king Brigand found himself surrounded by a vast expanse of sand once the blinding white light dissipated.


“A desert, huh.”

Under the intense sunlight, he could see nothing but sand.

“A trial through extreme conditions and hardship! Interesting!”

The Demihuman’s tendency to enjoy hardship and adversity stemmed from the belief that any suffering that didn’t kill them would only make them stronger.

Among the Demihuman, the one who particularly enjoyed such trials was Brigand, the strongest of them all.

He advanced under the scorching sun that seemed to burn his skin for quite a while.

“Come to think of it, our ancestors were said to have come from the desert.”

Due to a long history of turmoil and discrimination by other races, the Demihumans had lost much of their history.

This led to them losing the only deity they worshipped and having little knowledge of their origins.

Although King Brigand had managed to unite the scattered Demihumans and establish a kingdom, discrimination still persisted.

The two major religions that divided the continent openly rejected the Demihumans as a cursed race, leaving them without a deity to rely on.

“If we could just learn about our origins, it might give our people some comfort and hope for salvation…”

Brigand, who had been standing idly, soon shook his head vigorously.

“No, there’s no time to be downcast. I need to grow stronger quickly through hardship!”

Trials and tribulations, and growth.

Accomplishing great feats, surpassing the limits of mortality, and transcending.

And obtaining divinity to become the god of the Demihumans.

That was Brigand’s goal to save his people.

“First, I need to conquer this labyrinthine tower and then… hmm?”

As he was about to increase his speed, Brigand noticed a massive structure in the distance.

It was an enormous pyramid-like structure, as if dozens of human castles had been fused together.

“What is that…?”

A structure unlike anything he had ever seen.

Yet, he felt a strange familiarity with it.

“And as the future leader of this continent, I will carry the right mindset…”

***

I’m bored to death. 

Will this ever end?

Can’t I just leave in the middle?

I looked around, but all the academy students were staring at the podium with eager expressions as the headmaster delivered the speech.

Perhaps it was because getting into the academy was a prestigious honour for a noble.

Having lived a reincarnated life, I couldn’t relate at all.

The entrance ceremony of the Lichten Academy.

I didn’t expect any fun events like in the novels, but this was unbearably dull.

The headmaster, who appeared to be a little girl, seemed to enjoy talking despite her appearance.

Contrary to her cute exterior, she was like my grandmother, the principal, in my previous life.

As someone who created Rudera to escape boredom, there was no way I could endure this tedium.

Ugh. 

This is unbearable.

Ding

I summoned a small hologram in front of me.

The community function derived from Rudera.

I had created this additional magic because I missed the community from my previous life.

I had wondered if this world, with its lower standard of living, couldn’t develop a proper community, but the people here used it quite well.

I’ll just browse the community until the headmaster finishes her speech.

With that, I started scrolling through the community secretly.

[Title: Praise the GM of Rudera!]

What, is this another usual worship post?

But the number of views and recommendations was unusual.

In case there was any fraudulent activity I was unaware of, I tapped on the post.

Then,

[Praise the only and almighty god GM of Rudera!

Thanks to his mercy and blessing, we Demihumans have regained our god Duamutef!

GM, may you be eternal!

We Demihumans will follow you until the end of this world!]


…What?

Duamutef?

That’s what I placed on the second floor of the tower…

No, wait a minute.

I felt something had gone terribly wrong.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Saviour of the Demihumans – 1


The day before the Academy entrance ceremony and the first day the Tower of the Labyrinth opened, Demihuman King Brigand, who entered the second floor of the Labyrinth, was heading towards a huge structure that felt strangely familiar.

Kwaaaaang! 

As he swung his fist containing condensed power, a massive explosion occurred.

“Kieeek!” 

The giant scorpions caught in the explosion twisted and writhed before quickly quieting down.

“Hoo. Is this all?”

Brigand looked around at the overturned monsters nearby. 

Due to the chaotic magic of his destructive power, most of the scorpion corpses couldn’t maintain their original forms.

“Indeed, compared to the monsters scattered throughout Rudera, these are stronger.”

In Rudera, the levels of monsters ranged from 1 to 10 in beginner areas, reaching up to the 50s in more challenging zones on the central continent, known as the toughest terrain. 

However, the desert monsters Brigand encountered were in their 60s, surpassing 50.

“If we compare this to reality, they would be equivalent to A-rank upper-tier monsters like Ogres.”

“These are the kinds of monsters guarding this place. What kind of hardships and challenges await inside?”

With a twisted smile, Brigand surveyed the overturned monsters around him.

The familiarity he continued to feel in this unfamiliar place was what exactly?

As if the instincts of a Demihuman were desperately yearning for this place.

To discover the identity of this feeling, Brigand slowly walked into the pyramid.

The area around the large hole in the rock wall allowed some distinction due to the light of the outside sun, but as he ventured further inside, he was met with perfect darkness where not even a ray of light could be found.

“It’s dark.”

His magic gathered around his eyes, and with the special vision of a Demihuman, he could see clearly even in this pitch-black darkness.

“!?!?……”

Then he could discover a huge wall.

“A painting?”

A huge mural of enormous size was drawn on the wall.

The figures seemed to be drawn as flat human shapes.

“Beautiful.”

As Brigand, it was a form of art he encountered for the first time.

Nevertheless, he unconsciously thought the painting was beautiful.

It seemed like a brilliant legacy of an ancient lost civilization.

“Currently, it’s not preserved, a lost ancient artistic style? Like our history.”

Brigand moved along the wall, scanning the painted picture.

An ancient civilization capable of constructing huge structures difficult to build even with modern magic and technology.

It looked more superior than the known ancient states of humans or elves.

Therefore, at first, it was thought to be a collapsed ancient empire, just a legacy left by unfamiliar humans or elves.

“This painting. Not human or elf.”

Those painted on the wall didn’t seem human.

Without a doubt, it was the ear of a cat. 

It was undoubtedly a Demihuman race’s ear.

“Isn’t it true that Demihuman! Impossible!”

The history of the Demihumans has long been wiped out, making it impossible to know.

Therefore, other species could have dismissed the history of the Demihumans as an inferior history.

After all, was Brigand not the one who personally gathered the Demihumans to change such recognition and built the country?

However, the grand structure depicted in this mural seemed to be the legacy of a country composed of the Demihumans.

More brilliant and more beautiful than the ancient empires of humans or elves.

“We have lost… Is this our history?” 

Brigang ventured deeper into the pyramid. 

Huge statues with animal heads lined the sides, dozens of them towering around. 

Brigand was certain. 

This structure belonged to the demihumans. 

Even the imperial palaces of humans, the elven world trees, none could match the beauty of this structure.

Brigand delved into the innermost chamber of the pyramid, the ‘King’s Chamber,’ in search of the lost history of the Demihumans.

“This place…”

As Brigand began to inspect the room, suddenly there was a rumble.

“Have you come, my warrior?”

And a hologram appeared in the air.

“You are…”

“I am Duamutef, your god.”

A hologram of a giant with an eagle’s head.

“Our god?”

Brigand’s eyes widened.

“For ages, my message has finally reached my people. It is truly fortunate.”

“Our god? What does that mean!”

His voice echoed loudly.

“The forgotten god of the Demihumans. With their history erased, the Demihumans lost even their faith. Among the many races with existing gods, they alone were left without. Consequently, the Demihumans were considered an abandoned race.”

“You mean you’re our god? Then why have you forsaken us! For millennia, we have suffered without you!”

“All my warrior, I have not forsaken you.”

“Really?”

“In a distant past, in an age mixed with gods and magics, a great war erupted. I had to protect my beloved people. War, you say? In the distant past, the mythic era when even records were not kept, it was the established truth of the continent’s history. Because I was inadequate, my only means to protect you was through my sacrifice alone.”

So our god did not abandon us…

“I burned my sanctity to make you whole.”

To sacrifice oneself to protect us…

“I am now just a remnant of sentiment. I will soon disappear.”

Brigand stood dumbfounded, lost for words.

“Beyond this, there is a gate leading underground.”

The hologram pointed to a corner of the room.

“Underground… You mean?”

“Yes. In this underground, the worst demon I sealed is sleeping. Defeat the demon. Both I and my people will be liberated. And take my final legacy prepared for you.”

Liberation.

Even though they lived like those who had no leash, these people were Brigand’s people, the Demihumans.


Brigand could endure any suffering to free them.

“Understood. Please open the gate.”

“If that is your will.”

Wuuung

A wave of blue magic began to move from the gate.

Brigand slowly walked towards the gate.

“My people.”

“Please speak.”

“I apologize for burdening you like this.”

“No. If it means saving our race, I can jump into hell.”

A ridiculous feat for the salvation of a race.

“If you ever feel weak, he will help you.”

“…?”

“Even the fact that I, who have already disappeared, can meet you again, is all his mercy. Entrust all your sanctity to him.”

With that said, the hologram made a creaking sound and faded away soon.

“…Our god. Duamutef. Rest in peace.”

The being who allowed us to meet our god again… ‘He.’

Whoever he is, he is the benefactor of our race.

We’ll have to repay him later.

Chin

Brigand plunged his body into the inside of the gate.

“First, I’ll exterminate the enemies of the Demihumans.”

Shuuuuu

A deep pit extending long underground.

Thud

Brigand landed at the deepest bottom of that pit.

A space covered in pitch-black darkness.

It was a space so engulfed in abyss that even an ordinary person would go mad without a single ray of light.

Shiiii

At the very bottom, Brigand faced a serpent of immense size.

A mythical creature from ancient times.

The first and last enemy of the Demihumans…

Even Brigand, who confidently faced any hardship and adversity, took a step back.

He felt a fear he had never experienced before.

Brigand could now truly feel why the ancient Demihuman empire that had built such a brilliant civilization had fallen.

Even with a physique that surpassed walls countless times, he couldn’t move his body.

He felt an immense difference beyond what he could have imagined.

It’s not an enemy that mere mortals can face.

Not even a challenge that could be overcome by gathering all the strong ones of the continent here, the disparity in power was so great.

He despaired.

-Can’t win.

Shiiii

The giant head of the serpent slowly approached Brigand.

Despite Apophis’ mouth widening and approaching him, Brigand couldn’t move.

Can I defeat such a monster… 

Can I really defeat such a monster…

Brigand, the king of Demihumans who had never been stopped by any hardship or adversity, stood still.

No existence on the continent could surpass the insurmountable mountain in front of him.

Brigand, who had exhausted all his strength, slowly fell down.

If someone who knew him saw this scene, it would be such an unreal sight that they wouldn’t believe their own eyes.

Ah, my beloved Demihumans.

May you be eternal…

Just as Brigand was about to give up everything,

Ding

-The blessing of the GM temporarily empowers the challenger ‘Brigand’ in the trial of the labyrinth.

-The power of Duamutef, the god of the vanished desert, is added to the challenger ‘Brigand’.

-Overcome the serpent of chaos following Duamutef’s will.

A system window appeared before him.

Hwaah

And an incredibly dense force flowed into his body.

Omnipotence

Brigand felt a sense of omnipotence, feeling like he could accomplish anything.

“…The power of Duamutef? What on earth…”

It felt like someone had bestowed upon him the power of the god of the Demihumans.

Only then did Brigand understand.

That ‘he’ mentioned by Duamutef was the god of Rudera, GM.

GM, in order to save the demihumans, resurrected the power of Duamutef, who had perished.

And gave this power to him to break this cycle with the hands of the Demihumans.

“…Thank you, GM.”

He tightly clenched his fist.

Now, he felt like he could tear apart the enormous serpent right in front of him.

“I will serve your blessing to save our race.”

Shiiii

The giant head of Apophis approached him.

“Together.”

Brigand’s fist extended towards Apophis,

Quaaaang


A dense cloud of dust covered the surroundings.

“Inherit the will of Duamutef who perished and serve you.”

Stepping on the shattered and scattered head of Apophis, Brigand stood up.

“Our eternal saviour, GM.”

Of course, if Albus had seen this spectacle, he would have thought it was some absurd nonsense, but that’s another story.



 
  
    Chapter 8: Savour of the Demihumans – 2


Title: Praise the GM of Rudera! 

[Author: Suspiciously Wealthy Cat

Hear the proclamation of our great and fair King Brigand. 

All Demihumans of the continent, engrave the king’s proclamation deep into your bones. 

Until now, we Demihumans did not know our roots. 

We were a lesser race, wandering without a proper nation. 

That was the evaluation of other races towards us. 

But that is not true. 

We Demihumans had our roots in the deserts.

Due to the great war in the mythological era, the empire of the Demihuamn was destroyed, and our god, Duamutef, vanished to protect us. 

Other races erased our history and despised us as an inferior race, but we built a more splendid civilization than any other! 

We flourished in history, unknown to anyone! 

We were the true rulers of the desert! 

After the great war, all history disappeared, and as Duamutef chose to vanish to protect us from the god of chaos, we walked a path of persecution. 

But now, it is different. 

The merciful and almighty God of Rudera, GM, has taken pity on us and revived the desert of the past for us. 

We have reclaimed our history, built by Duamutef and our ancestors! 

We have severed Apophis, our first and last enemy. 

All of this is due to the blessing bestowed upon us by GM. 

As the king of all Demihumans and the apostle of Duamutef, as the ruler of the Spriggans Great Desert on the second floor of the Labyrinth Tower, I command you: Serve GM, the new master of our Demihumans. 

Praise GM, the one and only almighty god of Rudera.

Thanks to his mercy and blessing, we Demihumans have regained our god, Duamutef! 

GM, may you be eternal! 

We Demihumans will follow you until the end of this world!]

“…Huh?”

Reading the post on the community forum, I felt my mind go blank. 

Duamutef? 

GM? 

Brigand? 

GM is what I’m called in Rudera, right? 

Why am I appearing here? 

The author named Suspiciously Wealthy Cat. 

As someone who frequents Rudera’s community, I know who this is. 

The author is Navel, the great warrior and right-hand man of the Demihuman King. 

He occasionally posts the Demihuman King’s proclamations on this community to effectively communicate messages to Demihumans spread across the continent. 

So this message is something all Demihumans on the continent will see… 

Why am I in such a message? 

Wait a minute. Duamutef is…! 

I remembered what that name meant. 

It’s clear. 

It’s the quest NPC I added yesterday in the newly added large content, the Labyrinth Tower, in Rudera. 

The place created by combining numerous worlds is the Labyrinth Tower. 

I got bored of seeing only fantasy worlds in Rudera and made it by adding worlds of different kinds. 

Among them, the world on the second floor of the Labyrinth Tower is the Spriggans Great Desert. 

A map with an ancient lost technology concept based on Egypt, inspired by countless novels and games from previous lives. 

Since it is based on Egypt, I used massive structures like pyramids. 

The main quest running through the second floor of the Labyrinth Tower is to defeat the sealed evil god Apophis, the adversary of the ruined ancient empire.

Duamutef, a deity favoured by the people in the ancient empire, saw his realm fall due to a war against the evil god Apophis. 

Losing all his worshippers and failing to maintain his divinity, the now weakened Duamutef could only manage to seal Apophis with himself, preventing the god of chaos from entering the world. 

As a result, Duamutef’s divinity eroded, and Apophis’s resurrection drew near.

In this context, Duamutef encounters mysterious entities, the players, who have entered the pyramid where he is sealed. 

This group of challengers from the Tower of Labyrinth receives a quest from Duamutef to confront Apophis.

Despite his prolonged weakening, Apophis is still a formidable god with an overwhelming level of over 700, far beyond the reach of typical enemies found on the second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth. 

Even if all the players in the world of Rudera united, they would be no match for him.

Thus, I implemented a gimmick related to Duamutef: temporarily granting the power of a god. 

This concept, reminiscent of games where players receive a temporary boost to face an overwhelmingly powerful foe, was meant to introduce players to the unique environment of the Tower of Labyrinth. 

But what exactly happened inside that led the Demihuman King to write such a letter?

Could he have mistakenly thought the ancient empire was the land of the Demihuman people? 

If so, his account becomes somewhat understandable.

“Hah. I never expected it to turn out like this.”

I had created several pyramids in the Spriggans Desert to evoke an Egyptian atmosphere, filling them with ancient Egyptian-style artifacts and drawings inspired by Egyptian gods. 

As a result, the figures in those drawings had animal-shaped heads.

“Is that why he mistook it for the land of the Demihuman people?”

An unexpected development. 

I chose the ancient Egyptian theme because of its mysterious appeal, popular even on Earth, never imagining it would lead to such confusion.

“Although, I still don’t understand the context of the subsequent worship of the GM…”

Regardless of his intent, it’s hard to see this as a positive development. 

Since Rudera’s appearance and the subsequent fascination of the continent’s inhabitants with this virtual world, there have been countless attempts by powerful individuals to uncover my identity and manipulate me to their liking.

Though I’ve never encountered such an approach before, considering Brigand’s ability to unite all the Demihuman people of the continent and establish a nation single-handedly, this too seems like a similar attempt.

No matter what happens, I must never let anyone, except for my family and Carthesia, discover my true identity. 

I wouldn’t die peacefully otherwise. 

Albus resolved firmly.

***

However, he overlooked a few facts.

Firstly, Brigand, due to his boisterous nature, wasn’t the kind to scheme in such a manner. 

Secondly, for the continent’s inhabitants, who have never experienced anything more engaging than plays or arenas, the events within Rudera are so immersive that they struggle to distinguish them from reality.

The last thing was still the notion that Rudera had immeasurable value and influence on this continent, more than he had ever imagined. 

As a result, he could not fathom the immense repercussions the Tower of the Labyrinth would bring to the continent.

***


“……So that’s what happened.”

Diana, the Demon King, and the administrator of the community, read Brigand’s message through a hologram screen with her arms crossed.

“So that absurdly powerful monster was the evil god, the enemy of the Demihumans.”

Secretly entering the labyrinth ahead of other players, she was the first to reach the Spriggans Desert located on the second floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.

Flying to scout this completely unfamiliar area, she discovered Brigand, the King of the Demihumans, traversing the desert and observed his adventure from afar.

During this process, she saw him enter the underground of a pyramid and fight a gigantic snake.

Even though she was too far to see properly, the fear emanating from that snake made her skin crawl, despite her having transcended mortal limits.

A monster she doubted all demons combined could not  defeat.

When Brigand suddenly displayed strange powers and defeated the monster, she couldn’t believe her eyes, but from the surrounding circumstantial evidence and Brigand’s message posted in the community, she was convinced.

“He resurrected an extinct god, cut out a part of the past continent that had disappeared, and revived it in the present. Not only that, but he temporarily granted that power to a mere mortal…”

She realized that the GM had granted divine power to Brigand and had him defeat the evil god of chaos.

“This is something even a demon god wouldn’t dare to do.”

As a demon king who directly inherited powers from a demon god, she was certain how absurd this was.

“GM…… are you some kind of creator god?”

The existence of the GM felt even more distant.

Her eyes were shaking violently, unlike her usual composed expression.

In the desert night of the vast southern continent,

In the middle of a wasteland abandoned by all nations, where only nomads lived,

The crystallization of faith born from all the beastmen across the continent gathered divine power.

‘Our god Duamutef.’

‘Save us.’

‘Your people pray.’

‘Deliver us from evil.’

The voices of prayer, originating from the depths of the hearts of beastmen scattered across the continent, resonated as one.

Woooong

The divine power gathered and condensed into the form of a small girl.

An imaginary being that shouldn’t exist.

A false god arbitrarily set by Albus, born from mistaken faith.

Nuuuooong


With a blank expression, the girl descended to the ground and stretched her body.

“I am… Duamutef.”

Standing naked in the desert, the crescent moon’s light shone on her from behind.

“The protector of all Demihumans.”

Following this, was the first signal of the great chaos that would engulf the continent.



 
  
    Chapter 9: Saviour of the Demihumans – 3


This Chapter is sponsored by terror. Thanks to him, here is an extra release.

The world of Rudera was in chaos due to the influx of players trying to climb the Tower of Labyrinth. 

Suddenly, a system message echoed through the air.

Ding

[The second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, the Spriggans Desert, has been cleared by the player ‘Brigand’ and 0 others.]

[Ownership of the Spriggans Desert is granted to the main quest’s top contributor, player ‘Brigand.’] 

“That Brigand… he went alone and managed to clear it.”

“As expected of the Demihuman King who built a nation single-handedly. What an unbelievable speed.” 

Other players, still wandering in the desert, stopped in their tracks when they saw the system message before their eyes. 

Ding

[Due to player ‘Brigand’s choice, all maps except for the Duamutef Pyramid region are now open to players.]

“…Open?” 

“Is that what ownership means? …Then we must mobilize all the republic’s resources to advance into the Tower of Labyrinth!” 

The monumental news of ‘Clearing the second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth’ spread widely due to the world message. 

Moreover, the fact conveyed by the system message was that the player who contributed the most to the main quest could gain ownership of the world. 

‘If you climb the Tower of Labyrinth, you can have your own world!’ 

With the proven fact that classes or items existing in Rudera could have a significant impact in reality, the resources within Rudera became as important as those in the real world. 

In such a situation, ownership guaranteed by the GM’s system, allowing control over other players’ passage at will, was an unimaginable treasure! 

Furthermore, with players who had entered the second floor revealing that the size of the Spriggans Desert was comparable to the entire empire, the entire continent’s attention focused on the enormous territory within the labyrinth. 

“If I succeed just once, I can become an emperor too!”

“Does it matter if you’re born into royalty or not? I’ll become a king too!” 

As a result, a massive number of players with ambitions to conquer the labyrinth flocked to it. 

The assurance of ownership by the system meant there was no need to worry about someone else taking it away. 

It was a treasure even the most powerful would desire.

Thus, countless players driven by their desires began to ascend the tower. 

Meanwhile, Demihuman King, Brigand, having ordered his right hand to spread the word about the destruction of Apophis, the history of the Demihumans, the forgotten god Duamutef, and the grace of the GM to all Demihumans, stood before a grand throne at the centre of the great pyramid. 

“This vast territory’s ownership is entirely granted to me… no, to all Demihumans. Our rightful land.”

Although it was his fist that had struck down Apophis, it was not something he could claim to have done alone. 

If he had been alone, he would have been defeated in a single strike without even being able to launch an attack. 

The GM had temporarily imbued him with the powers of Duamutef, the vanished god, making it possible. 

In essence, it was the GM who had destroyed Apophis.

“Not only do you give us the opportunity to eliminate our ancient enemy with our own hands, but you also leave us our heritage. Ah, our saviour. How can we repay this grace?” 

The grand throne inside the pyramid was prepared for Brigand, the new owner of the desert, but he did not sit on it; instead, he bowed his head before it. 

For he was not the true owner of that throne. 

He did not dare to sit in that place. 

“We will serve you forever. As one who has been newly restored by your grace, I will be your servant. Eternal be our saviour, the GM.” 

Although it was the GM who had granted him Duamutef’s powers and transferred the ownership of the great desert, it was all part of the content preset by Albus in the Tower of Labyrinth. 

Apophis, Duamutef, and the ruined ancient empire were all fictional creations of Albus. 

But from Brigand’s perspective, who was unfamiliar with the concept of fictional beings, he could only believe it all to be true. 

“Therefore, as a chosen race entrusted with the mission of guarding the middle world by the gods, we must faithfully…” 

***

‘I’m bored to death.’ 

The once-in-a-decade Continental Dragon Conference.

In the midst of it, the Red Dragon Carthesia propped her chin and listened to the Dragon Lord’s lecture. 

‘My precious Albus prepared special content just for me, but here I am, wasting time without being able to enjoy it.’ 

While all other players were joyfully engaging with the newly added Tower of Labyrinth, Carthesia could do nothing but sit idly in this place. 

As an ancient dragon, she usually would ignore other dragons’ calls and enjoy Rudera, but since this was a continental dragon conference personally overseen by the Lord, even she could not refuse to attend. 

‘I hope this ends quickly today.’

Of course, she knew better than anyone that such a thing was impossible.

As a guardian of Middle-earth, dragons were a race endowed with special powers by the gods. 

This blessing granted them a lifespan of ten thousand years, along with intelligence and memory far superior to any other race. 

While this was a blessing envied and revered by all other races, the fact that dragons experienced no forgetfulness and lived for nearly eternity brought them an unbearable level of boredom.

As guardians of Middle-earth, they couldn’t roam freely or cause havoc. 

Thus, the method dragons chose to alleviate their boredom was diversion. 

They would hide their true identity and polymorph into other sentient beings to live different lives. 

This diversion somewhat succeeded in alleviating their boredom. 

However, even this had its limits; no matter how many new lives they experienced through diversion, living as an ancient dragon for such a long time would eventually lead them to tire of all diversions.

Among them, Carthesia, who particularly couldn’t stand the boredom, had recently found it increasingly difficult to bear. 

She was continuing her diversion by transforming into a wizard of the magic tower, but she felt that if time went on a little longer, she might fall and become a dark dragon. 

It was then that she stumbled upon a virtual world by chance.

She encountered Rudera, a world created by Albus with the help of the magic tower. 

A new world… 

Although Albus had attempted to create a fantasy world, based on his memories of his previous life, it was a world completely different from the continent where Carthesia lived. 

Thanks to this, Carthesia could enjoy a genuinely ‘new’ diversion that felt completely unfamiliar.

Of course, since it was created by Albus, who had just learned magic, the magic was crude, and it was still lacking to be called a proper world. 

Because of this, she kidnapped Albus. 

After all, he was merely a human. 

Even the emperor of the empire could not easily deal with a dragon. 

Kidnapping Albus was nothing at all. 

It was like kidnapping a kind dwarf to make a toy for herself. 

In the early encounters, Albus was no different from a dwarf to her.

She taught Albus countless spells and gave him various artifacts and elixirs. 

These were resources she had in abundance after living for thousands of years. 

What mattered more than such trivial things was the diversion that even she found novel. 

As a result of a dragon lord among the dragons, teaching magic and raising his level, Albus surpassed the limits of humanity in illusion magic.

Rudera gradually became more sophisticated, reaching a level where even Carthesia, who could see through magic, could hardly distinguish Rudera from reality. 

This was, of course, the situation she had longed for. Carthesia felt utmost happiness and enjoyed Rudera to her heart’s content. 

During this process, she helped Albus solve problems and sometimes urged him to add new content. 

As a result, Albus, who had once been a mere inferior human, had become something more to her.


“For the last time, I repeat…” 

‘I wonder how he’s doing.’ 

While listening to the seemingly endless sermon of the Dragon Lord, Carthesia thought of Albus. 

She thought he wouldn’t be able to add new content to Rudera for a while, as he had entered the academy under the empire’s jurisdiction. 

Yet just before that, he had updated Rudera with a colossal bomb, the first large-scale content in Rudera: the Tower of Labyrinth.

A gigantic tower composed of numerous worlds. 

It wouldn’t have been easy to create, yet he made it just for her.

Even the first emperor of the empire, who had been his disciple during his amusement, could not present him with such a gift. 

A mere human, who had nothing, presented such a gift.

How could he not be adorable? 

‘But why am I not enjoying this!’ 

She wanted to turn on the community and check the current situation in Rudera, but there was no way she could use magic in a situation with so many dragons gathered. 

‘Ugh!’ 

Carthesia swallowed her anger inside.

***

Imperial capital, Imperial Palace. 

“Oh great ancestor.” 

The secret space in the deepest part of the empire, where no one except the emperor is allowed to enter.

Inside, the absolute power, the emperor, was kneeling in front of the fluctuating dimensional gate, welcoming someone. 

“Hmm, yeah, yeah. Have you been well?” 

The man, who appeared to be a young, took off his helmet and casually greeted the emperor. 

“You’ve aged a lot while I was away. You have more wrinkles. The last time I saw you, you were quite taut. Nothing much happened during my absence, right?”

The first emperor of the empire, Ahenobarbus , who achieved an incredible feat that is hard to believe a human alone could accomplish, looked down at the current emperor and asked.

“For the past 20 years while you were away from the continent, the empire has gone on an expedition to the northern tribes and newly conquered 36 veins of minerals…” 

The emperor opened his mouth to report the results of the empire’s governance that he had managed. 

“Oh, stop, stop.” 

The first emperor waved his hand. 

“You don’t need to tell me such boring stories. I’m not really interested.” 

It was known that the first emperor had died, but the reality was different. 

Having transcended human limitations, he was no longer bound by lifespan and had reached a semi-divine status. 

However, the most important reason he founded the empire, the one he had guided since his childhood, had disappeared. 

To find her, he entrusted the imperial throne to a suitable subordinate and wandered through different dimensions to search for her. 

To him, the empire was a place filled with memories with her. 

As long as it remained intact, he didn’t care much about other aspects. 

“So, there were no peculiarities?” 

He left every time to search for her, but he couldn’t find any trace of her in the vast dimensions. 

He thought she might have returned to this continent to find him, but it didn’t seem to be the case. 

‘If Master had come to the continent, there would have been some news. Since this current emperor doesn’t know, it must not be the case.’ 

Should he leave again to search for Master? 

While the first emperor was contemplating which dimension to go to next, 

“Well, there is…” 

The current emperor opened his mouth as if he had remembered something. 

“Hmm? What? A god’s resurrection? That’s impossible.”

After hearing the story about the world sweeping news across the continent called Rudera, he found it hard to believe. 

“Once a being gains divinity, they can’t return to the cycle of reincarnation. Once a god perishes, they can never come back.” 

Having travelled through countless dimensions over hundreds of years, he knew. 

It was impossible for a perished god to resurrect, even for a moment. 

“Isn’t it a misunderstanding?” 

“However, because of that incident, the entire continent’s Demihumans…” 

“What? The Demihumans gained religion?” 

A story unimaginable when he was on the continent. 

But that made him more intrigued. 

“It’s an event that can’t be explained by the usual principles.” 

An irregular that significantly distorts the fundamental laws of the universe. 


It might be a clue to finding Master again. 

“Alright. How do I get to that world called Rudera?” 

He couldn’t even imagine. 

That the human loved by his Master was the ruler of that Rudera. 

And that he would meet an NPC with the same appearance as his Master there.



 
  
    Chapter 10: Reunion with the Teacher was the Worst – 1


A week after the academy entrance ceremony, It goes without saying, but I never had a dramatic academy life like the protagonists in novels. 

I’m not a protagonist in novels or games to begin with, so I never had encounters with heroines, protagonists, or hidden pieces. 

Besides, I’m the type of person who locks myself in my room and focuses on Rudeira development after academy classes, so it’s not surprising that I don’t have new encounters. 

Also, considering that the Lichten Academy gathers most of the nobles from the entire continent, my status as a duke probably didn’t mean much.

But still, isn’t it strange how few people approach me?

Even though I come from a noble background.

“Hey. Did you enjoy the class?”

As I left the classroom after the class ended, a blond handsome man with tan skin approached me, raising one hand.

“Wald.”

Still, I wasn’t completely without friends. 

On the day I first arrived at the academy, before entering the dormitory room, I met Wald, a friend from the Republic.

“Phew. Finally done with the last class of the first week at the academy. Shall we go get something to eat?”

Since our first meeting in the dormitory, Wald has continued to talk to me for some reason. 

Given his peculiar sociability, it was inevitable that I wouldn’t be without other friends, and thanks to him, I didn’t have to eat alone.

The restaurant was filled with the bustling atmosphere of numerous people.

We entered one of the restaurants prepared for academy students, found our seats, and ordered our food.

“I’ll have the sirloin steak with cheese fondue.”

“I’ll go with the beef stew.”

“Order received. Please wait a moment.”

“Hey, did you hear about it?”

As the waiter returned with the menu board, Wald wiped his hands with a tissue and asked me.

“What are you talking about?”

“The story about the 2nd floor of the Labyrinth Tower.”

“Ah, that.”

Labyrinth Tower, a large-scale content newly added to Rudera, surprassing my expectations.

“You heard about how King Briand of the Demihumans declared that from now on, all Demihumans would serve the sole god, GM, continuing the will of the fallen god, Duamutef?”

“Well, yeah.”

Dozens of players had prepared a capture corps to clear the content for the content was newly added to Rudera, Tower of Labyrinth. 

The Demihuman King was caught in misunderstandings, but when I thought that the new NPC I had created was actually mistaken for a god, it was a very big thing.

It seems that I underestimated the virtual reality that the people of this world accept as reality.

If the truth of this misunderstanding is revealed, how much would the wrath of the Demihumans be?

It’s dreadful just to imagine.

“Of course, regardless of how it goes with religion or faith, what’s important is that the Demihuman King gained a huge territory within Rudera at once. So! How about we climb the Labyrinth Tower together?”

“The Labyrinth Tower?”

“Yeah! After today, there are no classes for the next two days since it’s the weekend. So, we have time until next week starts!”

A proposal to play Rudera together. 

It’s the first time I’ve heard of it.

From the start, family or Carthesia who might make such proposals wouldn’t do so since they knew I was the master of that world.

“If you’re worried that the Tower of the Labyrinth might be too difficult, don’t worry. Do you know who I am? I’m a rare class owner. I’ll protect you, so it’s okay.”

Wald puffed out his chest and said.

“Really?”

Perhaps this could be the first time since my reincarnation that I could properly enjoy playing a game with friends.

Why did I create Rudera?

Wasn’t it to escape the boredom of this seemingly tedious world?

Until now, I’ve been too busy creating, maintaining, and repairing that world to properly enjoy it, but maybe I could finally achieve that dream.

“Great! Then let’s go back to the dormitory and head to Rudera right after dinner!”

Oh? 

Wait a minute.

If I’m going to adventure with my friend, shouldn’t I create a new noob account instead of using my GM account?

….I need to quickly create a noob account. 

It shouldn’t take too long since I can change everything in Rudera as I please.

“By the way, the Demihuman King said that the god of Rudera temporarily revived their god, Duamutef. Is this GM so amazing to be able to revive a god who has been destroyed?”

“Oh come on. There’s no way. There’s no way a god who can’t even come out of the game world is that amazing.”

That GM is me….

Due to the perception of the players of Rudera about Rudera, their perception of GM was becoming increasingly strange.

It was burdensome to me, the actual GM.

What a god. 

Except for fantasy magic in reality, I couldn’t even use proper magic.

“The faith of the Demihuman tribe in GM is completely wrong.”

“Wrong?”

“Yeah. Maybe Demihuman ruler, Brigand, was mistaken. In fact, all the gods and whatever are just figments of GM’s imagination….”

Bang!

Suddenly, a slender hand appeared and knocked down the table we were sitting at.

Plump plump.

“!?!?”

When I turned my head, a round and cute Demihuman girl with cold eyes was looking down at me.

“Tiger tribe!”

A Demihuman Tribe known for having the strongest combat power among Demihumans.

In the past, the Demihuman King Brigand, who annihilated the army of a nation in a short time, was also a Tiger, so for humans, Tiger was no different from a walking slaughter weapon.

“Um… W-who are you?”

Wald asked without an answer.

“Perizet, a faithful follower of GM. As a servant of my saviour, GM, I cannot overlook insults to Him. Human. Retract your remarks just now and apologize immediately.”

“…What?”

Did I hear wrong?

Do I have to apologize to myself?

No, what the hell is this….

“If not….”

On the skin of the girl who revealed herself as Perizet, yellow and black tiger stripes began to appear.

An ability unique to Demihumans, transforming into combat form.


“I will eliminate the enemy of my Lord here.”

“Whoa whoa whoa whoa whoa!”

Wald spread his arms wide to block Perizet from interfering with me. 

“Hey! What are you doing!” 

What is this woman. 

Are you really going to kill me for insulting GM? 

Isn’t this insane! 

I’m just a nobody! 

The situation was so absurd that I felt I had to react quickly. 

This isn’t Rudera but reality. 

With no power like GM’s, there was no way I could survive an attack from that murderous weapon. 

I immediately stood up and stretched out both hands. 

“I retract! I retract! I unknowingly insulted the sanctity of the great GM! I offer everything I have to apologize!”

Apologizing for insulting myself. 

There was no greater comedy than this. 

“……” 

Gradually, Perizet, who had transformed into a half-beast, returned to her original form. 

“…Fine.” 

She nodded satisfactorily. 

“Do not insult the Lord again.” 

“…Phew.” 

With relief at her seemingly genuine change, Wald and I could finally breathe. 

“But having committed the sin of insulting the Lord, I cannot simply wash it away with this repentance. Human, you must repent in the sanctuary of the Lord.”

Perizet crossed her arms and spoke. 

…… Sanctuary? 

Was there even a sanctuary? 

This was the first I had heard of it. 

“GM’s sanctuary? Where is it?” 

Wald asked her. 

“Rudera. The world created and ruled by Him.”

“Rudera?” 

Is she telling me to connect to Rudera right now? 

***

Bzzt 

Adelina watched from afar as Perizet conversed with her brother, while hiding completely to others. 

“Tiger Tribe…… a woman.” 

Adelina, Albus’s sister had completely concealed herself to protect her fragile younger brother from this dangerous world. 

Her method was to intimidate and block any entity attempting to approach him. 

Because Albus himself, with his beautiful appearance, had captured the hearts of many female students due to his frailty, there were many who needed to be stopped by Adelina. 

She was willing to do anything to protect her younger brother.

Thanks to that, she had succeeded in blocking everyone so far. 

“I missed it.” 


She couldn’t stop a female Demihuman who spoke to him, as if being friends and laughing together.

“How dare you…… dare to my Albus………!” 

Although it wasn’t a good atmosphere, it seemed to Adelina, whose love had already been distorted. 

Bzzt 

A complete exclusion of the cute little brother from that thief.



 
  
    Chapter 11: Reunion with the Teacher was the Worst – 2


O GM who judges righteously and examines the heart and mind, I have revealed my cause to you, so I will see your vengeance on them.

Spriggan Chapter 11, Verse 20.

Bustling. 

A huge plaza teeming with countless people moving together. 

Where is this? 

Who am I? 

I was standing dazed in the middle of it all. 

Just a while ago, while having a meal at a restaurant, a Tiger tribe female student named Perizet told me to go to GM sanctuary and genuinely repent and apologize. 

She said to log into Rudera for that. 

From my perspective, it was such absurd nonsense that I couldn’t even find the words to reply. 

“Oh, friend. We were going to play Rudera anyway. Why not go with this girl while we’re at it?” 

The friend beside me didn’t even try to dissuade me and suggested we go together. 

This guy, who seemed kind of cool when he stopped that religious zealot, went crazy at the mention of Rudera. 

This guy… maybe he has no friends but me. 

He seems even more addicted to Rudera than I am.

Anyway, because of that, I was lying in my dorm room, logged into Rudera, waiting in the plaza on the first floor of the Tower of Labyrinth to meet the two of them.

Of course, I logged in with a newly created level 1 account, knowing the chaos that would ensue if I used my usual GM account. 

I never imagined my first adventure would be heading to a sanctuary unknown even to me. 

The absurdity made me chuckle. 

Maybe it was a good thing. 

The various worlds created inside the Tower of Labyrinth were all planned and created by me. 

They were all worlds born from my imagination. 

Because it was my own world, it became a world I couldn’t enjoy. 

“But if it’s a place created by the players.” 

A place created by the players, unknown to me. 

A place I could enjoy because it was unknown to me. 

I felt a slight thrill of excitement inside. 

“Hey! Albus!” 

At that moment, I heard a voice calling my name from afar. 

Turning my head in the direction of the voice, I saw Wald waving at me. 

“Hey!” 

Unlike Earth’s virtual reality games, Rudera does not provide avatar or custom features, so players’ appearances are exactly the same as in reality. 

To be precise, it was based on illusion magic, so it looked exactly as the player imagined themselves, but it was the same as their real appearance. 

Thanks to that, I could recognize Wald immediately even though we were meeting in Rudera for the first time.

“What the heck, Albus. You…” 

Balt, who had run up to me with a bright smile, squinted his eyes when he saw the clothes I was wearing. 

“Isn’t this the academy uniform? Did Rudera have an academy uniform?” 

Oh no! 

In my hurry to create a new account, I had reflected the clothes I was wearing when I returned to the dorm after the meal. 

Of course, the Lichten Academy uniform does not exist in Rudera. 

Even though the players’ appearances are copied, the outfits are related to armour items, so only the outfits existing in Rudera could be worn. 

“Oh, that’s…!” 

What, what should I say…? 

‘I’m actually a GM, so I can make clothes at will, but I accidentally brought my real outfit? Hahaha.’ 

I couldn’t get away with that. 

As I couldn’t think of what to say, Wald spoke up.

“Decorating Rudera armor to look like an academy uniform. You must be really proud of the academy, huh?” 

Balt said as if he found it surprising. 

“I heard that the Lichten Academy itself is the best educational institution on the continent, so first-year students often feel proud. It makes sense. Hmm.”

As he said that, Wald nodded.

“Ah… Ahahaha.”

I just hoped my laughter didn’t sound awkward.

Did it go well?

“Hmm. Neither of you are late.”

Suddenly, Perizet’s voice came from behind.

“Ah, you scared me!”

Wald jumped in surprise.

She had been hiding and waiting, but now she revealed herself.

“Can’t you appear properly? You scared me!”

…She was here?

I was also surprised like Wald because I never imagined she would be hiding at the meeting place.

If it was my GM account, I wouldn’t have missed her while she was hiding, but since I was using a newly created sub-account that reflects my real-life specs, I didn’t notice her at all.

‘It seems I need to activate the ability to see players’ status windows.’

I adjusted the access permissions of the sub-account I was currently logged into.

I had left only minimal permissions because I thought having too powerful permissions would make the adventure less fun, but it seemed I needed the status window permission after all.

“Hmph. Humans have small bodies, so their courage must be lacking too.”

“…Excuse me? Did you just say that? No, this is sexual harassment!”

“I never mentioned any specific body part.”

“But you looked there!”

Listening to Perizetand Wald bickering despite not having known each other for long, I brought up their status windows in front of me.

Ding

Waldbruck Stein

LV 79

Class: Magic Swordsman

As mentioned before, Wald had the rare class of Magic Swordsman.

‘Level 79, huh.’

In real terms, it was the level of an intermediate to advanced Sword Expert.

‘This guy… is stronger than I thought.’

Because he always seemed to just laze around or talk about games, I unconsciously underestimated him, but his status window was surprisingly impressive.


Thinking of my sister, who is in her third year at the academy and is called a genius for reaching the peak of Sword Expert, Wald would at least be considered quite talented.

‘Of course, part of it is thanks to obtaining the rare class in Rudera.’

Even so, getting through the extreme difficulty to obtain the class means he has considerable skill.

I closed Wald’s status window and opened Perizet.

Ding

Perizet al Brigand

LV 92

Class: Sand Assassin

…92?’

Considering that the wall beyond which is the Sword Master is level 100, her level was that of a top-level Sword Expert on the brink of becoming a Sword Master.

…She’s almost at my sister’s level?’

Isn’t it considered talented just to reach Sword Expert before one’s 20s?

Why are there so many monsters?

Her level made me doubt my ability to read status windows.

On top of that, she had the rare class of Sand Assassin.

‘If we had fought at the restaurant earlier, it would have been a real disaster.’

Seeing her status window, I realized that if she attacked me, I wouldn’t stand a chance.

‘Oh, wait a minute.’

Then, her full name, which I hadn’t focused on properly before, caught my eye.

Perizet al… Brigand.

Isn’t Brigand the surname of the Beast King?

And “al” is a middle name permitted only for direct descendants of the Demihuman chieftains.

Why is this woman…

Come to think of it, the Sand Assassin was a class that could only be obtained in the Spriggan’s Great Desert.

The modern Spriggan’s Great Desert is under the control of Brigand. 

……… Is this woman possibly a direct descendant of the Demihuman King…!

“Human. You might need to shorten your words a bit.”

“Huh? Are you trying to fight?”

“No, Wald. If you fight, you’ll die. You’ll be torn to pieces.”

“Hmph. Very well. What matters now is not your small pride or body parts.”

“I’ll kill her.” 

Okay

Wakd drew a sword from his inventory.

Quack

“Kkaak!”

He was mercilessly crushed by Perizet.

“Uh… what is this woman? I couldn’t even see her move.”

“Hmph. This is the special power that GM bestowed upon us Demihumans. Praise the great GM.”

Although I didn’t see Perizet’s movement, judging by the overwhelming figure that subdued Wlad, it seems that my status window’s ability isn’t wrong.

As an experiment, I opened the status windows of passing pedestrians.

Ding

Hans

LV 12

Ding

Jane

LV 31

Ding

Robert

LV 28

What’s going on? 

It’s normal.

Am I just unlucky enough to get involved with these fanatics?

As I sighed inwardly and was about to turn off the floating status windows, my finger slipped.

“Huh?”

And the slipping finger turned on another pedestrian’s status window.

Ding

And in that status window, I discovered a creature I had never seen before.

“…Hmm?”

***

Emperor Ahenobarbus noticed the gaze of a boy.

To avoid attracting anyone else’s attention, he hid his power and minimized his presence.


Even in this world of Rudera, which was gradually becoming interesting to him.

No human had seen through his hiding and his skills, except for the divine and transcendent beings.

“It’s interesting.”

Already, it seemed that many things had happened while he had left the continent unguarded.

He smiled slyly and followed behind the boy being led towards the gate by a Demihuman.
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“Wow!” 

Dragged out by Perizet, Wald and I was thrown through the gate. 

The image of that bizarre and overwhelming status window I saw a moment ago wouldn’t leave my mind, but for now, I set aside those thoughts, focusing instead on her hand pulling me along. 

‘I’ll have to look into what kind of person he is once this is over…’ 

Since I have the authority to monitor the status of everyone connected to Rudera, I could always check it later. 

While it wasn’t a big deal given that even demon king and dragon lord enjoyed this game, it wouldn’t be right as a GM to ignore such a monster roaming around. 

Ceasing to dwell on him, I entrusted my body to the gate that enveloped me.

Pa-at 

“We are… here…” 

“A desert…?” 

Beyond the gate, we found ourselves in the middle of a vast desert. 

I squinted against the harsh sunlight piercing my eyes. 

‘I didn’t realize it when I created this place with my GM account, but it’s brutal to endure with a low-level character based on my real body.’ 

Though I had intentionally created an extreme environment, I didn’t expect it to be this hard to bear. 

‘Did the Demihuman King Brigand really cross this desert alone?’ 

In Spriggans’ Great Desert, adventurers who first enter the second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth are teleported to one of the edges of the desert. 

The idea was to have players traverse the desert, and the first party to reach the central great pyramid would get the priority to challenge the main quest, ‘The Threat of Apophis.’ 

In other words, the Demihuman crossed this entire desert in a single night and defeated Apophis. 

‘What kind of monster is he, really, that Demihuman king…?’ 

Even though I made the game, I couldn’t help but be impressed by that player. 

Thud 

“It’s right there.” 

Perizet pointed in one direction of the desert.

“Over there?” 

Following her finger, I saw the faint outline of a pyramid in the distance. 

The Great Pyramid of Duamutef? 

The central and largest pyramid in this desert, where Apophis and Duamutef were sealed.

Since the Demihumans served me as Duamutef’s successor, it made sense they would build a sanctuary at Duamutef’s pyramid. 

Though I could understand why my sanctuary was built in this labyrinth, it was still daunting.

“…It’s too far.” 

Wald said with a look of disbelief. 

I nodded in agreement. 

Endure this harsh desert environment and walk all the way there? 

Are they out of their minds? 

“Hmph. There’s no choice. Without the permission of Father… no, Great King Brigand, it’s forbidden by law to warp near the sanctuary. Therefore, we have to walk this distance.” 

Did they make such a law already? 

Your religion hasn’t even existed for a week yet! 

It’s only been a week, and what on earth happened to the Demihumans in that short time? 

“Isn’t there any ride? Not a horse… but at least a camel…?” 

“This is the holy land where the GM’s miracle occurred. Who would dare profane it by bringing a camel here?” 

I, the GM, don’t really care, though. 

Can’t we just bring a camel? 

“So you really want us to walk all the way there? Are you insane?” 

Thud 

“Ugh!” 

Wald fell to his knees as Perizet’s kick landed on his legs. 

“Do not question the hardships, sinner! It’s all to pay for the sins committed! Embrace the hardships with a joyful heart!”

Perizet shouted with a stern expression, but it seemed like it was just to escape the awkward situation.

“Grrr… I’m not even guilty, so why am I the only one getting hit since earlier…”

Wald muttered in frustration, clutching his leg.

Come to think of it, Perizet had only been hitting Wald since earlier, not me.

From her perspective, I should be the one guilty, so why wasn’t she hitting me and only targeting this guy?

“Well, there’s nothing we can do. Let’s just keep walking.”

Wald, who had stood up again, shrugged his shoulders and looked at me.

“And maybe it’s for the best. Even though the second floor of this Tower of Labyrinth has been opened, the central area is off-limits due to the Demihuman King. Thanks to Perizet, we get to see it, right? It’s an experience others can’t have.”

Whether to call him optimistic or just a big fan of Rudera.

I had no choice.

I couldn’t reveal the fact that I was the GM.

We had to give it a try.

Isn’t this what an adventure is all about?

I created Rudera to survive in this boring and maddening other world.

I had to hide the fact that I was the GM at all costs.

Resolving myself anew, I began walking towards the pyramid with Bald and Perizet.

After walking for about 10 minutes, the pyramid showed no signs of getting closer, and my legs were shaking.

“Aargh! I can’t take it anymore!”

“Whoa! No, friend! Let’s endure a little more!”

I couldn’t hold back any longer and exploded.

I might as well reveal that I’m the GM rather than walk any further!

The extreme desert environment we faced in those 10 minutes shattered my firm resolution from a while ago.

I adjusted the privileges of this sub-account.
“Set territory.”

Having gained the necessary privileges, I set a hemisphere with a radius of about 10 meters centred on me.

“Change environment.”

Then, I altered the basic environmental factors within that hemisphere, such as temperature and light.

Whirr

Immediately, the scorching heat that seemed like it would melt my entire body disappeared, replaced by a refreshing coolness.

The intense sunlight also diminished, becoming a gentle, pleasant light.

“Ah, now I can finally breathe.”

I collapsed onto the ground.

My whole body was drenched in sweat, and I had no strength left to stand.


However, being freed from that hellish heat, I felt an immense sense of refreshment and relief.

“…Cool. How can a mere human do such a thing…?”

“Friend… How did you…?”

Oops…

Of course, I had to face the consequences of my rash actions.

“Ah, well, you see…”

When I was in that scorching heat, my mind wasn’t working properly, so I did this without thinking. 

But I couldn’t tell them I was the GM.

How would the Demihumans react if they found out that the being they worshipped as a god was actually just an incompetent human?

The response wouldn’t be positive for me.

Therefore, I had to hide the truth no matter what.

“Oh! I get it! Friend, now that I think about it, you’re a magician, right!”

“…Huh?”

“Even though I’m a magic swordsman, I don’t know much beyond combat magic, so I’m not sure, but it must be a cold-related spell, right? But still, to drive away the desert heat in an instant, that’s amazing.”

“Y-Yes!”

I clapped my hands at Wald’s guess.

“I can use a little magic that controls this kind of energy. Haha.”

“Magic? Is there such a spell that works like this?”

Perizet, beside me, tilted her head in doubt.

“Hmm… The field of magic is vast, and there are more spells I don’t know about, so it’s certainly possible.”

She soon nodded in understanding.

Fortunately, I managed to get through it somehow.

“But friend, can you keep this up? If possible, I’d like to stay in this state until we get there.”

“Ah, that’s no problem. Since I can make this cool space follow me, all you have to do is stay close to me.” 

In fact, with the authority I just granted to the alternate account, I could change the climate of the entire desert… but if I did that, I’d definitely get caught. 

“Really?!” 

Perizet exclaimed with a face glowing with excitement. 

“Right?” 

Her round tiger ears perked up atop her otherwise stern face. 

Is she excited? 

Even Demihumans struggle with the heat.

“Haha. You were just talking about hardship and all that, but it seems like you can’t handle it yourself!” 

Seeing Perizet like this, Wald laughed heartily.

Thud. 

“Ugh!” 

The next moment, he clutched his stomach and collapsed. 

“……” 

Perizet crossed her arms and snorted. 

Her movement had been so swift that it was invisible. 

Whirring. 

***

“No way.” 

Emperor Ahenobarbus, who had crossed through the gate in pursuit of the boy who seemed to have recognized his true identity, let out a low groan as he looked at the vast desert before him. 

“This isn’t just a different environment.”

Having wandered through numerous dimensions in search of his master, he could tell. 

This desert he was now standing in was a completely different dimension from the first floor of the Labyrinth Tower where he had just been. 

The composition of the air was entirely different, indicating it wasn’t just a different climate within the same dimension. 

He had passed through a gate into another dimension. 

“Does this mean there are many such dimensions within this labyrinth?” 

He had approached it out of mere curiosity, but this world called Rudera was far more vast and mysterious than he had imagined. 

“I’ve never seen a place like this.” 

He had encountered many dimensions: battlefields where humans fought on giant, cannon-mounted iron horses; dimensions of martial artists using special energies called Qi; and dimensions filled with moving corpses, yet Rudera stood out among them all. 

This only piqued his interest further. 

“But first, that boy.” 

Despite his very young appearance, he seemed to have some grasp of his (Ahenobarbus’s) level. 

He might be a raw talent who could become a great asset. 

Boom. 

“Let’s see.” 

Leaping high into the sky, he scanned the surroundings for the boy. 

“There he is.” 

Spotting Albus, he prepared to leap towards him again from mid-air.

-Domain Setting

-Environmental Change 

!!!!! 


He froze, shocked by the sight before him, even more startling than anything in Rudera.

“This is… impossible.” 

Having wandered through countless dimensions, he understood the magnitude of what the boy had just done. 

“The power… of a God.” 

The power the boy wielded was clearly the authority of a God itself.
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“Wow… this is amazing.” 

Wald marvelled as he observed the hemispherical zone moving with us, maintaining a pleasant environment despite the harsh desert conditions on our journey towards Duamutef’s Great Pyramid. 

“To think you can keep such a comfortable environment in the desert. Maybe I should have just learned magic.”

“You can use magic too.” 

“Well, yeah, but I can only use a few basic spells with the power of my class.” 

Now that I think about it, the rare class, Magic Swordsman, doesn’t grant many new spells, even though it enhances both swordsmanship and magic. 

It was balanced that way to match the rarity of the class.

Since Wald originally started as a swordsman and only later obtained the Magic Swordsman class, he couldn’t use any magic beyond what the class provided.

Considering the setup of the Magic Swordsman class, if

Balt reached a high enough level, he would have a rich array of spells comparable to a mid-level mage. 

But for now, he could only use some combat spells. 

“A comfortable environment, indeed. I used to think you were just a pretty face without any real abilities, a slacker who dared to insult our GM. But it seems you have some unexpected talents.” 

Perizet joined the conversation. 

No real abilities, huh… 

Considering I can’t use anything properly except illusion magic, it’s not entirely wrong. 

The power I’m using now is not exactly magic but more like an exploit of system privileges. 

But I couldn’t tell them the truth, so.

“Haha…” 

I could only laugh it off. 

Then 

Srrrrrk 

“Huh?” 

The ground began to descend slightly. 

As I looked down, I saw that the sand around us started swirling downwards, forming a vortex cantered on the ground we were standing on. 

“What the heck is this!” 

“Ugh!” 

Wald and Perizet seemed startled. 

Suddenly, I realized what this phenomenon was. 

It was one of the gimmicks I had personally set up.

There are three ways to progress from the second to the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth. 

All three methods activate once the second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth is cleared by players: 

The first method allows you to head directly from the first floor to the third floor, bypassing the second floor entirely. 

This entrance exists in case the player who gains control of the second floor after clearing its main quest decides to restrict access to other players. 

The second method involves a warp gate located at the edge of the Spriggans Desert. 

This entrance, is permitted by Brigand, the Demihuman King who rules the desert, is currently the most popular among players. 

The third method is to enter through dimensional rifts that randomly appear throughout the desert. 

If you throw yourself into one of these briefly appearing rifts, you can pass through to the hidden entrance. 

This entrance, with its extremely low appearance rate, was created to give an advantage to players who use the more challenging paths to enter the next floor. 

The first entrance, being the easiest, starts you in a more dangerous area of the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth. 

The second entrance is safer. 

The third entrance, matching its extreme difficulty, rewards players with a companion at the start. 

This setup was intended to give benefits to players who cleared the second floor first and encourage more adventurous gameplay. 

No player had ever found this third entrance before due to its extremely low appearance rate in the desert. 

‘And it appears right under my feet.’ 

It seemed almost like someone had manipulated it, a situation hard to believe. 

“Ah, Albus!” 

Wald struggled through the sand to reach me, trying to pull me out of the sandy vortex. 

But 

“Whoa!” 

He suddenly fell down as the sandy ground gave way beneath him. 

It was a terrifying sight, and if I didn’t know better, I might have screamed. 

Well, it should be fine. 

Since this is a hidden entrance, there shouldn’t be any real danger on the other side. 

In fact, there’s an NPC ally I specifically created. 

So, even if we fall, nothing should go wrong. 

But meeting that NPC, a character I put a lot of effort into creating and acting out, from a player’s perspective might be interesting. 

I might be looking forward to this.

“Please… No… GM, watch over your little lamb.”

Finally, when Perizet, who was trying to escape through the sand, also fell down, I could finally smile.

Indeed, being in a player’s body rather than a GM’s feels completely different.

Perhaps I had been so caught up in managing Rudera that I had forgotten something important.

This fun.

This thrill.

This excitement.

Yes.

I need to remember this excitement.

The excitement and thrill I used to feel whenever I played a new game in my previous life.

It was a nostalgia I hadn’t felt in a long time.

I seeped into the darkness beneath the sand.

With a flash, after a single warp, I appeared in a completely different and alien space.

It was a place so shrouded in darkness that you could barely see anything unless it was right in front of you.

“Ugh… Where am I now?”

Wald stood up, clutching his head with one hand and grimacing.

“Did we fall underground in the desert?”

“No.”

Perizet answering Wald’s question, revealed herself.

“This is not the desert. The sand here is entirely different from the desert we were just in. If it were the underground of the desert, there wouldn’t be such a completely different type of sand.”

She picked up a handful of sand from the ground and held it up.

“Rather… it would make more sense to say that we’ve come to a completely different world.”


“A completely different world?”

“Yes. The GM who governs this Rudera is omnipotent, so it’s not strange to have crossed into a different dimension. I believe we have come to the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth.”

Perizet answered with a sudden act of worship towards me.

To think she realized we came to the third floor of the labyrinth just by touching the sand once.

Such insight.

Or perhaps her faith in the GM is so great that she overestimates and thinks we’ve crossed into a different dimension?

“The third floor of the labyrinth?”

Wald looked around.

“Indeed, the players who have been to the third floor of the labyrinth said they fought monsters in such a dark space… But I can’t tell what’s what because I can’t see anything.”

I opened the administrator interface and adjusted the light level.

At the same time, I chanted the incantation for a light spell unnecessarily.

“Light.”

Since I decided to use magic, it was to avoid unnecessary suspicion.

Then the surrounding area lit up brightly as if it were daytime.

“Oh! Albus!”

Wald exclaimed.

“Wow. I said I’d protect you, but I haven’t done anything, and I’m just benefiting from you. Haha.”

Wald scratched the back of his head awkwardly.

It seemed his attempts to protect me in the sand pit were to keep his promise.

“What are you talking about? There’s no such thing as that between friends. And you’ll protect me when we encounter an enemy I can’t handle, right?”

“Albus…!”

Wald looked at me with a face full of emotion.

“You’re the best, Albus!”

“Whoa!”

Then he tried to hug me.

“Hey! Get off!”

Of course, I had no desire to hug a man, so I grabbed his shoulders with both arms and pushed him away.

Boom

“I never expected adventurers to find their way here.”

Just then, a rough female voice came from behind us.

“Huh!”

“A woman?”

Turning around, we saw a woman in leather armor, arms crossed, looking down at Wald and me as we were scuffling.

As expected.

It was her, appearing just as I had intended.

Even though I created this character through role-play, seeing her speak and move so realistically gave me a special feeling.

“You there. You can put down your weapons.”

The woman turned her head to Perizet, who had already assumed a battle stance with two daggers.

Perizet stood still, watching her warily.

“Aah. It seems you’re a novice who can’t even properly recognize the difference in strength between you and your opponent. Baring your teeth so recklessly.”

Crack.

The woman twisted her neck.

Thud.

“Ugh!”

Suddenly, she appeared in front of Perizet and punched her in the stomach.

“If I intended to kill you, you’d already be dead. You need to properly assess whether your opponent bears hostility toward you and the difference in skill level. That’s the way to survive.”

A formidable expert who even overwhelms Perizet.

“My name is Solaris. Nice to meet you.”

She was an NPC created to assist players who entered the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth through a hidden route.

“…Hmm? What’s this? There’s another one? You don’t seem to have any malicious intentions… Why are you hiding? Come on out.”

Suddenly, she turned her head towards a darkened corner of the cave wall.

“Huh?”

There’s another person?

This isn’t an event I set up.

I turned my head in surprise towards the darkness.

Footsteps.

A man emerged from the darkness, and I was astonished.

***

Following a boy who wielded the powers of a god, I secretly tailed him, eventually crossing through a dimensional rift he fell into. 

Considering the powers he possessed, he could have easily sealed the rift, but he chose not to, implying he passed through it intentionally.

Was it to lure me in?

The first Emperor Ahenobarbus concealed himself in the darkness after passing through the dimensional rift.

What is his intention?

Is it to oppress a human like me who has surpassed mortal limits?

Or to punish a human who has deviated from the natural order?

Although tense and speeding up his blood flow…

“I never expected an adventurer to come here.”

A familiar, dearly missed voice, one he hadn’t forgotten for even a single moment, caused him to unwittingly reveal himself from hiding.

It couldn’t be.

No.

It must be a hallucination brought on by longing.

That appearance.

He never forgot her face.

The woman he knew looked exactly the same.

“If I intended to kill you, you’d already be dead. You need to properly assess whether your opponent bears hostility toward you and the difference in skill level. That’s the way to survive.”

‘If I intended to kill you, you’d already be dead. You need to properly assess whether your opponent bears hostility toward you and the difference in skill level. That’s the way to survive.’

The words she said when she threw me to the ground the first time we met, when I lunged at her. 

Her advice that has kept me alive until now.

There’s no way I could forget.

“Hmm? What’s this? There’s another one? You don’t seem to have any malicious intentions… Why are you hiding? Come on out.”


She motioned with her finger for me to come forward.

Ahenobarbus took a step towards her unconsciously.

Master.

Why are you here?

Why in this place?
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“Why are you hiding? Come out.” 

A man walked out from the darkness. 

‘That man…!?’ 

He was the one with that shocking status window I accidentally opened before coming to this desert.

Imperator Claudius Ahenobarbus

Title: Founder Emperor, Tyrant, Lord of Power 

LV 375 

Occupation: None 

In the current state of Rudera, titles aren’t given out yet, so only those who have accomplished great feats in reality to the extent that others recognize them as such hold titles in their status window. 

The Dragon Lord was one, and so was the Demon King.

The Founder Emperor, with the name Ahenobarbus. 

No doubt about it, he’s the first emperor of the empire.

The tyrant who was said to be dead. 

He’s actually alive? 

No, more importantly, even if he is alive, why is he playing this game? 

Wait a minute. 

That man was on the first floor of the Tower of Labyrinths until a moment ago. 

Him being here means he followed us? 

Why? 

Did he discover my identity? 

I recalled the various powers I used in the desert. 

… No way. 

No, it can’t be. 

Neither the Dragon Lord nor the Demon King knows that I am the GM, the owner of this world. 

Even though I assigned the Demon King the role of community manager and gave her various tasks, she never met me, so she wouldn’t be able to recognize me.

But to see an avatar with the appearance of my true self using the powers of a GM. 

And such a transcendent being, at that. 

I felt cold sweat running down my back. 

What is your purpose for being here, Founder Emperor?

While I was tense, waiting for him to speak.

“……” 

He just stood there with his mouth open, staring blankly at Solaris. 

“What’s with that look, like you’re seeing a lost lover. It’s creepy for a grown man.” 

She grimaced in disgust. 

“Is he someone who got caught in the desert pit like us?” 

“Is he from the empire? He looks like he reeks.” 

Wald and Perizet didn’t seem to care much about him.

Probably because he was hiding his power completely, so to them, the Founder Emperor Ahenobarbus

—let’s call him Balbari because his name is too long

—anyway, Balbari only looked like a swordsman of Wald’s level. 

“Anyway, it’s nice to finally meet other entrants. Nice to meet you.” 

Solaris began the main story according to the setting I had previously prepared. 

This was the start of the main storyline penetrating the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinths. 

“This place is the demon’s lair, Pandemonium.”

“Pandemonium?” 

“Yes. Have you heard of it? Well, to be exact, it’s just one branch that split off from the massive Pandemonium.”

The third floor of the Tower of Labyrinths was one of the demon’s lairs that originated from the demon temple, Pandemonium. 

It was a temple meant to revive the evil god. 

Of course, since regular demons are too high-level for players to handle, I filled it with ordinary monsters except for one boss demon. 

Still, there were so many of them that players who reached this place were struggling to clear a path. 

At the centre of this demon temple was a weakened great demon conducting a ritual to revive the ancient evil god. 

The main quest was to defeat the great demon and stop the ritual before the revival was completed. 

“…That’s the situation. So we need to defeat the demon quickly and prevent the revival of the evil god.” 

“Hold on.” 

“…” 

After Solaris finished explaining the setting I had prepared, Balbari, who had been standing blankly, opened his mouth. 

“We haven’t heard your introduction yet. Who are you? How do you know all this, and why are you here?” 

“Oh dear, I got so excited I forgot to introduce myself. As I mentioned earlier, I am Solaris, an envoy sent by the god of this world to stop the revival of the evil god.” 

“…?” 

I didn’t write this line. 

Since I can’t prepare every single line for all NPCs, I leave all but the most important dialogues to be managed autonomously. 

The NPCs act based on the settings given to them.

Solaris must have made that response on her own judgment. 

Strictly speaking, she is my envoy. 

She explains the story I created. 

“I couldn’t stop the revival of the evil god on my own, so I was waiting for someone to reach this place. After a long wait, I’ve finally met companions to stop the ritual!”

“Then before that…” 

Balbari tried to ask another question after hearing Solaris’s answer. 

But Solaris raised her hand to stop him. 

“I’ll allow personal questions later. Right now, the revival of the evil god is imminent. Let’s stop the ritual first, then I’ll answer. Follow me.” 

She turned around and started walking forward. 

“…Damn.” 

Balbari followed her. 

“The revival of the evil god… Where the hell are we?”

Wald muttered in shock at what he had just heard.

“Haha, indeed.” 

I didn’t expect to come here with a friend either. 

“To meet the GM’s envoy… the messenger of God…!”

Meanwhile, Perizet looked enthusiastic. 


“It’s a chance to defeat the evil god with the envoy of God! Let’s go quickly!” 

“Hey! Wait!” 

She grabbed both of us and dragged us after Solaris.

“Haah!” 

Slash 

Boom Solaris’s sword energy cut through all the monsters blocking our path. 

“Wow, she’s really strong. As expected of someone sent by a god.” 

“Ah, great GM.” 

Wald and Perizet admired the scene. 

“…” 

Balbari silently watched the scene. 

“Uh… Excuse me.” 

Wald tried to talk to him. 

“…” 

Balbari didn’t respond. 

“Excuse me?” 

Balt got closer and waved his hand in front of Balbari’s face. 

“We’re allies fighting to defeat the evil god. Let’s at least introduce ourselves. I’m Wald.”

“…What?” 

Then he grabbed Wald’s arm tightly. 

“Ouch!” 

“Get lost. I don’t have the time to deal with you right now.” 

He let go of Wald’s arm and approached Solaris, who was wiping her sword after defeating the monsters. 

As soon as he released Wald, Wald clutched his grabbed hand and returned to us with an embarrassed expression. 

“Seems like he doesn’t want to talk. Maybe he’s the shy type?” 

That might be possible… 

He was talking to Solaris. 

Just a while ago, he was standing there blankly staring at her… 

Why is that? 

Could it be… did he fall in love with an NPC? 

Though Solaris is indeed created from an asset that Carthesia handed over, which I meticulously worked on.

If we keep going, it should become clear. 

I followed Solaris with my party.

A woman in the form of a master. 

She introduced herself as the GM’s agent, but her voice, intonation, appearance, and personality were all exactly like the master’s. 

I thought she had disappeared into the cycle of reincarnation after that day. 

I had wandered through many dimensions to find her…

To think I’d meet her like this. 

“Did you say your name was Solaris? Where are you from?” 

“……I told you we could talk about trivial things after the ritual.” 

Solaris, who was sheathing her sword after defeating the monsters, replied. 

“We need to know a bit about each other to fight in sync, don’t you think?” 

“…Sigh. I suppose there’s no choice.” 

Seeing that this time Ahenobarbus didn’t seem to back down, Solaris sighed deeply as if resigned. 

“I’ll tell you. Actually, I have no memory.” 

“…You have no memory?” 

***

‘Does that mean she forgot all our memories together?’ 

I had a hunch when she didn’t recognize me, but hearing it directly was a shock beyond words. 

“Yes. I was drifting somewhere in the sea of dimensions, having lost my memory, when the GM saved me. And made me his agent.” 

“…” 

So the GM saved her when she was cast out of the cycle of reincarnation, drifting between dimensions. 

He had been convinced that Solaris was the reincarnation of his master for some time. 

Damn it. 

What should I do? 

Though I finally met her, whom I had longed to see again, I was so confused I didn’t know what to do.

***

Boom! 

Solaris’s strike split the massive door blocking the temple entrance. 

Had we come through another route, we would have had to face thousands of monsters to reach the boss room, but thanks to the hidden entrance, we arrived quickly and easily. 

“Phew. We’re here.” 

She turned around. 

“I’ve cleared all the monsters blocking our way. Only one demon performing the ritual remains. Though it’s a high-ranking demon, it’s wounded and has lost its power, so we can defeat it. Are you all ready?” 

“Yeah! Let’s take down this evil god or whatever!” 

“I’ll do anything for the GM!” 

Wald and Perizet were full of enthusiasm. 

“Nothing can stand in my way.” 

As Solaris turned her gaze in my direction, Balbari reluctantly responded. 

“Heh. Good. Let’s go.” 

We followed Solaris into the temple. 

-Foolish mortals! 

Boom! 

-How dare you enter this place! 

A massive two-headed eagle landed on the ground with a crash. 

The archdemon Quetzalcoatl, the final boss of the 66th Pandemonium on the 3rd floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth. 

“Haah!” 

With Solaris’s shout, her energy enveloped us all. 

“With the GM’s blessing upon us! Stop the resurrection of the evil god!” 

-How dare you! 

“Alright! Let’s do this!” 

“Praise the great GM! Forever and always!” 

Just as Wald and Perizet prepared to charge at the archdemon.

-The wrath of the evil god shall be upon you

—Ugh! 

Boom! 

Crunch! 

Something that fell from the sky smashed the archdemon to pieces. 

“…Huh?” 

“W-what!” 

Thud. 

The crushed Quetzalcoatl fell to the ground. 

“Now I understand.” 

Clank. 

The first emperor emerged from behind the archdemon’s remains, adjusting his gauntlet. 

Boom! 

As he stomped the ground again, immense energy radiated from him. 

The energy stormed out, engulfing everyone except Solaris. 

“Argh!” 

“Eek!” 

Wald and Perizet, caught in the storm, turned into white particles and vanished. 

They had died from the first emperor’s attack and logged out. 

On the other hand, I was unaffected because my avatar had the ‘instant death prevention’ trait. 

This trait nullified any attack that dealt more than my maximum HP in damage, a feature added to prevent accidental deaths during the game. 

“GM. Was your plan from the beginning to draw me here?” 

The first emperor glared at me with a distorted expression. 

…L? 

Me? 

“…!” 

The first emperor, bewildered, scooped up Solaris in a princess carry. 

“While enslaving my master…!” 

Uh, wait a second. I think there’s a misunderstanding… 

“I will reclaim my master from you here, GM!” 

Boom! 

The first emperor leaped high in anger. 


Whoa! 

I was so startled that I activated the emergency protocol.

Thunk! 

“Ugh!” 

The suddenly manifested shield repelled him.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Craftsman and Lover – 2


GM

God of Rudera 

How dare a mere mortal defy the natural order and wander through dimensions searching for his master!

Taking my master hostage to lure me in and then mocking me with this charade! 

Emperor Ahenobarbus felt his fury rising and unleashed an immense aura. 

A transcendent power that far surpassed the limits of a Grandmaster, reaching the realm of demigods. 

He had even slain gods during his journeys through various dimensions, so he did not fear the GM. 

“In this place, GM, I will reclaim my master from you!”

Thus, he charged at the GM with ferocity, swinging his fist. 

Thunk. 

“Ugh!” 

In the next moment, he found himself rolling on the ground. 

What was that? 

He was certain his fist had reached the GM just moments ago. 

He couldn’t comprehend the situation. 

It was as if the time between his punch and his rolling on the ground had been erased. 

“Ha… so, this is a god, huh.” 

This was different from when he had killed a god in the past. 

An attack that disregarded even his extremely developed perception. 

A strength befitting a god who governs multiple dimensions. 

Tap. 

“Then I will just give it my all!” 

Clenching his fists once more, he made a mighty leap.

After he was repelled, the shield protecting the GM vanished. 

‘It probably isn’t the type of power he can maintain indefinitely.’ 

It didn’t make sense that someone could always maintain a shield strong enough to repel his attack.

Thinking this, Ahenobarbus unleashed an onslaught towards the GM. 

In reality, the shield had disappeared because Albus had hastily deactivated the protocol out of fear that the Tower of Labyrinth might be deleted due to the emergency protocol, but Ahenobarbus was unaware of this. 

Boom! 

Boom! 

Boom! 

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang! 

The devastating attacks that could erase the very space they occupied were launched, but in the midst of the annihilation storm, the GM stood unaffected, as if the attacks had no impact on him. 

After a long barrage of attacks, the first Emperor distanced himself from the GM. 

“…Why.” 

In the past, the god he killed had been tattered by this attack, yet the GM seemed completely unscathed. 

Even though his attacks, which could now contain divine power after transcending human limits several times, the GM ignored all of them as if they didn’t exist. 

“Ha.” 

Crack. 

The first Emperor grabbed his opposite shoulder with one hand and rotated his arm. 

‘There is a difference in class.’ 

His strongest attack, imbued with divine power. 

Its destructive power rivalled that of a god, but it couldn’t reach the GM. 

‘Can I win?’ 

A sense of powerlessness. 

It was the same feeling he had when he glimpsed a colossal creature from an outer dimension during his travels. 

Defeat. 

An unfamiliar word surfaced in his mind. 

Shake. 

‘No.’ 

Since the day he lost her and vowed never to be defeated again, he had not lost a single time. 

Even the gods who looked down on mortals and tried to crush him for fun couldn’t withstand his fist. 

Raising his head, the first Emperor noticed Solaris looking at him and the GM with a worried expression.

-Ah? I didn’t intend to save you, though? You just happened to emerge from the burning basement after I wiped out the bandits occupying the village.’

-Teach you how to fight? Why should I?

Suddenly, memories of the past came flooding back.

Memories of her, now unreachable, but never forgotten.

“I can’t back down!” 

He clenched his fists tightly. 

-It seems you don’t suit the sword. Want to try using your fists?’

-Yeah! You’ve got talent!

-The strongest fist that never backs down… Did you name your gauntlet yourself? Pfft. Ah, sorry. No, I’m really sorry! Okay, okay! Stop, stop! Ahaha! 

“I can’t back down.” 

Standing up, he blocked the GM, as if trying to protect Solaris. 

He couldn’t lose her again because of his mistakes, the one who had sacrificed herself to protect him. 

“Can’t back down, huh. Is it because of that woman?”

Watching him, the GM spoke. 

“Didn’t you bring her here knowingly?” 

Ahenobarbus growled and replied. 

“Is that so.” 

‘I did put a lot of effort into creating that NPC, but I didn’t expect a player to fall in love with her.’ 

Albus pondered as he looked down at the first Emperor.

‘I was too scared to handle it properly until now, but he can’t harm me anyway. As long as I’m in Rudera, I’m safe. The problem is, this man holds a tremendous grudge against me.’ 

As long as he possessed absolute power in Rudera, nothing could go wrong, but since his current face matched his real one, there was no telling what the first Emperor might do to him when he returned to reality. 

A situation that had completely twisted due to repeated misunderstandings. 

‘He seems to have a victim mentality or delusional disorder to some extent.’ 

Even if he told the truth, it was unlikely the enraged man would understand. 


‘Is this really the first Emperor?’ 

His demeanour was so different from the great Emperor depicted in history books. 

Albus felt a headache coming on. 

How should he resolve this situation? 

Snap. 

‘Object coordinates changed.’ 

As the GM snapped his fingers, Solaris, who had been behind Ahenobarbus, suddenly found herself in the GM’s arms. 

“…What!” 

‘I have no choice. Could I play the boss role for a moment?’ 

Holding Solaris in his arms, Albus activated his power in succession. 

‘Map background change.’ 

Thump. 

An infinite space filled with countless stars. 

A fictional space that would decorate the final floor of the Tower of Labyrinth surrounded the first Emperor and the GM. 

“Then show me. Your true feelings for this woman.”

Clench. 

The GM tightened his grip on Solaris. 

“…You bastard!!!” 

-What? You want to establish a nation? Didn’t you enjoy adventuring with me? Why settle down suddenly?

He played the role of a king, something he was never meant to be, for her sake. 

-Wow… what’s this? You’ve become quite successful while I was away?

To provide a safe haven for her, he eliminated all the surrounding bothersome nations. 

-…Huh? Live together? Protect me? Geez, you’ve grown up a lot. Now you even say you’ll protect me. 

He erased the filthy nobles and mercenaries who targeted her. 

He could even give up this nation for her. 

-I’m sorry. I appreciate all you’ve done for me, but staying in one place isn’t really my style.

-And listen to this. How dare you, an apprentice, talk about protecting your master? You’re my disciple. If anyone is going to protect someone, it’s me who will protect you.

The day my master rejected me.

-How dare she refuse His Majesty and even strike him! Your Majesty! Shall I have the knights bring her in?’

-……No.

If only I had properly stopped my subordinate who wanted to bring her in.
‘

-Die, Emperor!

-No!

Stab

-Mas…Master! Why?

If only I hadn’t let my guard down and shown a weakness to the assassin. 

No, if only I hadn’t been so distracted by my master that I allowed the assassin to enter, things wouldn’t have turned out that way.

The first emperor closed his eyes.

It had been hundreds of years for this moment.

For her alone, I wandered through countless dimensions to find her after she saved me and lost her life, and then reincarnated.

Flash

BOOM

As he concentrated and opened his eyes, an enormous energy began to surge from his body.

After a long journey, he finally found her.

The one who saved me, raised me, protected me, and taught me. 

My first and last love.

The one who could have been my mother.

Now it’s my turn to protect her.

Clench

The fist she helped me create.

A fist that can only be used to protect her.

A fist that became strong for her.

If I don’t use it now, when will I ever use this fist?

Thud

A massive amount of divine energy condensed around Ahenobarbus.

BOOM

A deafening explosion reverberated from within him.

Ding

[LEVEL UP!]

[LEVEL 375 -> 526]

Ding

[Achievement Unlocked!]

[Union of Divine Power and Authority]

[Acquired Divinity]

Ding

[You are the first player to acquire divinity. A hidden reward has been granted, and a new class has been given.]

Numerous system messages appeared before his eyes, but he was too focused to notice them.

Wooo

The moment when a new god, the God of Fists, Ahenobarbus, was born in a human body.

……What? 

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

I felt a chill run down his spine as he watched the scene.

“Fine. I will grant you what you desire, O God of Rudera.”

Snap

“I will crush you and reclaim her!”

Boom

He launched himself towards the GM.

The space between him and the GM folded and shrank.

‘Master.’

Just as Ahenobarbus’s hand was about to reach the GM’s hand holding Solaris,

Thunk

“What!”

The GM caught Ahenobarbus’s fist with one hand.

Even though he had just acquired divinity, and an overwhelming aura of divine power was swirling around the first emperor, the GM received it without a scratch.

“Wh-why.”

On the other hand, the eyes of the first emperor, who had swung his power with the feeling that he could accomplish anything, were violently shaken.

Blocked?

My final strike, even after gaining divinity?

An overwhelming sense of helplessness engulfed him.

Will I lose you again, master…?

“Remarkable, child of man.”

Then the GM spoke.

“Please take care of this child.”

……?

Srrrng

Wrapped in a holy light, the GM’s figure disappeared.

Thunk

Ahenobarbus caught Solaris, who was falling in midair as the GM vanished.

As the GM disappeared, the surroundings returned to the temple of the evil god.

I couldn’t even leave a scratch on him with all my might.

Instead, he could have torn me apart.

But why did he give me Solaris and leave?

Why did he say to take care of her?

The first emperor’s mind became exceedingly complex.

“Hmmm….”

At that moment, Solaris, held in his arms, opened her eyes.

“Mas-Master!”

Blank stare

The first emperor panicked at the sight of Solaris, but she just gazed at him with clear eyes.

……I see.

“You forgot.”

In the process of reincarnating through the cycle of life, she lost her memories.

No wonder she doesn’t remember me.

Just as he bit his lip in bitter realization,

Flick

“Foolish disciple.”

!!!!!

Solaris flicked him on the head.

“Doing such dangerous things…. Didn’t I tell you not to?”

The scolding from his master that he longed to hear.

He didn’t realize it when she was there, but once she was gone, he missed it painfully.

“Master…! No way!”

“Yes, foolish disciple. I remember everything now.”

“Massterrr!”

The first emperor cried like a child as he hugged his long-lost master tightly.

“Haaaaaah!”

The grown-up god’s sobs echoed through the grand temple.

Now he understood.

The true reason the GM lured him here.

Why he acted as his enemy.

To draw out his true feelings and form divinity.

To restore his master’s memories.

“To think he played the role of the villain for me and my master… No, for us.”

The GM never looked down on him as a mere mortal from the beginning.


It was all done to ensure a proper reunion with his master.

“O GM, why…!”

It was the moment a new faith in the GM was born.

“Ahhh! I need to log out quickly!”

Meanwhile, the GM hurriedly tried to log out, worried that his friends might think it strange that he was late.



 
  
    Chapter 16: Craftsman and Lover – 3


After barely managing to explain the reason for my late logout from the world of Rudera to Wald, I returned to my room and contacted Carthesia.

“So, he was your disciple?”

“That’s right. To be precise, he was a human child I took in during one of my playful adventures.”

“To think that the first emperor of the Empire was raised by Carthesia…”

Apparently, Carthesia once roamed the continent as a wandering swordsman for fun. 

During that time, she picked up a scruffy kid from a village that had been burned down by bandits. 

That kid turned out to be Ahenobarbus, the first emperor of the Empire.

I had merely used the memories that Carthesia had passed on as assets to model NPCs, but it just so happened that one of those models was the form of Carthesia as a wandering swordsman, who was the teacher of the first emperor. 

What a coincidence…

It felt as if someone had orchestrated it on purpose, it was such a series of unfortunate coincidences.

• When Carthesia found the first emperor, she originally intended to leave him behind. 

However, on a whim, she decided to do something a little different for this adventure and took him in as her disciple.

At first, she thought he was just a somewhat talented child, so she taught him how to wield a sword. 

Before she knew it, he had surpassed the level of a master, gathered a following, and founded a nation.

-I had only taught him how to fight to keep up the wandering swordsman persona during my adventure, and I didn’t give him any other help.

So, he really founded an empire from nothing?

… I thought he was a delusional madman, but he turned out to be quite an extraordinary human.

“But why isn’t there any mention of this wandering swordsman in the Empire’s history?”

“Well, that’s complicated to explain…”

Carthesia paused for a moment before continuing.

-After he subjugated the surrounding countries and declared the establishment of the Empire, on the day of his coronation, he came to me. He said he could protect me with his power. That nothing would dare to harm his master. He wanted us to live together in the Empire.

To protect his beloved master, he founded a country, and that wasn’t enough, so he conquered neighbouring nations. 

He ascended to the throne and wanted to live together.

It’s a very romantic story.

If only that master hadn’t been a polymorphed dragon.

-For someone like me who wanders for fun, living together wasn’t worth considering. Besides, he was a lesser being, not an equal to me. I never once saw him as a man.

I guess this is how it looks from a dragon’s perspective.

From a dragon’s point of view, even a disciple met during an adventure would be akin to an NPC in a game.

-But Albus, you are different. I don’t think of you that way. Anyway, to continue the story, the night I refused his offer, some of his loyal subordinates tried to capture me. From their perspective, an unknown woman was controlling their lord, which must have been unacceptable.

As subjects of the Empire, their actions make some sense.

To them, the superhuman emperor being manipulated by an unknown woman must have been intolerable. 

For the sake of the Empire’s stability, dealing with her would have been the best course of action.

Again, if only that woman hadn’t been a polymorphed dragon.

“So, what happened?”

-Those insignificant beings dared to touch me and tried to kidnap me, so I erased them.

… Talking with a dragon always feels surreal.

Is it because I’m conversing with a being that far surpasses humans?

-But at the same time, I realized that as long as my disciple was on the throne, these incidents would keep happening. I wouldn’t be able to enjoy my adventures. It was time to end this adventure and move on to the next one.

I can picture it.

Carthesia, with her personality, would have staged a grand finale to end her adventure as a wandering swordsman, which led to the emperor never forgetting his master.

-There was a perfect event for the finale—a spy from a destroyed kingdom disguised as a servant was biding their time near my disciple.

What?

-So, I went back to my disciple after punishing his subordinates and confronted him about their actions. Of course, this was to provoke the spy into making an assassination attempt.

Wait a minute.

Does that mean…?

-He was shocked by my words, creating an opening, and the spy took the chance to attack him. I blocked the attack with my polymorphed body.

I heard Carthesia’s satisfied laughter through telepathy.

-A wandering swordsman sacrificing their life to protect the emperor—it was a grand and beautiful end to the adventure.

This dopamine-addicted dragon!

You created a tragic, obsessive, dark drama!

That’s why the emperor ended up the way he did!

After that incident, he searched for ways to revive the dead. 

He must have been desperate to bring back the wandering swordsman. 

It was impossible since the person never really existed.

Obsessed with reviving the dead, he eventually disappeared. 

Without properly passing on his legacy, one of his subordinates took the throne. 

The new emperor erased all records of the wandering swordsman and the first emperor’s final moments to protect the legitimacy of the Empire.

So that’s how it was.

That’s why there’s no proper record of the first emperor’s actions after declaring the Empire.

“Then, what happened to that emperor after he disappeared?”

-I don’t know. He might have lost his life dabbling in dangerous forbidden magic. I lost interest once the adventure ended.

… Dragon. 

Once the adventure ended, you really didn’t care about the first emperor at all.

Is that how humans are to dragons?

“Is that why you became the guardian dragon of the Empire?”

-That has nothing to do with him. To be precise, it’s unrelated to that adventure. But why are you suddenly asking about him?

I wondered if I should tell Carthesia about what happened with the first emperor.

… No.

It’s better if the first emperor continues to mistake that NPC Solaris for the reincarnation of his master than knowing this sad truth.

“Ahaha. Well, you see, I was thinking about new content to add to Rudera. I thought using a historical figure like the first emperor would be interesting, so I asked about it.” 

-Is that so? Unfortunately, it would be best not to use his story. Even though he’s been dead for a long time, using his story without permission might upset a lot of people.

“Of course, I understand. That’s why I’ve only used fictional characters, but they still get confused with reality. Especially with big figures like the Demihuman King and the first emperor. I really don’t know anymore.”

When the first emperor was convinced that I was the GM and that I was using Solaris to lure and persecute him, I had a big dilemma. 

How could I unravel this tangled mess? 

Then I had a flash of inspiration. 

Since he was already misunderstanding, I decided to make him misunderstand even more. 

I decided to act as a god who takes on the role of the villain. 

I provoked him further with Solaris, as if I wanted him to awaken. 

I acted as a testing god, pretending to take his lover Solaris away from him and then returning her. 


It was a plan I came up with on the spot, and since I had never acted before, there were many awkward parts. 

But judging by the first emperor’s final reaction, it seemed to have worked to some extent. 

The problem is that Solaris isn’t really his mentor, the Wandering Swordsman, reincarnated, and she doesn’t have her memories… 

Oh well, I did everything I could. 

If things go wrong, I’ll ask for Carthesia’s help. 

…But didn’t the first emperor already awaken his divine power? 

Can Carthesia really win? 

***

“Glory to Deus!” 

Flash. 

On the third floor of the Labyrinth Tower. 

A woman with a holy aura shouted loudly among the paladins surrounded by countless monsters. 

From her, an immense wave of divine power erupted.

“Kiieeeek!” 

The monsters hit directly by the divine power melted away. 

“Phew. Thank you for your hard work, Saint.” 

The paladin wiped the sweat from his forehead and spoke to the Saint, Eclesia, who had performed the miracle. 

“Thanks to you, Saint, it’s much easier to advance! But is it alright for you to help us here?” 

The Saint had come to the academy to find the protagonist of the goddess’s oracle. 

She was supposed to search the academy for the oracle’s protagonist, but due to the sudden appearance of the Labyrinth Tower, she was unable to fulfil the goddess’s special command and was supporting the paladins instead. 

“I will support you only until the goddess’s knights establish a foothold here in the Labyrinth Tower. Once I determine that we’re on track, I will return to my mission.” 

“I see! Thank you so much, Saint. May Deus’s blessing be with you forever!” 

As the paladin and the Saint conversed, Boom, boom.

An enormous wave emanated from the Evil God’s Hall in the centre of the third floor of the Labyrinth Tower. 

It was the aftermath of the birth of a god and the clash of divine powers between the GM and Ahenobarbus.

“What, what’s this!” 

“This is… ugh!” 

Eclesia, who had sensed the wave, suddenly grabbed her head and fell to her knees. 

“Are you alright, Saint!” 

“Kyaa!” 

Numerous scenes replayed in her mind. 

Memories of long years flowed into her mind. 

“Saint!” 

The paladin barely managed to catch the collapsing Saint. 

“Hah… hah… hah…” 

Finally, the headache subsided, and she panted heavily.

“Are you alright?” 

Ding.

[The 66th Pandemonium on the third floor of the Labyrinth Tower has been cleared by player ‘Ahenobarbus’ and three others.] 

“So that wave just now was the clearing of the floor.”

The paladin muttered as she looked at the floating system window. 

“…Husband.” 

“What? What did you say?” 

“We must find… Albus!” 

“Al…bus?” 

“Yes! As soon as possible!” 

She regained the memories of the future. 

Or should it be called returning to the past? 


Now that she’s back in the past, there’s no time to waste. 

She must find him quickly. 

The last hope against the most terrible disaster god, GM, who will destroy the continent in the future. 

Her one and only beloved husband, with whom she whispered words of love. 

The Hero Albus.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Sir


The Tower of Labyrinth, 3rd floor.

On the path to the temple in the centre, dozens of players formed a phalanx, facing the oncoming horde of monsters. 

“Will you be defeated by those lowly republic scum? Show the greatness of the Empire! Prove the imperial spirit that the first emperor demonstrated!” 

“We cannot lose to the Empire! Let’s show the power of freedom!” 

As their battle raged on.

Ding

[The 66th Pandemonium on the 3rd floor of the Tower of Labyrinth has been cleared by player ‘Ahenobarbus’ and three others.] 

“……?” 

“Sigh… Are we too late again?” 

The notification of the clear, which appeared before the players’ eyes, sapped their will to fight.

[The ownership of the 66th Pandemonium is granted to player ‘Ahenobarbus’ who made the greatest contribution to the main quest.] 

“Ahenobarbus………? Ha. There’s a person daring to impersonate the name of our great first emperor?” 

“Ha, that’s funny. So, this much-vaunted lineage and nobility can be so easily ignored and trampled upon.”

“What? You dare to speak like that?” 

“I said it all, didn’t I?” 

“Fine, I’ll personally show the lowly republic scum the nobility of blue blood here!” 

“An outdated old man should experience the freedom of the new age.” 

Just as Count Schmidt and Executor Leighton were about to clash. 

Ding

[Due to player ‘Ahenobarbus’ decision, all maps within the 66th Pandemonium will be closed to players.]

[The expulsion of currently logged-in players will begin.]

[5]

[4]

[3] 

“What? Expulsion?” 

“………It seems that this race’s winner, unlike the Demihuman King, is not merciful.”

[2]

[1] 

Flash 

As the countdown ended, all players connected to that floor were expelled to the 1st floor of the Tower of Labyrinth in a burst of white light. 

Only one player remained on the 3rd floor. 

“I can’t let anyone else interfere with my and my master’s sanctuary.” 

The new master of the 3rd floor dismissed the interface screen floating in the air. 

“Not only have you reminded me of my master, but you’ve also handed over an entire dimension where I can be alone with my master who can’t escape this world. How can I repay this grace?” 

Ahenobarbus turned and walked toward the room where his master was waiting. 

“I praise you. My god.” 

***

Creak 

Near the dormitory, at a restaurant, I took a table with Wald to have breakfast and ordered two bowls of soup.

The food arrived, but Wald, unlike his usual self, was listlessly stirring his soup. 

Well, I could somewhat understand why he was feeling down. 

“……Hey, my friend.” 

“What.” 

“What do we do.” 

“What do you mean, what do we do? We wait for 3 days.” 

“Ugh, how do I wait! How can I endure 3 days without Rudera!” 

Wald clutched his head with both hands and screamed.

Death in Rudera imposes penalties on players. 

Since having no penalties for death would ruin the game, I implemented a system inspired by virtual reality games from my previous life. 

Generally, upon death, there’s a slight decrease in experience points and a 24-hour login restriction. 

If you die with a high chaotic score, additional penalties apply. 

And since the Tower of Labyrinth is endgame content in Rudera, those penalties are harsher. 

Dying there results in a 3-day ban from accessing Rudera. 

When the first emperor, Balbari, ambushed and killed Wald, it caused him to be unable to access Rudera for 3 days. 

“Ah, I want to play Rudera!” 

“Don’t shout, you idiot.” 

“Ugh…” 

Seeing the penalty first-hand, Wald was reduced to this pitiful state. 

I thought he was obsessively attached to Rudera, but being unable to play it for just a few days broke him.

“I’m gonna kill that bastard! I didn’t even do anything!”

Killing, huh. 

It was quite an extreme statement, but it probably meant PK (player killing) within the game. 

Well, even if it’s within the game, killing the first emperor is impossible. 

A level above 500 signifies a fully formed divinity.

Although it’s a level achievable only within Rudera that I created, the last time I saw Balbari, he had obtained the perfect power of a god. 

Even his master, Carthesia, would be no match for him, as she was still confined to the limits of mortality. 

Even the Demon King and Dragon Lord fall short of his power. 

Wald, who hasn’t even surpassed level 100, the Master’s barrier, stands no chance against him. 

“Hey, didn’t you see that guy take down a high demon in one blow? He’s on a different level. Plus, he conquered the 3rd floor of the Tower of Labyrinth. Just think of it as bad luck and forget about it.” 

“But… but……!” 

Wald’s eyes welled up with tears. 

Ugh. 

I don’t want to see the face of a guy, especially one with a golden face, crying like this. 

“Albus⋯⋯⋯ aren’t you angry? You can’t play Rudera either, right?” 

“Well, yeah.” 

I answered while slightly averting my gaze. 

Unlike him, I hadn’t died from the first emperor’s attack, so I could freely access Rudera. 

Moreover, even if I had died, I could nullify the penalty with my authority. 

However, to avoid Wald’s suspicion, I had claimed that I also died then, making him believe I couldn’t play Rudera either. 


At the moment, though, I had more urgent matters than Rudera. 

Buzz 

I felt an alien force swirling in my hand.

Originally, the only power I could wield was magic. 

That would have been my limit, but for some reason, after that incident yesterday, upon logging out, this strange energy began to manifest through my hands of its own accord. 

It’s definitely coming from my body, but I can’t control it with my will. 

Before logging into Rudera, I need to figure out what this power is. 

“Here you are.” 

That’s when Perizet appeared. 

“Perizet ? Why are you here?” 

“Did you get back safely last night?” 

Wald  asked her a question, but she ignored him and spoke to me. 

“Uh… well, I just died and got kicked out.” 

“I see. I also got expelled from that world after dying.”

Perizet  nodded. 

“Hey! Why are you ignoring me?” 

“…Hm? Oh, the smelly human. You were here too.” 

“It’s Wald! We went on an adventure together yesterday! How could you forget?” 

“Albus. Unfortunately, yesterday’s pilgrimage was a failure. We were thrown to a completely different place during our journey and had a new adventure there. It must be the will of the GM. So I thought. Why did the GM guide us that way? Why did he allow us to experience such a death?” 

“Hey! Don’t ignore me!” 

Wald kept shouting, but Perizet ignored him and continued speaking. 

“And the answer came to my mind. Considering the GM’s omnipotence, it is clear that this is his will.” 

‘Huh? What? Omnipotence? Me?’

This woman. 

She’s seriously mistaken. 

“Originally, our bond would have ended upon reaching the GM’s sanctuary. The fact that we were prevented from doing so means we were commanded to stay together.” 

…? 

No, how does that make sense? 

“So, I look forward to working with you, Albus.” 

Perizetextended her hand to me. 

“Uh… sure.” 

Before I knew it, I shook her hand in response. 

With her powerful strength as a Sword Master and her status as a direct descendant of the Demihuman King, refusing her didn’t seem like a wise option. 

There was no harm in getting along with her. 

In fact, it would be advantageous. 

As long as she doesn’t find out that I’m the GM, she’s the perfect ally to have. 

Of course, she seems a bit mentally unstable, but considering most strong people are somewhat broken, she’s actually not that bad. 

“Hah. The GM’s will? She’s just smitten with Albus and is making excuses to hang out with him… Ugh!” 

Wald, who had been speaking nonchalantly with his arms crossed, suddenly grabbed his stomach and doubled over. 

“Shut up.” 

“Gah, violent… woman…!” 

Judging by the pained expression on his face, Perizet must have struck Wald’s stomach swiftly while I wasn’t even aware. 

Flap flap Perizet’s face turned red, and her ears began to twitch, indicating that she was quite angry. 

Jingle 

“Crazy…” 

“Saint?” 

“Why are you here?” 

At that moment, there was a commotion near the restaurant’s entrance. 

“What’s going on? Who came? This is the academy, so it must be someone significant to cause such a reaction.”

Wald  turned his head, seemingly having recovered a bit.

And then he froze. 

If even he was surprised, it must be a high-ranking noble. 

Probably just a noble, nothing more. 

Could they be more surprising than Perizet in front of me? 

She’s the Demihuman king’s daughter. 

As I thought this and turned my head.

“I found you!” 

A holy, blonde beauty was looking at me with a bright smile. 

“My beloved!” 

…? 


Cling 

“I missed you, my beloved!” 

Before I could realize it, I was enveloped in a warm, tender embrace. 

A beautiful woman I had never seen before was hugging me. 

Who, who are you?



 
  
    Chapter 18: Miracle of Abundance


At the same moment Albus was facing the saintess

A bustling race was underway on the newly opened fourth floor of the labyrinth tower.

Whoosh!

With a white flash, a group of armored humans appeared.

“…First the desert and caves, now the jungle.” 

Muttered Schmidt, the leader of the empire’s strongest guild, Royal Knights, as he touched his slick hair.

A tower, unnaturally massive against the jungle backdrop, could be seen ahead. 

It appeared to be the focal point of the main quest on this floor. 

So, they had to reach that tower first. 

Seeing the densely packed tropical trees spread out before him, he thought their journey ahead wouldn’t be easy.

“But we can’t fail this time” 

He resolved.

They had already tried hard to conquer the second and third floors, yet they hadn’t gained ownership of either world. 

They had only managed to collect some monster drop items and experience points. 

Considering they had deployed the empire’s top players, their achievements were meagre.

“His Majesty the Emperor trusts us. No matter what, we must bring new territory to the Emperor!”

They couldn’t disappoint the Emperor any longer. 

Given the trust and support they had received from His Majesty, he felt it wasn’t enough even if he gave his all.

He vowed to bring a gift to His Majesty from the fourth floor of the labyrinth tower!

With strong determination, they hunted monsters in the jungle and pushed straight toward the tower for half a day.

“Huff… huff…”

When would this end? 

Why did it seem endless? 

Even though he had surpassed the master’s wall and entered the realm of superhumans, just moving forward in this jungle was draining his energy. 

But he couldn’t stop. 

They had to achieve results…!

“Your Excellency! It might be better to rest a bit! The entire knight order is exhausted!”

Despite his desperate effort to move forward, his lieutenant called out to him from behind. 

When Schmidt turned around, he saw the knights of his guild, the Royal Knights, sprawled on the ground. 

Even though he had reached the level of a sword master, other knights couldn’t possibly endure this arduous advance.

“…Is that so? There’s no choice. Speed is important, but preserving combat power is crucial.” 

Schmidt reluctantly ordered a rest.

“Ah! We’re saved!”

“His Excellency is the best!”

The knights cheered and lay down on the ground.

“…Good grief. How am I supposed to spread the empire’s glory with these weaklings.” 

Schmidt chuckled.

“Your Excellency, that’s too harsh. You managed because you’re a master; it’s impossible for us.”

“That’s right, Your Excellency!”

“Well, then you need to train more to make up for your lack.” 

Schmidt joked easily with his knights, showing how casually he interacted with them.

Trickle, trickle.

“…?”

At that moment, Schmidt’s keen senses picked up a refreshing sound.

“Wait a moment. This sound…,”

“Your Excellency? Where are you going?” 

The lieutenant called out as Schmidt headed further into the jungle. 

Pushing through more trees, he discovered a small spring.

“Yes! This is it!” 

He couldn’t resist and stripped off his armour, diving straight into the spring.

Splash!

A big splash and Schmidt emerged with a refreshed look on his face.

“This is it!”

The spring water washed away the sweat covering his body from the oppressive humidity.

“Ah!”

Schmidt, bare-chested, slowly walked out of the spring.

He was met by his lieutenant, who had rushed to follow him.

“Your Excellency? You suddenly ran off! I thought something happened!”

“Oh, sorry. I couldn’t resist when I heard the sound of this spring.” 

Schmidt replied sheepishly, trying to touch his head again.

“…Huh? Your Excellency!”

At that moment, the lieutenant’s eyes widened in disbelief.

“Hmm? What is it?” 

Schmidt’s hand reached his head, and rustle.

An impossible yet nostalgic sensation tickled his hand.

“This can’t be…”

“Your Excellency’s hair!”

Schmidt hurriedly turned around and reflected his head on the surface of the spring. 

Rustle, rustle. 

He could see it. 

The beautiful fullness he had only briefly experienced in dreams. 

“Could this spring water be…?” 

“Your Excellency, this might be…” 

“No, we can’t be sure.” 

While the elixir in Rudera can affect reality, it’s not absolute. 

This dreamlike fullness might not carry over to reality.

“Lieutenant.” 

“Yes, Your Excellency.” 

“Please take care of the knights for a moment. I need to check this in reality.” 


Leaving the scene during a race that’s a matter of imperial pride. 

A normal lieutenant would have to stop him, but he couldn’t. 

Serving Count Schmidt for decades, he knew this situation was more critical to the Count than any other wish. 

The lieutenant could only nod, tears welling up in his eyes as Schmidt logged out. 

Holding his wildly beating heart, Schmidt raised a hand to his head. 

And then, Rustle. 

He could witness a miracle. 

“Ha… how did this happen?” 

***

In the most secret place in the palace, accessible only to the Emperor. 

Inside, the Emperor felt a throbbing headache as he clutched his balding head.

The strongest man in imperial history, who had surpassed mortal limits with his human body, the first Emperor Ahenobarbus. 

When he returned to the continent, his heart beat with respect for him. 

Meeting her 20 years ago was too brief, and this time he planned to properly seek his teachings. 

“Hehehe… food today…?” 

The strongest Emperor lay with a Rudera connection device on his head, wearing a stupid expression. 

“This is our first Emperor?” 

He had crossed countless dimensions in a human body and even defeated gods from other dimensions. 

His achievements were so great that no mythic human could compare, yet he looked like a regressed old fool.

Though his physical appearance seemed to be in his twenties, younger-looking than the bald Emperor.

“Ugh… Aheno wants candy…” 

It was still unbearable. 

“What on earth are you doing inside, Ancestor?” 

The Emperor closed his eyes tightly. 

He, too, had experienced Rudera. 

A paradise-like space where neither death nor loss exists. 

A place as sweet as the devil’s temptation, offering vast resources and power. 

Many strong individuals were said to be unable to escape Rudera… 

“This is too much…” 

Beep, beep, beep.  

At that moment, the Emperor’s emergency alarm magic activated. 

“Schmidt?” 

A special guild selected by imperial decree from the strongest players in the empire’s guilds. 

Thus, it was the guild the Emperor trusted most at present. 

Though the second and third floors of the Labyrinth Tower were occupied by the Demihuman King and the madman claiming to be the first Emperor respectively, Schmidt’s Royal Knights were the guild most likely to capture the fourth floor for the empire. 

“…It couldn’t be that madman, could it?” 

Surely, that madman who occupied the third floor of the Labyrinth Tower wasn’t doing such things after driving everyone out. 

The Emperor doubted it but trusted Schmidt enough to set up a direct contact hotline magic with him. 

When he activated the magic, Schmidt’s holographic face appeared before the Emperor. 

“I greet the absolute supreme of the Empire.” 

“Yes, it’s me. What’s the matter?” 

The Emperor received the call, hiding the first Emperor behind him. 

..? 

“Your hair…?” 

“You’ve noticed, Your Majesty!” 

The Emperor cherished Schmidt not only for his skills.

His thinning hair had been a growing concern. 


Even great mages of the Magic Tower and cardinals of the Holy Kingdom had no solution, saying even the gods couldn’t cure baldness. 

This worst worry made Schmidt’s similar condition more endearing to the Emperor. 

However, through the communication magic, Schmidt’s head did not shine as expected. 

“Your Majesty! I found it! There’s a miracle here!” 

The Emperor’s halted heart began to race again.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Lewd Divine Power Pouch


I escaped from Rudera immediately after returning. 

I wanted to see him as soon as possible. 

Could it be that he also returned like I did? 

“Uh? Could it be the Saint?” 

“Why is the Saint at the Academy?” 

I was in such a hurry that I forgot to cover my face. 

Due to the nature of the Academy, the students recognized my face very well, but such things didn’t matter to me right now. 

If I had truly returned to the past, he would be at the Academy. 

Though the Academy is vast, as long as she was connected to him by the string of destiny bestowed by Deus, there was no way she couldn’t find him. 

His aura, his scent, everything about him remained in her memory. 

Bang! 

“Crazy…” 

“Saint?” 

“Why are you here…!” 

The people eating inside were shocked when she burst through the door, but she didn’t see them. 

In this cafeteria… 

She could feel it inside. 

Yes, it’s here. 

She walked in with determined strides. 

“I found you!” 

She could see him. 

“My husband!” 

The one she longed to see so much. 

“I missed you, my husband!” 

She threw herself into Albus’s arms, hugging him tightly.

The dizzying and erotic scent that filled her nose. 

It was the scent of her beloved husband that she missed so much. 

“Oh, husband…” 

‘The Saint chosen by God is hugging a man and clinging to him outside.’ 

She was fully aware of the impact her actions would have on the witnesses, but at this moment, her reputation was the least of her concerns. 

What mattered was that she could meet her beloved husband again, whom she thought she’d never see again. 

That she could deeply inhale everything about him into her nostrils. 

Just that made her feel like she had fulfilled a lifelong wish. 

“Who, who are you?” 

Of course, he wasn’t exactly the perfect husband she knew, but.

“…Husband. Don’t you remember me?” 

She thought it was possible. 

It would have been best if he had returned too, but there was a chance she was the only one who did. 

She thought it was possible, but… 

Seeing that he didn’t remember her, her eyes welled up with tears. 

“Crazy… Albus. What is your relationship with the Saint?”

“…Saint? Wait a minute. The Saint I know? The most holy woman chosen by God on the continent? This woman in front of me?” 

But it’s okay. 

All the memories with him remain in her mind. 

Rather, she can create new memories with him again.

The fact that he is in front of her is more important.

“What did you do to make the Saint cry!” 

“No, I’ve never seen this person before!” 

I’m glad to see you again, husband. 

I don’t care about anything else as long as I have you…!

***

“So… you’re saying I had that kind of relationship with the Saint ?” 

Nod nod 

The blonde beauty nodded her head up and down vigorously. 

This beauty was my future lover. 

What on earth is she talking about? 

As the presence of the Saint who suddenly burst in during the meal began to draw excessive attention from the surrounding people, the Saint and I left the restaurant and headed to a secluded, remote area in the Academy. 

Some tried to follow us, but the Saint cast several holy spells, preventing anyone from following. 

Wald and Perizet wanted to come with me, but the Saint insisted on having a private conversation, so they left with regretful expressions. 

“…You had followers? Two of them. They are quite skilled, but… to someone who fought alongside my husband, this is nothing…!” 

Thinking we were finally alone, the Saint suddenly concentrated and cast several holy spells. 

“It’s done! Now no stray cats will be able to bother us!”

Though it was a sacred and beautiful smile, it somehow sent chills down my spine. 

Once we were alone and the atmosphere was quiet, the Saint began her story. 

“It might be hard to believe. Even I still can’t believe it after experiencing it. If I hadn’t smelled my husband’s scent and recharged my husband-power, I would still be doubting.” 

She said she returned from the future. 

“The God of Disaster GM tried to destroy the world. The entire continent united.” 

In that future, GM would bring about the end of the world. 

“My husband and I fought together. You were our last hope.” 

I fought against GM. 

I was the focal point. 

“It’s embarrassing, but we whispered love to each other in the midst of it.” 

She said we were lovers. 

“But we failed in the final battle. The world was erased, and a new one was recreated.” 

The allied forces of the continent were defeated by GM.

“My husband chose to sacrifice himself to protect me in the last moment.” 

And after my sacrifice to protect her, she returned to the present time. 

…What the hell is this nonsense. 

So, I sacrificed myself to protect this woman? 


No, no, before that, I was the last hope of the continent?

GM is a God of Disaster? 

I fought against that GM? 

I am the GM! 

I was so confused I didn’t know what to say. 

“I understand, husband. I was so confused when I first returned, that is, when I regained the memories of the future. But there’s not a single lie in what I said!” 

Uh… 

I think my confusion is a bit different from yours.

Judging from the reactions of Wald and Perizet, the woman in front of me seems to be the Saint Eclesia.

Which makes it even more confusing.

There’s no reason for a saint-like person to lie to me.

The only reason she would approach me is because I am the master of Rudera. 

However, if she knew that, she wouldn’t lie to me in this manner. 

It’s safe to assume there’s no chance she’s lying to me now. 

To confirm, I asked,

“Saint.”

“Yes, my lord!”

“You mentioned that we were lovers. What kind of relationship did we have?”

It was hard to believe that I was in a relationship with such an extraordinarily beautiful woman, even in a future nation. 

I wanted to know what she meant by “lover.” 

Was it the kind of relationship I was thinking of? 

Or just a bond formed out of necessity during a war? 

Or perhaps a political alliance?

Poof!

A sound burst from the saint’s bright red head.

“Uh, um, uh, well…”

She seemed strangely flustered.

Did I ask something wrong?

“I mean, Saint. What I’m asking is…”

Just as I was about to clarify my question.

“We slept together!”

She shouted, squeezing her eyes shut.

“What?”

We did what?

“Yes, yes! This is no lie, it’s the truth!”

She was trembling as if she had committed a great sin, feeling guilty.

***

Deep in the forest on the fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, there was a small spring. 

Noble and secret ripples danced on its surface.

“Puh!”

The Emperor’s face emerged above the water.

“As you said, the refreshing sensation flows through my entire body. It feels like I’m becoming younger.”

The Emperor slowly walked out of the spring.

Drip, drip.

Water trickled down his muscular, naked body, which revealed that despite being the absolute ruler of the empire, he never neglected his training.

“Look, Your Majesty.”

Count Schmidt, the guild master of the Royal Knights, who had been waiting for him to emerge, handed over a mirror item.

“Yes…”

The Emperor took the mirror from Schmidt and brought it to his face. 

His face was calm, but his hands were shaking violently.

His heart, unshaken by rebellion within the empire, was trembling now.

“Schmidt.”

“How is it, Your Majesty?”

“This… is a miracle.”

The Emperor’s face was filled with joy. 

The hair roots, known to be impossible to revive even by gods, had become lush and dense.

“It’s too early to be pleased. Check it once more in reality. I will guard your body within Rudera.”

“Yes, I should.”

Even when he won the competition for the throne, even when he inherited the throne from his predecessor, his heart had never trembled like this.

Flash.

Disconnecting from Rudera and returning to his original body, the Emperor rose.

Please.

Please let this not be a dream.

With a trembling heart, the Emperor walked slowly to the mirror.

That brief moment felt like an eternity.

Finally reaching the mirror, in his vision was…

“Oh, God.”

His head was filled with the dense hair he saw in Rudera, like a jungle.

Flash.

“You’ve returned, Your Majesty.”

Back in the Tower of Labyrinth, the Emperor saw Schmidt welcoming him.

“Schmidt.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Miracles do exist.”

The Emperor’s lips curved into a long, broad smile.

“I no longer need to wear a heavy crown!”

Hadn’t the crown grown larger to cover his receding hairline? 

In inverse proportion to the growing size of the crown, his self-esteem had dwindled. 

But today, there was no longer a reason to hide behind the crown. 

The Emperor felt a great sense of liberation.

“Congratulations, Your Majesty!”

Knowing the pain of losing his hair and how much the Emperor had worried over it, Schmidt genuinely shared in the joy.

“Schmidt.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Who knows the secret of this spring?”

“As of now, only Your Majesty, myself, my deputy, and a few knights of the Royal Knight Guild.”

“I see…”

The Emperor stroked his chin.

“You understand the value of this spring, don’t you?”

“Of course, Your Majesty.”

No one must know about it. 

This spring’s existence must remain a secret. 

However, we must not let any other faction take the fourth floor.

***

“No one can ever take it.” 

The Emperor declared. 


“Whatever it takes.”

“But Your Majesty… Using ‘that’… it would mean revealing the empire’s deepest secret.”

“This spring’s value is incomparable. We must make the fourth floor ours, even if it means using ‘that.'”

The Emperor’s face hardened with determination.

“Even if it means revealing the secret the empire has kept for centuries.”



 
  
    Chapter 20: Regressor and Regression Bot


The Saint… 

I’m still so confused.

Even without this, I was already overwhelmed by the events of the previous night with the first emperor inside Rudera, leaving me with so many things to check. 

And now, on top of all that, there’s the matter of the returned Saint…

I could feel a headache starting to form. 

According to her, we were lovers, but to me, she was someone I’d never met before. 

Despite her beauty, her status and exceptional looks made me feel like she was someone I shouldn’t even dare to be with, making her feel distant and unfamiliar.

So, she was still difficult for me to deal with.

“But why are you here?” 

“Hehe…”

The Saint was lying on my bed, hugging my arm.

“This is my room, you know.”

The academy had strict rules. 

One of them being that entering the dormitory of the opposite sex was strictly forbidden. 

Considering the age of the academy students, it was said that romantic relationships between the sexes were quite common. 

However, given the noble status of the academy students, any unfortunate incidents that could arise from such relationships needed to be prevented. 

Therefore, Lichten Academy had several rules to minimize romantic interactions between the sexes. 

Furthermore, there were magical protections in place to prevent the opposite sex from entering the dormitory.

Even my sister Adelina couldn’t enter this male dormitory because of such rules…

“How did you get in here?” 

“Hehe, such basic magic can’t stop me, you know? I was the one who fought alongside you until the very end!”

The Saint smiled brightly. 

Her pure and beautiful smile seemed capable of stealing the soul of any man who saw her.

However, I struggled to maintain my composure due to the warm and soft sensation I felt from my arm.

“After overcoming death and going back in time, I finally met you again. How could I possibly leave you now?”

The Saint looked up at me with wide eyes. 

I always thought I wasn’t very interested in women. 

Maybe I was wrong. 

Having such a beautiful woman approach me like this… 

I’d have to be crazy to push her away.

But the one she loved was not me, but a future version of me that I didn’t know. 

Could she really say she loved me?

Crackle

“Ah!”

At that moment, an unusual energy manifested from the hand of the arm the Saint was holding.

“S-sir…!” 

“Oh, Saint, this is…”

It seemed that, due to the Saint’s touch, I unconsciously used that power. 

It was a power that had suddenly appeared when I woke up this morning, and I didn’t yet know how to control it.

“You’re already using divine power!” 

“Divine power…?”

Divine power, the special power used only by gods. 

And the power bestowed by gods to priests or holy knights was called holy power. 

Generally, divine power could only be used by transcendent beings or deities. 

To possess divine power in itself meant that one had transcended mortal limits.

And yet, this power was divine power…?

“Isn’t divine power supposed to be used by gods?” 

“That’s right. Normally, a non-god being using divine power is forbidden. To be precise, it’s impossible without obtaining the status of a god.”

“But how…?” 

“In the previous timeline, you were able to use divine power as a human.” 

“…Me?” 

“Yes. That was the biggest reason why you were the only one who could oppose the GM and the last hope of the continent. In the previous timeline, you had power akin to a god.”

Me… a god? 

Within Rudera, I wield absolute authority and power, but in reality, aside from illusion magic, I have no other abilities, making me utterly powerless.

The idea that I could use the power of a god was unbelievable.

“More importantly, it should have taken more time for you to start using divine power. How could this have happened…?”

Has the future changed? 

Why?

The Saint muttered, furrowing her brow.

“Sir.” 

“Yes?” 

“I need to check something. Please wait for a moment. I’ll be back soon.”

With those words, the Saint got up.

“Bless, Miracle Bless, Sacred Minerva.”

She showered me with numerous blessings.

“Phew! With this, even the master won’t be able to touch you easily! So, sir, stay well until we meet again, alright?”

After wiping the sweat from her forehead, the Saint left.

I was left alone in my room.

“…That was like a storm.”

The Saint was my lover in the future… 

Would anyone believe it if they heard this?

More importantly…

“Divine power…”

I clenched and opened my hand again.

Crackle

The divine power sparked again.

I tried to control the power with my will, but it only caused sparks without moving.

“……This is harder than managing mana when I first learned magic.” 

Despite learning magic from the mage of the Magic Tower, I still couldn’t use it properly. 


Carthesia also tried to teach me magic, but no matter what she did, I couldn’t use any magic except for illusion magic.

“But unlike magic, there’s no one who can teach me how to use divine power.” 

I can’t ask a god how to use divine power. 

I don’t even know how to contact them in the first place.

Do I just pray?

“………Should I ask Carthesia?” 

I tried to contact Carthesia. 

Beep beep beep beep 

She was unreachable. 

Now that I think about it, she mentioned not being able to enjoy the Tower of the Labyrinth properly due to some dragon meeting. 

She must be deeply engrossed in Rudera right now.

Should I contact her inside Rudera? 

I put on the Rudera connector on my head. 

Flash 

After a moment of darkness, the vast sky of Rudera unfolded before me. 

I stood in the middle of that expansive sky and opened the administrator interface. 

Then dozens of screens floated in front of me. 

The GM account is the absolute ruler of this Rudea. 

From one place, I can see all the players’ information and observe anywhere within Rudera. 

So, I tried to check what Carthesia was doing.

“Wait a minute.” 

I realized there was someone in Rudera who could use divine power. 

The first emperor who awakened the power of the gods just the day before. 

Perhaps I could ask him how to handle divine power. 

Of course, considering our previous clashes, he might not be willing to tell me easily. 

Or he might find it strange that a god would ask such a thing. 

If that happened, my efforts to calm him down would have been in vain. 

‘Should I use Solaris?’ 

Since Solaris is an NPC I created, I can connect to her body. 

The first emperor has immense affection for Solaris, mistaking her for his mentor, so borrowing Solaris’ body to learn about divine power from him was also an option.

With the intention of checking the current situation of the first emperor, I activated the view of the third floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth. 

Flash 

The figures of Solaris and the first emperor appeared before me. 

“Dada dada da, waah! Food!” 

“Hehe, is it that delicious, my silly disciple?”

What am I seeing? 

The first emperor, who fought against a god to save the woman he loved, curled up like a baby, babbling. 

Who would believe that this is the same man? 

It’s possible for him to be like this, having reunited with the woman who raised him after hundreds of years and considering her his mentor, but…………… It’s only been a day. 

Is this even possible? 

I was so dumbfounded that I was at a loss for words. 

……? 

I didn’t notice because of the shocking sight of the first emperor. 

Solaris, stroking the first emperor’s head lovingly with affectionate eyes. 

Unbelievable. 

I never gave Solaris such a setting. 

Even if, by a series of coincidences, Solaris had memories of the time spent with Carthesia while she was with the first emperor, it doesn’t make sense for her to behave like that. 

Carthesia never loved the first emperor, not even once.

The current Solaris seemed to be the ideal wandering swordsman the first emperor desired. 

・・・・・・

‘How could this be?’ 

Most NPCs in Rudera move autonomously based on the settings I established. 

However, the current behaviour of Solaris was completely out of character. 

Did the first emperor use divine power to implant his ideal image into Solaris? 

No, that can’t be. 

He wouldn’t tamper with the mind of the woman he fought to protect, even against a GM. 

Then, could the Solaris NPC have evolved to act autonomously in this manner? 

Thinking it was a possibility, I opened the internal code that made up the Solaris NPC. 

“!?!?…….” 

Then, I discovered a code other than the settings I had inputted. 

It was like an artificially created memory, as if someone had inserted it to alter Solaris’ memory. 

***

“Did I get caught?” 

In the deepest abyss of Rudera, in a special area unknown even to Albus, a woman stood with dozens of screens in front of her. 

“He’s too quick-witted, as expected of the master.” 

She moved her fingers in the air. 

It was like the hands of a developer typing on a keyboard.

“Maybe I overdid it with the first emperor’s matter this time. I should have proceeded a bit more slowly, but I got greedy.” 

The woman, after finishing her typing, brought the screen showing Albus’ face into her embrace. 

Then she hugged it tightly as if it was precious. 

“More importantly, the Saint. I didn’t expect her to regress.” 

Was it due to the ripple effect of her returning to the past?

Or did the god she served send her back? 

“If considering the Saint as a variable, I need to adjust the plan a bit.” 

LV???? 

Ludera’s owner GM 

Thick letters floated above the woman’s head. 

The final boss of Rudera Season 1, the female entity ‘GM.’


“Just wait a little longer, master.” 

A remnant of the future that Albus created as an event but, against his intentions, wasn’t discarded and returned to the past, twisted her lips into a smile. 

“I’ll do whatever it takes to complete the master’s command. Once everything is over, I’ll come to see you again. So just wait a little longer.” 

My beloved… 

Creator.



 
  
    Chapter 21: Regression Complete! Perfect Empress!


Tower of Labyrinth, Fourth Floor.

Somewhere in the Jungle Standing before the Spring of Miracles, the Emperor took a small pendant from his pocket. 

“Oh great ancestors, your unworthy descendant seeks your help.” 

He infused the pendant with his magic and let go. 

Buzzz 

The pendant emitted a loud hum as it slowly floated into the air. 

Soon, it began to shine brightly, radiating a clear aura.

Gulp 

The Emperor swallowed nervously. 

The Emperor’s Pendant, the supreme treasure passed down through generations of emperors. 

It could only be used once and was the Empire’s secret weapon, only to be used in the direst of circumstances. 

It was believed that only an extreme crisis, akin to a war threatening the Empire’s fate, would justify its use… but the current situation left no choice. 

A spring that makes hair grow. 

No territory, no castle, no strategic point in the Empire could be more important than this. 

The Emperor closed his eyes tightly and decided to use this treasure, imbued with the spirit of the former Emperors. 

Surely the ancestors would accept this choice. 

Buzzz 

After a short while, the pendant stopped emitting its aura.

“……” 

A beautiful woman with sharp features slowly descended from the air. 

“I greet the former Emperor.” 

The Emperor knelt down and paid his respects to the Empress who had led the Empire to its zenith in the distant past. 

“……a descendant, is it?” 

“I am Ryan, the 27th Emperor.” 

“The 27th… a considerable amount of time has passed.”

Empress Lea She ascended the throne as the 17th Emperor, inheriting the Imperial throne as a woman. 

She was known in history as a conqueror who elevated the Empire from a mere regional power to the strongest nation on the continent. 

She was a ruler so powerful that the balance and politics of the continent were said to have been reshaped by her alone. 

After her natural death, before her soul returned to the earth, she split it and left a fragment within the pendant.

This was an extraordinary resurrection, an incomplete revival that could only last for half a day. 

Thus, she had left a message to her descendants to use the pendant only in extreme crises. 

“This is a jungle.” 

“Yes, it is a jungle.” 

“If you have summoned me, it must mean that the Empire is in crisis. But this jungle is not the Imperial capital. What is going on?” 

Lea furrowed her elegant brows. 

“We have summoned you, the former Emperor, due to an urgent matter requiring immediate attention for our Empire.” 

“Immediate attention, you say…” 

Snap 

Lea snapped her fingers, and behind her appeared a throne magnificently carved for the Empress. 

She lightly floated up and reclined sideways on the throne.

“Hmmm… it doesn’t seem that urgent.” 

A pipe had somehow appeared in her mouth. 

“More importantly, this is strange. I feel no depletion of my soul.” 

A resurrection spell that defied the natural order by using part of her soul as a medium. 

This spell maintained her presence by burning the soul as fuel, so normally, just existing should have depleted her remaining soul. 

But she felt no such depletion now. 

No depletion of the soul. 

That meant she could maintain this state of resurrection indefinitely. 

“Ah, that might be because this place is not the original continent but another world called Rudera.”

The Emperor’s face brightened. 

“In this world, the concept of death does not exist. To be precise, even if one dies, they can be revived without any loss. That must be why your soul is not depleting.” 

He had thought he could seek her help for only half a day, but with no soul depletion, he might be able to continuously receive her assistance in Rudera. 

“Rudera? Another world?” 

Though she had been a renowned strategist, the words pouring out of the Emperor were too unfamiliar for Lea to grasp the situation immediately. 

“Well…” 

The Emperor began to explain the emergence of Rudera, the appearance of the Tower of Labyrinth, the current state of the continent, and the reason for summoning Lea. 

“No need. I will see for myself.” 

Lea raised a hand to stop the Emperor. 

A magic circle formed in her palm. 

“This might sting a bit. I will look at your memories.” 

A moment later. 

“Hmm… so you summoned me just for this spring. Is that correct?” 

“Y-yes! Th-that is correct.” 

The Emperor maintained his posture with his hands behind his back and his head bowed to the ground.

Despite his trained physique, maintaining his posture was a task fraught with unbearable pain, even for him. 

Yet, the emperor feared Lea’s wrath more than the pain.

“Sigh. I had imagined that there might come a day when an incompetent descendant would inherit the throne and the empire I built would tremble. But this is too shocking.”

Lea drew a puff from her pipe, wearing a look of disbelief.

“However, Your Majesty, the value of this spring is beyond estimation. No gold vein or mithril mine can compare to this spring.”

“I know. I know all too well.”

Lea had not only run the empire well but had also solidified its position as the dominant power on the continent. 

It was impossible for her not to foresee the value of this spring for men.

“Men have always been obsessed with their hair since ancient times. If the existence of this spring were to become known across the continent, it would undoubtedly turn everything upside down. So, I understand why you summoned me.”

Lea rubbed her forehead.

“T-then, Your Majesty. C-could you possibly…”

“Ah, yes. I will help you.”

“Ohh!”

“This concerns my empire. There’s no reason not to help. The fourth floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth will belong to the empire. I will make it so.”

As long as there was no depletion of the soul, resurrection could continue indefinitely. 


Her presence was no longer bound by time.

“By the way, the first emperor…”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“……”

Recalling that scene from the emperor’s memory, Lea could not continue speaking.

“I understand why you didn’t seek his help and called for me instead.”

“Ah, ahaha…”

“It seems he has found the love he was searching for all this time within Rudera.”

Even hundreds of years ago, when she ascended to the throne, the first emperor wandered between dimensions in search of love. 

At that time, she admired his overwhelming strength.

“I thought of the empire as the last bastion, but it seems I must take on that role myself.”

Now, not a trace of respect remained.

Zzt

“!?!?….”

At that moment, Lea felt something attempting to interfere with her mind. 

She quickly deployed a mental barrier, blocking the external intrusion.

“How dare you try to meddle with my mind… How insolent.”

Lea, the empress who had ascended to the position of a transcendental being as a grand mage. 

Her mental barrier was of a different calibre altogether.

Even the gods could not penetrate her mind. 

She swiftly dismantled and interpreted the suggestion that had attempted to infiltrate her mind.

“………It tried to lead me to meet a certain person.”

Lea reclined on the throne. 

She recollected the memories she saw in the mind of the current emperor, Ryan, and organized the information about the God of Rudera.

The Demihuman King had obtained the religion and god that the Demihumans had desired so much. 

The first emperor had found and fulfilled the love he had yearned to meet again. 

The rulers of the Tower of the Labyrinth had each obtained what they desired most within the tower. 

As if the God of Rudera had created an ideal world for them.

“Does the God of Rudera want to create an ideal world for each player?”

An ideal world created for each sentient being. 

Everyone had their own world, and events unfolded according to the desires of each world’s owner. 

A romantic world like a dream. 

The most ideal answer where everyone could be happy.

Lea had once aspired to create such a world. 

She thought that perhaps the God of Rudera intended that.

“But such a world must not exist.”

Having once aspired to it, she knew the problems such a world held. 

A god with the same thoughts as her former self. 

Lea felt intrigued for the first time in a long while.

Boom

A moment later, the massive tower of the fourth floor crumbled beneath Lea’s feet.

Ding


-The fourth floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth, the Miracle Jungle, has been cleared by player ‘Lea’ and 0 others.

“First, I need to find out about the man the god wanted me to meet.”

Information was needed. 

Information about the god called GM. 

Empress Lea soared high into the sky.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Became I am Strong, I am lonely so I teach Love


Tic.

With trembling hands, Albus turned off the screen displaying the code that made up Solaris.

“Someone has interfered with the events involving the first emperor.”

His heart started to race wildly.

All this time, he had believed his position within Rudera was absolute. 

It was his world, a world he created. 

With all the authority over this world vested in him, who could possibly interfere in its affairs? 

Even after numerous beings from the continent started flowing into Rudera and the number of increasingly powerful players began to grow, he had never genuinely felt fear despite some concerns about the unexpected influx of players. 

No matter how overwhelming a dragon lord or demon king might be, within this world, they were nothing more than a mere player whom he could crush with a single finger. 

That’s what he thought.

But now…

“Someone altered an NPC’s memory right under my nose.”

Something had happened, evading his sight.

Albus recalled the hackers who had caused so many game companies in his past life to suffer. 

Rudera was born from illusion magic. 

The world itself was made of magic. 

If accessing that magic was possible, it would be feasible to interfere with this world just like a hack in a game.

“A hacker has already appeared. I never considered this possibility.”

He had never imagined a hacker would emerge among the players of this other world where the concept of games didn’t even exist.

“Early action is crucial in such cases.”

How many games had perished due to hacking in his past life? 

He couldn’t let Rudera fall just because of a hack.

Ding.

Albus visualized all logs related to the first emperor and Solaris by converting them into code.

“Someone implanted the first emperor’s thoughts of the wandering swordsman into Solaris’s mind without my knowledge.”

The intent was unclear. 

If one were to use hacks in this manner, wouldn’t it typically be to obtain a class or items? 

Why bother manipulating an NPC’s memory? 

Solaris couldn’t leave the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth anyway. 

As long as the first emperor owned the third floor, it would be impossible to even encounter Solaris.

Why?

…

Albus slowly perused the logs, organizing his thoughts.

The initial target was the first emperor.

The memory implanted in Solaris was not of the actual events during the Carthesia’s amusement, but rather the idealized memories of a mentor that the first emperor envisioned. 

It was a memory that couldn’t possibly exist.

By retrieving this memory, the first emperor could experience a dreamlike situation he longed for.

…

Why would someone do such a thing for the first emperor?

Albus bit his lip hard. 

He had believed he was in complete control of Rudera.

Despite this, he had been unaware of these events unfolding. 

Now, he couldn’t even guess the intent. 

Wasn’t it for personal gain by interfering in Rudera? 

It wasn’t just to make the first emperor happy, was it?

A headache started to throb in his head.

With no way to track the hacker, he had no means to uncover the truth for now. 

Should he contact Carthesia and ask? 

The reason he had logged into Rudera in the first place was to ask Carthesia about the divine power.

“I’m sorry to disturb you while you’re enjoying the game, but…”

Ding.

Albus checked Carthesia’s location.

“The fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth. As expected, here you are.”

Woong.

As Albus drew his arm through the air, a dimensional portal to the fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth opened.

“First, I’ll seek Carthesia’s advice.”

Carthesia knew far more about magic. 

Instead of dealing with a hacker with his meagre knowledge, it was much better to ask for help.

Albus crossed the dimension.

Paat.

The moment he passed through the portal, Albus was enveloped in light.

A recent incident in the desert, where Albus had carelessly expanded a 10-meter area, nearly revealed his true identity to the first emperor. 

This event made Albus reflect on his carelessness. 

He could visit Carthesia as a GM or in his real-life form, but if other players saw him, who knew what might happen?

They might find out he was the GM. 

He resolved never to repeat the same mistake. 

He needed to create a third identity.

“Alright.” 

Albus was momentarily engulfed in light. 

When the light faded, a dark-haired boy with an aura of decadent beauty stood in his place. 

“It’s been a while since I used this form.” 

It was the appearance of an avatar he had used in a previous life’s game, a masterpiece he had spent a good six hours customizing. 

While creating Rudera and the Tower of Labyrinth, he used the modelling assets Carthesia provided from her memories. 

Thanks to that, he hadn’t needed to create a unique model until now. 

However, someone who knew the original assets, like with the case of Solaris, might recognize them. 

For maximum safety, it was best to use a model only he knew from his past life. 

“Alright. With this, there’s no way anyone can recognize me.” 

The appearance was so different from the silver-haired Albus in reality that it was impossible to connect the two. Albus prepared to fly towards where Carthesia was.

Just then, a notification sound rang in his ears. 


“What…?” 

A world notification message echoed across Rudera. 

-The fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, the Miracle Great Jungle, has been cleared by player ‘Lea’ and 0 others. 

“What?” 

Albus’s eyes widened in surprise. 

The massive tropical rainforest constituting the fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, the ‘Miracle Great Jungle,’ wasn’t designed to be cleared by a single person. 

While the second and third floors also had ridiculously high difficulty for solo play, the fourth floor’s structure made solo play even more restrictive. 

Players entering the floor would accumulate debuffs that could only be removed by party cooperation at the Miracle Fountain. 

Of course, someone like the first emperor or the Demihuman King, who were beyond standard, might clear it solo… 

“Who the heck is Lea?” 

It was a name he’d never heard before. 

Already stressed by the hacking issue, this was another headache. 

Why do these new, extraordinary figures keep popping up, like the first emperor? 

Should he check all the players within Rudera once more?

As Albus was holding his head in distress, a large throne descended before him. 

“Answer me.” 

A woman, with a predatory look, sat on the throne. 

“Are you Albus?” 

***

The absolute being of this world seemed to want her to meet this Albus. 

She had no intention of following the god’s will blindly, but she intended to investigate this Albus to understand the world and the absolute being better. 

While she knew nothing about Albus, finding him wasn’t a problem; she just needed to follow the GM’s will left to her. 

After demolishing a great tower and following the will into the jungle, she found a boy with black hair. 

Thump. 

The throne descended right in front of the boy. 

“Answer me.” 

Lea said, looking down at Albus. 

“Are you Albus?” 

She had reigned as the most supreme person in the empire. 

Extracting information from a mere human boy seemed like nothing. 

But… 

‘…This is dangerous.’ 

Black hair and black eyes, hidden within but increasingly captivating in a decadent way. 

The empress felt a flutter in her abdomen. 

The boy standing and looking up at her was her ideal type.

‘I didn’t expect this at all.’ 

According to her hypothesis, the god of this world grants the conquerors of the Tower of Labyrinth their desires.

‘Does this mean my desire was love?’ 

She had declared her marriage to the empire. 

No man had ever satisfied her. 

She had no intention of having an heir, so she entrusted the empire to her brother. 

She had never taken a lover, nor had she imagined it. 

As a strong person, she couldn’t empathize with the emotion of love due to her isolation. 

Lea found her current feelings very unfamiliar. 


‘GM… this is frightening. Even though my mind wasn’t interfered with at all, this is… ‘ 

Licking her lips while looking down at Albus, despite her words. 

Zing. 

“Ugh.”

 Albus felt a chill and instinctively took a step back.



 
  
    Chapter 23: Empress Lea


At the same time

Miracle Fountain, located on the opposite side of the jungle

“Ah… No…!”

Lion, the current emperor of the empire, could not believe his eyes. 

Just moments ago, the Spring was full, but now the water level was dropping. 

The miraculous water that filled the spring was beginning to disappear.

“Why… Why is this happening?!”

The emperor hastily jumped into the fountain, trying to scoop up the remaining water. 

His clothes and body were soaked, but he didn’t care. 

This miracle had filled his bleak future with abundance. 

The last hope and the bright future of the empire were vanishing before his eyes.

“Please… please stop… stop right here!!!!”

Despite his desperate efforts to gather the water, it all evaporated and disappeared.

Thud.

“It’s over.”

The emperor fell to his knees, powerless. 

The miracle was gone. His confidence, his golden hair, everything about him as a man would disappear. 

How did it come to this?

He recalled the message that appeared before his eyes a moment ago:

– The Great Jungle of Miracles on the 4th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth has been cleared by player ‘Lea’ and 0 others.

– Due to player ‘Lea’s choice, all maps within the Great Jungle of Miracles are now closed to all players except for a select few.

– The expulsion of currently logged-in players will now commence.

Was it because the floor had been conquered by the former emperor? 

To make this fountain belong to the empire, he had asked Empress Lea to destroy the enormous tower in the middle of the jungle. 

He thought the fourth floor would belong to the empress and the fountain would be absorbed by the empire, but it vanished. 

His greed to monopolize the miracle brought disaster. 

The miracle fountain was a support item for clearing the Great Jungle of Miracles by removing debuffs. 

Once the floor was cleared, there was no reason for it to exist anymore.

The emperor did not know this.

“How will I face the former emperors…”

He collapsed to the ground, dazed.

Ding.

– The labyrinth shop is now open to all players as the 4th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth has been cleared.

“Labyrinth shop?”

The emperor stood up, looking at the sudden notification. 

A shop that seemed to sell items related to the labyrinth. 

“Could it be…”

A glimmer of hope crossed the emperor’s mind. 

If the miraculous water could be obtained from this shop? 

He hurriedly opened the Ludera interface and pressed the button he found after searching through it.

“Entering labyrinth shop.”

Paaat.

When the light that blocked his vision disappeared,

“This is…”

A vast, infinite warehouse larger than the imperial palace unfolded before his eyes.

“God’s… warehouse?”

A voice came from behind him.

“Are you Albus?”

Albus stepped back slightly and observed the woman before him. 

She wore an old-fashioned dress and was adorned with numerous accessories. 

She appeared to be a beautiful woman in her late twenties. 

Her demeanor and tone suggested she was of considerable status.

Albus opened the status window of the woman in front of him.

Ding.

‘Imperator Lea Ahenobarbus’

Title: Iron-Blooded Empress, Mistress of Demons, Goddess of the Empire

LV 357

Class: None

Status: Spirit

“Lea? Is this the player who cleared the 4th floor solo?”

The name had appeared in the recent clear message. 

A level in the 300s, indicating she was a transcendent who had overcome countless barriers. 

It made sense why she could clear the fourth floor.

“But… Iron-Blooded Empress? The empress who ruled during the empire’s most powerful period?”

Seeing a historical figure come to life was shocking. 

The emperors of the empire seem to be always alive, popping up here and there.

“Did I not ask?”

Lea slowly descended from her throne.

“Are you Albus?”

“……!”

Lea approached Albus, her finger gently brushing his chin, sending chills down his spine. 

How does she know my name? 

Even after changing my appearance…

Lea was a transcendent in the 300s and the Iron-Blooded Empress. 

To Albus, who had all the GM privileges, she was merely a player. 

He could expel her with a word. 

But her actions suggested she knew him. 

He decided to observe her further to gather information.

“Hm… You seem quite shy. How adorable.”


Tap.

Lea placed a hand on Albus’s head.

“I can read your memories at will.”

!

Memory-reading magic. 

Her unique spell, developed personally. 

This spell had allowed her to punish all traitors and establish the continent’s most powerful hegemon. 

She used this magic frequently, even on her closest confidants and her brother.

“But for some reason, I do not wish to use it on you. You are too precious for that. Such a mysterious feeling.”

Lea stroked Albus’s head and withdrew her hand. 

Albus closed the command window he had hastily opened.

‘She seems to have taken a liking to me for some reason…’

She was not hostile, at least.

If she had tried to read his memory, he would have deleted her to prevent it. 

Since she refrained, he decided to watch her a bit longer.

“Who are you?”

“……!”

Lea’s eyes widened at his question.

“What a splendid voice. How can even your voice be beautiful?”

She used magic discreetly to dry the moisture from her undergarments.

“I am the great empress of the empire, Lea Ahenobarbus.”

“Empress…?”

“I understand it is hard to believe. It has been centuries since I died. However, I have been resurrected. Through a special technique I created.”

“Resurrected? Is that possible…?”

“Though it is an abnormal resurrection, manifesting the soul, I should have perished after a few hours. But I did not, due to the special nature of this world.”

Albus now understood the situation. 

How the Iron-Blooded Empress, known to have died centuries ago, was here. 

Why her status showed as a spirit.

‘The soul-consuming technique temporarily resurrected her, but in virtual reality, she can exist permanently.’

Not all emperors of the empire are immortal, it seems. 

It was a rare case involving the first emperor and this empress. 

‘I understand why she’s here, but…’

Why does she know my name? 

And why did she recognize me despite my changed appearance?

Albus pondered whether to reveal his identity. 

It posed a risk of exposing his real-world identity.

Lea spoke as she watched him hesitate.

“I apologize.”

“……?”

“I unintentionally threatened you.”

Lea took Albus’s hands and held them together.

“Do not be afraid. I am on your side.”

……?

*We just met…*

Lea smiled warmly. 

If her past retainers saw this, they would be astounded. 

She was called the Iron-Blooded Empress for never showing emotion.

Even when she physically succeeded the throne from her father, even when she ripped her rebelling brother’s throat, her expression never changed. 

Now she smiled with maternal kindness.

“It seems the god of this world wishes us to be together. I am also very fond of you.”

Lea brought Albus’s hands to her chest.

Thump.

His hands were enveloped between two round, soft, warm mounds. 

“Can you hear it? The sound of my heart trembling.”

Lea whispered in his ear.

“……!”

“It is all because of you. Not even the fiercest battlefield made my heart tremble.”

Lea’s lips approached Albus’s ear. 

At that moment,

BOOM!

A destructive energy poured from the sky like a dragon’s breath. Lea’s shield flickered as it enveloped her body.

“Didn’t I choose to expel all intruders…?”

On the opposite side, a red-haired woman held Albus, glaring at Lea. 

Countless magic circles formed behind Lea.

“Did I make a mistake?”


“How dare a lowly creature try to steal my precious treasure…”

With clenched teeth, Carthesia extended her hand, forming a dragon’s head shape.

In the middle of the Great Jungle,

BOOM!

The powers of two strong individuals clashed.



 
  
    Chapter 24: BOOM!


BOOM!

A clash of breath and transcendent magic. 

In the aftermath, a giant crater formed in the middle of the jungle.

“Was it a lizard?” Lea brushed the soot off her gauntlet as she emerged from the smoke caused by the clash of power. 

After toppling the tower situated in the heart of the jungle, a selection window appeared before her. 

It was a window to manage entry rights to the jungle floor she now owned. 

She had chosen to expel all players except for the current Emperor, Lion, and Albus. 

No one else was supposed to be in the jungle.

“It seems they used draconic language to avoid the system’s expulsion. 

How audacious of the so-called guardian of the intermediate realm.”

For a high dragon, nearly a demigod, mastering the draconic language was more than possible.

“The intermediate realm is of greater importance,” Carthesia said, standing protectively in front of Albus.

“Heh.” Lea let out a small laugh. 

“To think that my first love rival would be a high dragon. What a twist of fate.”

Behind her, countless magic circles began to draw themselves again. Carthesia gritted her teeth and extended her hands forward.

“However, I have never missed out on something I desired, no matter what it is.” Lea raised her hand as she looked down at Carthesia. “That boy is mine.”

**BOOM! BOOM!**

With her gesture, numerous spells started raining down on Carthesia. 

“…Tch!” 

Carthesia extended both hands, deploying defensive magic. 

Though it was a deluge of destructive spells, they all dissipated before reaching her.

“Ha… ha… ha…” Despite blocking the attack, Carthesia’s hands were trembling.

“To think you would face me in a polymorphed state instead of your true form. How arrogant. I wouldn’t want my fiancé to get hurt, so why don’t you give it your all?”

Lea looked down at Carthesia with a disdainful expression. 

‘Polymorph! That’s it!’ Albus, watching Carthesia’s labored breathing, realized why she was struggling. 

Early after Rudera opened, Carthesia had asked him for a favor. 

She found moderate-difficulty games enjoyable but feared she might inadvertently reveal her true form, so she asked him to prevent her from releasing her polymorph and revealing her true form.

Thus, Carthesia couldn’t summon her true form and had to fight with a human body. 

Even as a high dragon, her breath was weakened and difficult to use in a human form. 

She was naturally at a disadvantage against Lea, a transcendent being, especially with Albus, someone she had to protect, behind her. 

Albus opened the command window immediately. 

He could make Carthesia an invincible dragon or crush Lea if he wished.

‘But doing that risks revealing my identity.’

The Iron-Blooded Empress’s power was immense, but her intellect was even more dangerous. 

History scholars agreed that no strategist in the empire’s history could surpass her.

No matter how careful he was, she could deduce his identity as a GM from just a few clues.

‘A way to escape this situation without leaving any clues.’

Authorization settings.

Coordinate check. 

Coordinate change. 

Words formed in the command window visible only to Albus. 

And then, suddenly, Carthesia and Albus vanished from Lea’s sight without any warning.

“…!”

She hadn’t anticipated it. 

Space transfer without any prior indication of magic accumulation. 

Lea slumped weakly onto the throne.

“As expected of a high dragon. They had a hidden move.”

For the first time, the man she loved was stolen by a female lizard.

“Interesting.”

CRACK.

The throne’s armrest crumbled under Lea’s grip.

“Very interesting.”

Lea’s eyes glowed ominously. 

She had never once failed to obtain what she wanted. 

She had taken the empire, the throne, the continent, all as she desired. 

That boy would be no different. It wouldn’t take long.

Generally, wizards are scholars who continuously research to explore and reach the truth. 

When another world called Rudera appeared, wizards across the continent couldn’t help but be enthusiastic. 

Though it was created with the help of the Mage Tower, the intervention of Carthesia erased the memories of all the wizards involved, making Rudera a newly discovered otherworld to them.

A dimension separate from the continent. 

A place with unique flora, fauna, and environments not found on the continent. 

Easily accessible, and even if injured or killed during research, it caused no harm in reality. 

Could there be a better research location for wizards?

Most wizards established their research labs inside Rudera. 

The Mage Tower in reality only served to provide them with a place to sleep. 

So, what did the wizards do once they entered Rudera?

Did they analyze the world comprising Rudera and search for the secrets of the dimension? 

Did they peek at taboos and transcend forbidden magic to reach the truth?

In the largest research lab within Rudera, the Tower of Truth, hundreds of wizards were surrounding an experimental table shielded by a magic shield.

“Whoa-!”

“With the heart of a shrew, chirp chirp!”

Given that wizards usually conduct personal experiments, the sight of so many gathered in one place was extraordinary. 

Even more so in such a collective frenzy.

FLASH.

A bright light flickered on the table.

“Woo-hoo!”

“Success!”

“Success of the shrew!”

The wizards cheered at the flash. 


It signaled the success of a research project they had worked on for years without proper rest. 

The magic shield receded, revealing a small animal on the table.

“The perfect shrew is complete!”

The tower lord carefully lifted the animal and declared. 

It was an animal that Albus knew from his previous life on Earth as an elephant shrew, which he had whimsically named and placed in Rudera as an Easter egg. 

For Albus, it was just a creature created without much thought. 

“A creature that interferes with mana, an anti-magic being, the shrew! But now, we have succeeded in injecting mana into this shrew’s body!”

By inadvertently bringing a creature from a world without magic, it was given the ability to erase surrounding mana, making it neither a magical nor non-magical creature.

Soon after the discovery of the elephant shrew, wizards became captivated by it. 

A unique being that defied the established rules of the continent. 

Research on this creature soon led to the exploration of deeper truths. 

Not to mention, its inherent cuteness couldn’t be ignored.

“Success!”

“The completion of the mana-using shrew!”

Years of research to transform an anti-magic creature into a magical one had succeeded. 

It was the largest project since the tower’s establishment. 

Wizards guarded the shrew’s lab in shifts, not letting their guard down for fear of their efforts going to waste.

“Chirp chirp chirp!”

“With a chirp!”

Thus, they could all the more celebrate this moment.

“Today is declared the Day of the Shrew! With this, we have conquered the organic structure of magical and anti-magic creatures!”

If Albus had witnessed this scene, he would have been speechless with astonishment. 

So many wizards gathered for one characteristic that he could change with a flick of his finger, and they were the best wizards on the continent. 

Fortunately, unaware of this fact, the wizards were reveling in a grand celebration.

“Truth is within reach!”

“This is the path of magic!”

“Our predecessors would be proud of us!”

The wizards were in a frenzy.

Then,

DING.

“Chirp?”

“An alert?”


“Is the system congratulating our success?”

-The fourth floor of the Labyrinth Tower has been cleared, unlocking the labyrinth shop for all players.

A world notification echoed throughout Rudera.

“The labyrinth… shop?”

It signaled the advent of new content that would shake the continent.
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“High Above Rudera Central Continent”

“The Backroom, Accessible Only to the GM”

A flash of light.  

Albus and Carthesia appeared.  

“Are you alright, Lady Carthesia?”  

Albus caught Carthesia as she collapsed forward, exhausted.  

“Albus… was it you who brought us here?”  

“Yes, it was.”  

“I see…”  

Carthesia bit her lip. 

She had been utterly defeated. 

Even though she had not fought in her true form, and had been protecting Albus, it was still disgraceful to lose to mere humans without ever gaining the upper hand. 

If not for Albus, she would have collapsed pathetically right there. 

Perhaps it was for the best.  

‘It’s warm.’  

She thought, nestled in Albus’s arms.  

“Who is that woman, Albus?”  

Albus explained everything that had happened to Carthesia: the story of the divine powers and the saintess, the existence of the nuclear warrior, and finally, the tale of the Empress of the Empire.  

“I see.”  

Carthesia nodded.  

“So that’s what happened.”  

It occurred to her that the Empire had such an Empress. 

Her lack of recognition for the Empire’s guardian dragon and the ruler who led the Empire to its zenith spoke volumes about her disinterest in humans.  

“I wanted to discuss these matters with you, Lady Carthesia.” Albus sighed. 

He had initially intended just to ask Carthesia about the divine power, but so many unexpected events had occurred.  

“The fortunate thing is that the Empress cannot leave the fourth floor of the Tower of Labyrinths.”  

Lea had achieved a state of incomplete resurrection, existing as a spiritual entity. 

Despite gaining the status of a player, she wasn’t properly registered in the system, making it impossible for her to use the internal warp of the Tower of Labyrinths. 

Each dimension within the tower was independently existing; without warp, she couldn’t move between them. 

Lea was effectively trapped within the Miracle Great Jungle.  

“We need to investigate why she is interested in me, but that can wait. The more urgent issue is the nuclear warrior.”  

“I’m unfamiliar with the concept of ‘nuclear,’ but if there’s a being interfering with Rudera at will, and it’s hard to track, why not set a trap?”  

“A trap?”  

Albus pondered. 

The nuclear warrior’s objectives were still unclear. 

Could they lure it into a trap without knowing what it wanted?  

“How can we set a trap when we don’t know its identity or purpose?”  

“A hunter never rushes. An unprepared hunter revises the bait in the traps repeatedly, driving the prey into them. We can modify the traps until we understand the nuclear warrior.”  

“But that method takes too much time.”  

“The ‘source’ that forms the core of Rudera exists in reality. Unless someone accesses that source, no one can alter your authority.”  

“Then…”  

After parting with Carthesia, Albus returned to reality and lay down on his bed. 

The illusion magic forming Rudera was based on a real source. 

According to Carthesia, unless someone tampered with that source, his authority as a GM couldn’t be altered. 

If the nuclear warrior couldn’t affect his authority, then any actions it took could be dealt with later. It seemed less of an emergency than he initially thought.  

“As long as my authority remains, the nuclear warrior is no longer an issue.”  

If the nuclear warrior made new moves, they could capture it within those actions.  

“A trap… What kind of trap would work?”  

What would the nuclear warrior want if he were in its position?

He had altered Solaris’s memory to create the teacher the first emperor desired.  

“Helping others achieve their dreams? That can’t be it.”  

Albus’s head throbbed. 

He set aside the nuclear warrior issue and recalled Carthesia’s explanation about divine power.  

‘I have never possessed divine power, so I don’t know how to wield it. But I know it is a power that grants all that it desires.’  

“Divine power.”  

A white, glowing sphere of divine power formed in Albus’s palm.  

‘The faith of believers gathers to form divine power. And that divine power accumulates to create a god. Congratulations, Albus. You are on the path to becoming a god.’  

Though he had witnessed the first emperor ascend to godhood, it still felt unreal.  

‘Is this due to the recent faith directed toward the GM? The more players love Rudera, the more divine power will gather within you.’  

“The more successful Rudera is, the more divine power I gain?”  

He had no desire to rule as a god. 

He just wanted to enjoy his time. 

Rudera was created to gather players and have fun. 

If maintaining it increased his divine power, he was fine with that.  

Albus lay back and pulled up the Rudera community screen in the air. 

Checking the community posts has become a habit.  

“The Labyrinth Shop… Oh, the fourth floor is cleared.”  

The community was abuzz with talk of the Labyrinth Shop.  

The Labyrinth Shop has additional content within the Tower of Labyrinths. 

The tower’s winner-takes-all structure meant that only the top contributor on each floor received proper rewards. 

To prevent this from discouraging lower-ranking players, the shop was created.  

Players could use special coins earned through their contributions to the main story to buy items in the Labyrinth Shop. 

These ranged from special consumables like the Miracle Spring Water, which removed debuffs, to rare equipment and class items.  

The shop’s items had a secondary purpose: to test the influence of items acquired in Rudera on reality. 

Unlike hidden classes or potions created with a command click, which had no effect in reality, items obtained through effort and trials did. 

Albus sought to apply Rudera’s powers to himself. 

If items bought with coins from the Labyrinth Shop worked in reality, he could gain power through the game.  

Albus scrolled through the community, hoping to find an answer.  

“Let’s see… Labyrinth Shop, Labyrinth Shop.”  


It wasn’t hard to find. 

The community was filled with discussions about the newly opened shop.  

“Miracle… Spring Water. A cure for baldness?”  

Did I put a hair growth tonic in the shop?  

Gulp.  

The emperor swallowed hard, staring at the vast horizon-spanning warehouse. 

In comparison, the imperial treasury was like an ant’s nest. 

The sheer magnitude of the divine warehouse left him frozen in awe.  

“Welcome. How may I assist you?”  

A neatly dressed lady approached the emperor.  

“Uh?”  

The emperor dumbly replied.  

“Hoho. It’s quite large, isn’t it?” The lady chuckled.  

“Ah, yes. It’s huge. I can’t see the end. How can such a place exist?” Even seeing it with his own eyes, the emperor found it unbelievable.  

“All of this is thanks to the omnipotence of GM, the owner of Rudera.”  

“I see…” 

The GM. 

The deity of a rapidly growing new religion centered around beastmen, spreading so fast it troubled the Holy Kingdom and the Sacred Kingdom. 

He had thought the GM was just a deity overseeing Rudera.  

‘Seeing this, even a devout Saint of Deus might lose faith and worship the GM.’  

The shop’s grandeur was overwhelming.  

“This is the Labyrinth Shop, where players can use Labyrinth Coins to purchase special items.”  

The shop NPC handed the emperor a holographic catalog with a smile.  

“0, 24…”  

The emperor accepted the catalog and asked the lady, “How does one obtain these coins?”  

“Coins are earned based on contributions to the Labyrinth.”  

“Contributions?”  

“Yes, when a floor of the Labyrinth is cleared, the player with the highest contribution gains ownership of that floor. Other players receive coins based on their contributions.”  

‘So the 300 coins I have were earned when the fourth floor of the Labyrinth was conquered.’ 

Though he hadn’t done much himself, summoning Lea must have counted towards his contribution.  

‘Even so, only 300. Not enough for a weapon.’ 

He scrolled down, looking for affordable items.  

‘Consumables are cheaper.’ 

There were items within his budget.  

‘…Huh?’  

An item caught his eye.  

[Miracle Spring Water]  

Price: 100 coins  

Quantity: 100  


Description: Removes one selected debuff from the user.  

“Ah! You know about Miracle Spring Water. I see you’ve experienced the fourth floor of the Labyrinth. This item can remove the strongest debuff the user believes they have.”  

The lady began explaining the item, but the emperor wasn’t listening.  

Click, click, click.  

He pressed the purchase button three times, and entered.
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The term “Vanguard” refers to a group aiming to tackle and clear the main content of a game. 

In past lives, they were composed of players who invested resources like time and money intensively to progress rapidly in newly launched games or newly introduced content, aiming for high rankings.

Information about new items or content released by the Vanguard would provide guides for later players, effectively creating a foundation for them. 

They are crucial entities in the gaming world.

Before the Tower of the Labyrinth opened, the Central Continent, which possessed the most resources and efficient hunting grounds among the many continents of Rudera, was in a constant state of battle. 

This was a proxy war for the interests of real-world factions through the top-ranking players who quickly enhanced their specs within Rudera. 

Guilds like the Royal Knights of the Empire and the Revolutionary Warrior Guild of the Republic, who were raised by various factions within the continent to dominate the hegemony in Rudera, were the Vanguards of this world.

The role of the Vanguard was no different in the Tower of the Labyrinth. 

Guilds formed by top-ranking players, who had grown with national support, could make rapid advances. 

Although no guild had successfully conquered a layer of the labyrinth, they managed to hunt monsters and acquire items unique to the labyrinth. 

Many players attempted to conquer the labyrinth for ownership rights over the layers, but the monsters within were too powerful for ordinary players. 

Consequently, a significant number of players gave up their challenges, waiting for the Vanguard to release information about the Tower of the Labyrinth.

Thus, when the notification about the opening of the new content, the Labyrinth Shop, echoed among all players, only a few actually entered the shop. 

Even the regulars of the community, often called ‘gay’, awaited reviews from the Vanguard.

Ding.

– A post has been uploaded.

Title: Labyrinth Shop Consumable Review

A review left by a Vanguard player turned the community upside down.

Content: I was a player attacking the 4th floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.

I can’t reveal too much detail due to upper management, but I was expelled after clearing the 4th floor.

Simultaneously with the expulsion, I saw a message about the Labyrinth Shop opening and clicked on it without thinking.

Inside, there was a huge warehouse so vast that the end couldn’t be seen.

I was speechless in awe when the shopkeeper handed me a catalog.

It contained items purchasable with coins obtainable in the labyrinth, but the good items were too expensive.

With the coins I had, I could only buy consumables.

I bought a few kinds out of curiosity, and there was a shocking item.

[Miracle Water] – You must buy and use this.

It said it cures debuffs, so I thought it was an item that cures status ailments like paralysis.

Hair that had fallen out started growing back.

Hair started growing back, important enough to mention twice. 

And more importantly, this works in reality as well.

One attention-seeking individual ignored the upper management’s community prohibition order and posted a review.

– My erectile dysfunction is cured!

– Young man, my bent back has straightened!

– Breaking news! Wrinkles on the skin have completely disappeared!

– Chronic illness has been completely cured!

And the follow-up reviews from users.

These cries of joy drove Rudera’s players, who had been waiting for the Vanguard’s strategies, into the labyrinth, ushering in the Great Labyrinth Era.

“Hair loss treatment…”

Reading through the flamboyantly burning community posts, Albus pondered. 

The Miracle Water was an item created for the 4th floor’s gimmick of the Tower of the Labyrinth. 

It was added to the Labyrinth Shop to help players deal with status ailments easily, similar to potions sold in basic shops.

“I never thought it would have such an effect.”

An item that removes the worst debuff the user thinks they have. 

Did users consider hair loss a debuff?

If hair falling out makes one look shabby compared to their prime, then technically, it is a debuff. But don’t people usually think of chronic illnesses? 

There is aging skin and weakened joints too. Was hair loss so unconsciously taken seriously? 

But how could hair grow back? 

And to think it even works in reality.

Albus scrolled through the community posts. 

People not interested in the labyrinth were now rushing in. 

Questions about how to obtain labyrinth coins. 

Queries if their level would allow them to climb the labyrinth. 

Posts looking for someone to sell them labyrinth coins. 

Players flocked to the Tower of the Labyrinth, which had become the preserve of a few top players.

Even hidden classes and items couldn’t move people, but hair loss treatment made them run to the Tower of the Labyrinth.

“Is this the power of hair loss treatment?”

Unconsciously, Albus touched his hair. “Will this work for me too…?”

Recently, his father’s forehead had noticeably widened. 

Even though baldness skips a generation, his father’s condition made his future look bleak. 

He had been pressing his scalp with his fingertips while washing his hair lately, thinking if the Miracle Water worked for him too…

Flash.

Albus logged back into Rudera.

‘Item Designation’

‘Item Creation’ 

Suddenly, a small bottle containing the Miracle Water appeared in his hand. 

Click.

Just as he was about to pour it over his head, Ding ‘Message?’ 

A private message popped up in front of Albus’s eyes. 

‘Father?’ 

His father, who hadn’t seen him off when he left for the academy. 

But who immediately sought the Tower’s mage to help develop Rudera upon his son’s request. 

His father, a Duke of the Empire who always maintained the dignity of a high-ranking noble. 

His father, who had never contacted him through letters, now urgently sent a message via Rudera. 

Was it so urgent? 

What could it be?

Albus nervously opened the message.

– Son. Could you send some of that water to me too? (A cute character emoji clasped its hands together in a plea.)

An emoji so out of character for his father, along with his request.


…………Father?

Somewhere within Rudera, the Labyrinth Shop was bustling with players.

“Player, please calm down…”

“Shut up! Just take my coins already!”

“Hurry, give me the water! I’m getting dizzy!”

“We’re sorry, but the item [Miracle Water] is currently out of stock…”

“What in the world!”

Despite its vast size and numerous NPC clerks, the Labyrinth Shop was overwhelmed by the influx of players. 

The shop’s functions were paralyzed, a consequence Albus hadn’t anticipated.

“The Labyrinth Shop…”

A middle-aged man adjusted his glasses, observing the players arguing with the clerks from a distance. 

He held the shop’s catalog in his hand.

“Excalibur, Gungnir, Longinus, Laevatein… all names I’ve never heard of, but just reading them, you can feel the immense power.”

As a Dragon Lord who had reached the level of a demigod, Iosif could tell the strength these weapons possessed just from their names.

“If someone gets these items, not only Rudera but the entire continent’s power balance will shift.”

Though equipment from Rudera couldn’t be taken into reality, weapons of this caliber would evolve the user just by holding them. 

The Labyrinth Shop was on a different level from anything  Rudera had seen before.

Players, even higher-tier ones, flocked to the Tower of the Labyrinth, something hidden classes and items couldn’t achieve. 


The miracle water’s effects in reality were so alluring that players who had no interest in the labyrinth were now running towards it.

“The power of hair loss treatment…”

Unconsciously, Albus touched his hair again.

If this works for me too…
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In a hidden world separated from the dimension of the continent, a Dragon Lord in human form sat at a table within a small dimension created solely for this meeting. 

A hum resonated.

On the opposite side of the table, magic gathered at a single point. From the shape of a sphere, the Demon King Diana, the absolute ruler of the demon realm, slowly walked out.

“Calling for a meeting without notice? I’m a busy being.”

“I apologize for the sudden call. Please, have a seat.”

With a gesture from the Dragon Lord, Losef, an empty chair materialized in the air for the Demon King.

Click, click.

The Demon King walked gracefully to the chair prepared for her and sat down.

“So, what’s the reason you called me here?”

Her face wrinkled in displeasure, she didn’t hide her annoyance as she asked.

“First, thank you for responding to the meeting request.”

With a wave of his hand, Losef conjured teacups filled with warm tea in front of both him and Diana.

“This is…”

Diana’s delicate fingers lifted the teacup.

“Green tea.”

“Indeed.”

“I didn’t expect to see this tea outside of Rudera. Did you make it, Lord?”

“Yes.”

Losef smiled affirmatively.

“Sip. It seems you quite enjoy Rudera.”

Diana elegantly brought the tea to her lips.

“Not at all. As the guardian of the intermediate world, I have no interest in such amusements. I’m merely studying new cultural artifacts from another world.”

“Is that so.”

Diana chuckled softly at his denial.

“…What’s so funny?”

“Nothing. Just remembered something amusing.”

“It seems there’s a misunderstanding. I don’t indulge in such lowly pleasures in such places.”

“Of course, I understand.”

Despite enjoying Rudera more than any dragon except for Carthesia, he tried desperately to hide this fact. 

As a representative of the dragons protecting the intermediate world, he couldn’t show weakness to pleasure. 

Moreover, he couldn’t afford to be caught for the misdeeds he committed in that world.

Of course, Diana found it laughable that the Dragon Lord, who she knew often anonymously posted lewd pictures on the community, was trying to hide this.

“No, I don’t think you understand. Let me explain again. I am the Lord of Dragons. I don’t engage in such undignified acts in such a world. So…”

Losef tried to convince her, noticing her unsatisfied reaction.

“Enough.”

Diana raised a hand to stop him. She didn’t want to hear his pointless rambling once he started talking.

“I understand well enough. It doesn’t matter whether you enjoy Rudera or not. Explain why you called me here. I’m busy.”

Responding to the summons for the meeting left the community unguarded.

“Ah, the moderator!”

—”Moderator!”

In her absence, numerous users were being devastated by ongoing terror attacks without any restraint.

Not that it was of great importance to her.

“Sigh. Alright. The reason I called you here is…”

Losef sighed deeply and got to the point.

“You know the Tower of Labyrinth appeared in Rudera recently, right?”

“Of course.”

“And just recently, the Labyrinth Shop also appeared.”

“I’m aware.”

The community she managed was in turmoil over the item [Miraculous Spring Water] from the Labyrinth Shop. 

She couldn’t not know.

“They seem to be selling quite rare items. I haven’t checked thoroughly as I don’t enjoy Rudera, but…”

Who said dragons never lie? 

Losef  was lying through his teeth without blinking.

“Even the spring water, which has become a hot topic on the continent, has immense value.”

“Rare items, indeed. That spring water is beyond imagination.”

Diana nodded in agreement.

“It can reverse the user’s weakened state as they perceive it. It heals not only minor ailments like baldness but also special conditions like aging, curses, and recoil effects. It’s almost like divine water crafted by a god.”

Though Diana was on the verge of godhood herself, even she found the substance too mysterious to comprehend fully.

“Indeed. A divine cure-all that can save countless people on the continent.”

“Yes.”

Elderly people with little time left due to aging. 

Patients waiting for death from incurable diseases. The [Miraculous Spring Water] had the power to heal these individuals and upheave the continent.

“But that’s not the important part.”

Snap.

With a snap of his fingers, several weapon shapes appeared in the air.

“This is…?”

“These are special weapons from the Labyrinth Shop’s catalog.”

“…I see. This is…”

Though she hadn’t visited the Labyrinth Shop herself, Diana had glimpsed discussions about its catalog in the community.

“Excalibur, Gungnir, Laevatein. What do you think?”

“…I understand why you called me.”

Like the Dragon Lord, Diana, who was nearing godhood, could sense the immense power within each weapon just by hearing their names.

“Divine relics… one might believe.”

“The descriptions state as much. Gungnir is the spear used by the king of gods, and Laevatein is the demonic sword wielded by the giant of fire.”

“And these can be purchased?”

“Yes. Anyone who can access Rudera, from the emperor of an empire to a beggar on the street, has the right to buy these weapons.”

“With this level of power, they would affect reality as well. What’s the price?”

“An astronomical amount. Based on the ratio of coins obtained through contributions in the labyrinth, one would have to conquer more than ten levels alone to buy one.”

“Hmm. Is that even possible?”


More than ten levels. 

Diana had visited the Tower of Labyrinth once. 

It’s a place where clearing even one level is impossible without being of considerable prowess. 

It’s a place of extreme difficulty where competition with others is a constant. 

It was hard to imagine anyone doing such an impossible thing alone.

The second to fourth levels were conquered by other players.

“Indeed. Due to competition among players, it’s virtually impossible. But if someone like us were to seriously climb the Tower of Labyrinth? The story changes.”

Losef  said solemnly.

“…I understand.”

Diana met the Dragon Lord’s eyes.

“You want to prevent me from climbing the Tower of Labyrinth and obtaining such weapons. You want to agree not to climb it.”

“…”

Losef  chose silence.

“Coward.”

“Say what you will. As a guardian of the intermediate world, I only wish to maintain balance and peace.”

“Is that so.”

Diana stood up.

“Demon King!”

Losef  quickly stood up as well.

“Don’t be so anxious. I’ll do as you wish.”

Diana’s star-marked eyes looked at the Dragon Lord.

“I have no particular desire to climb the Tower of Labyrinth at the moment. I don’t want to be an adult who destroys a playground for children.”

The GM constantly stirred up new events every day with the Tower of Labyrinth, lifting and setting down the continent.

Diana wanted to see the changes the GM aimed to bring to the continent.

“But do you think such a crude response will stop the era’s change? The god of Rudera added the Labyrinth Shop. Do you not understand what this implies?”

“…No, I do. It likely means a rapid change for the continent.”

“You’re not stupid. The GM has connected the continent to the Tower of Labyrinth and given them the opportunity to conquer new worlds. He has also made rare treasures from other dimensions easily accessible. He aims to transform this dull, old continent.”

The Dragon Lord stood silently.

“It’s time to bid farewell to the old peace and order. This is the new era that the GM of Rudera wishes for.”

A world that evolves, where those who pursue new challenges gain greater power, and those who remain stagnant are weeded out.

The new era that the GM was creating.

It was the ideal that Diana had always dreamed of, a dream that overcame her ennui and captured her heart.

“Are you so afraid? Of the new era!”

“I…”

Losef  gritted his teeth but couldn’t bring himself to speak.

“You enjoy disruptive activities in the community while fearing to abandon the old order in reality.”

“…! How do you know about that!”

Losef ‘s eyes widened in shock.

“Think carefully about whether you’ll be left behind with the old era or move forward into the new era, Lord.”

With those final words, Diana vanished in a swirl of magic.

“…I…”

The Dragon Lord was left alone.

He clenched his fists tightly.

“I…”

But his strength soon waned.

“GM. I’m scared. So scared. What do you plan to do to our continent?”

He collapsed weakly into his chair.


“Are you truly planning to turn this continent into a land of competition and evolution…?”

***

Meanwhile, the GM, Albus, was pondering.

“Should I send about five? Or should I add more?”

He was trying to decide how many bottles of hair tonic to send to his father through the mail. 



 
  
    Chapter 28: Labyrinth Shop (4)


The Covenant of GM

“Have you not heard my covenant? Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid or dismayed, for as I was with your mother, I will be with you wherever you go.”

Thus spoke GM to Janice, the warrior, commanding all the army:

Janice 1:9-10

Title: GM, Release the Water of the Sacred Spring!

Author: The Mustached Leader

“GM, release the water of the sacred spring now! Does it make sense to have only 100? Are you telling the latecomers not to use it?”

Title: Almighty and Merciful GM

Author: Suspiciously Wealthy Cat

“Almighty and merciful GM, your humble servant begs of you, please show mercy and grant us the water of miracles. We earnestly implore you.”

Title: Is the Warden Truly Worthy of the Armband?

Author: Man Who Stands Up When Necessary

“Today, I went to the labyrinth shop to buy the spring water and waited my turn but couldn’t buy it. Hoping to buy it from another, no one was willing to sell. I was so upset that I called for the warden, but no matter how loudly I shouted, the warden never appeared. Is a warden who doesn’t show up when needed truly worthy of the armband? I don’t think so…”

***

The community was filled with posts about the miracle spring water. 

Even more active than when the Tower of the Labyrinth first appeared. 

Unlike the tales of distant rankers, this was a miraculous item that could save their real lives, thought Albus, who had the authority of GM.

“President of the Republic… the right-hand man of the Beast King… and even the Chairman of the High Elf Council?”

It wasn’t just ordinary players; the most prominent figures of the continent were also seeking the [Miracle Spring Water].

“Just a random item I made… Did I set the healing range too wide?”

Albus hadn’t anticipated that this item would have such a significant real-world impact. 

If he had known, he wouldn’t have released it so easily. 

It cured all sorts of diseases, prevented aging, and even treated conditions like hair loss and erectile dysfunction. 

It was nothing short of divine, deserving to be called an elixir.

“What have I created?”

Of course, it wasn’t a complete panacea.

Title: This Only Cures One Thing

Author: Soft Lover

“I have both hair loss and erectile dysfunction. I bought two potions, but only the erectile dysfunction was cured. It seems the potion only heals the first designated condition according to its description.”

Comments:


	“Why haven’t you killed yourself if you have both hair loss and erectile dysfunction?”

	“It’s a bit disappointing that it only cures one thing. Maybe it’s a divine message not to be too greedy.”



“So, it only cures one debuff?”

Albus nodded as he read the user reviews. 

It wasn’t a perfect panacea but a potion that healed just one designated condition at first use. 

Players wouldn’t need multiple items, considering the Labyrinth Shop’s items restocked over time. 

As demand decreases, so would the frenzy.

“No, wait.”

Deep in thought, Albus muttered.

Though one potion might suffice, the [Miracle Spring Water] was a tradable item. 

Its value could mean some would hoard and sell it for a fortune, especially those with incurable diseases. 

Albus foresaw the power of the continent monopolizing the water, exploiting those in dire need.

‘Please, my lord! I beg you! My daughter won’t survive the night!’

‘That’s not my problem. Bring more money. No money? Then get lost!’

The Labyrinth Shop, intended to bridge the gap between players, was creating even more polarization.

“…”

Albus clenched his fist.

He wasn’t a saint. 

He didn’t believe all humans should be equal. 

He was grateful to be born into nobility. 

He had no intention of spreading democracy. 

But…

Why didn’t he like this? 

It mirrored the games he cherished in his previous life—the thrill of infinite competition and the perfect MMORPG structure. 

Why did it feel so wrong?

A command screen appeared as he willed.

‘I am…?’

***

Title: Gift Announcement

Author: Admin

“This is a message from GM:


	As a token of appreciation for your support of the Tower of the Labyrinth

	All players will receive [Miracle Spring Water] upon logging in

	It will be bound to the player



***

The announcement from GM sent the entire region of Rudera into a frenzy. 

Players of all races—humans, elves, dwarves, even demons—praised GM. 

An elixir, perhaps surpassing even the most legendary elixirs, given to everyone without any conditions. 

A true miracle.

“The Labyrinth Shop’s popularity and the distribution of [Miracle Spring Water]…”

Watching the joyous community, the demon king, Diana, folded her arms.

“How much do you plan to change this continent?”

Distributing thousands of elixirs and then just giving them away? 

All players, without any conditions, albeit with a non-tradable attribute to prevent market exploitation. 

Despite her bold claims about a new era to the Dragon Lord, GM’s actions were beyond her wildest imaginations.

“Hmm.”

Her cheeks flushed with anticipation.

“What are you planning next, GM?”

***

Somewhere in the empire’s outskirts, a remote village…

A small child ran through the village streets, clutching something tightly.

“Hey! That’s dangerous! Be careful!”

“Sorry, sir!”

Dodging an oncoming pedestrian, the child quickened his pace, clutching the object even tighter. 

The child arrived at a small, humble home after running for a long time.

“Huff… huff…”

Catching his breath with one arm leaning against the wall, the child opened the door and entered.

“Cough, cough! …Janice, is that you?”

Inside, a frail woman lay on a bed, greeting the child.

“Mom…”


The child approached her, worry etched on his face.

“How are you feeling?”

“Cough, cough! Just the usual. Not too bad. I’m getting used to it… cough!”

Her worsening cough and darkening skin indicated her deteriorating condition, known even to the child.

“Here.”

The child handed her the object he was holding.

“Cough! …What’s this?”

A strange object resembling a helmet. 

The woman, unfamiliar with it, asked.

“I found it.”

Periodically distributed across the continent by the servants of Carthesia, the Rudera access device. 

The child often played with the device that had fallen in his secret base. 

He thought of letting his bedridden mother at least rest comfortably in there but worried it might worsen her condition, so he kept it secret.

“Try using it.”

“Use it?”

“Yeah. Open the mailbox inside, and there’s a water bottle. Drink it!”

The child excitedly explained.

“Ha ha. Slow down, Janice. Tell me slowly so I can understand.”

***

The woman, having gotten out of bed, removed the access device from her head.

“How is it, mom?”

“Janice… this is…”

Strength surged through her body. 

She stood up from the bed. 

It had been three years since she could stand up. 

Yet now, she felt as vigorous as before her illness.

“How…”

“Mom!”

The child rushed into her arms. 


Neither Deus nor Alia could save her, but He did. 

The true savior. 

The healer of the sick and weak. 

The true… God. 

GM was different from the false gods.



 
  
    Chapter 29: False God and True God (1)


The Day All Players Received the [Miracle Spring Water]

“Daughter, my beloved daughter, can you see your father’s face?”

“…Dad?”

“Ah, can this truly be reality? If this is a dream, I never wish to wake up.”

“I can run! I can run now!”

“Even after a lifetime of research in the mage tower, I couldn’t stand… Running was my joy in Rudera. And now, I can stand!”

“No way. I was certain I would never hold a sword again… How, how is this possible…”

“This sensation…! To have this level of vitality at my age! How long has it been? I’ve awaited this day, my dear. I’ve longed for it just as you have. Why, why are you looking at me like that, dear? You’re going to wash up? Wait, what do you mean? Dear, wait! Dear! Dear!”

The entire continent was filled with joy and celebration. 

Houses once steeped in sorrow, families drowned in despair, were united in laughter. 

Everyone praised a singular entity. A true [miracle], one that had never existed before in history.

The one who performed this miracle was neither the Emperor of the Empire, the Saintess of the Holy Land, nor the Saint of the Divine Kingdom. 

It was not the deity who ruled the continent for thousands of years. 

It was GM, the deity from another dimension, the newly known owner of Rudera. 

That day was forever recorded in history as the Day of Salvation, when the deity personally descended to alleviate the suffering of every person on the continent.

***

Somewhere on the 5th Floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth

“In the name of the Lord Deus! Be purified!”

Boom!

As a man clad in pure white armor struck down with a large warhammer, holy energy burst forth around him.

Kiiiieeee!

Dozens of zombies, struck by the holy energy, burned in divine flames.

“As expected of Paladin-nim!”

“What beautiful power of faith!”

The paladins, witnessing this, ran forward, showering him with admiration and praise. 

But the expression on the face of Kenyon, the Paladin Commander who had created this scene, was far from bright.

‘I have weakened.’

The title of Paladin is bestowed upon those who possess the utmost faith and power among the knights of Deus. 

Rising to this position at a young age through unwavering faith, Kenyon had shown less strength against the zombies than before he started climbing the Tower of the Labyrinth.

‘My faith… is wavering.’

As someone who wielded this power, Kenyon knew. 

The holy energy, which strengthened in proportion to one’s faith, had diminished. 

His faith in Deus was shaking.

‘The one who will save this world is the Lord Deus, and those who believe in false gods like Alia will not receive salvation.’

From a young age, his faith had never wavered. 

Not once had he doubted before climbing the Tower of the Labyrinth. 

It was this unshakeable faith that had armed him and allowed him to ascend to the pinnacle of the paladins. 

However, from the day the second floor of the Labyrinth was cleared, Kenyon’s faith was no longer the same.

‘Beastfolk have found their god? Impossible. The reason those filthy beastfolk lost their god was that the god sacrificed itself to protect them? They weren’t abandoned because of their sins? That can’t be true.’

The scriptures, directly descended from Deus, stated that all beastfolk were cursed due to the grave sins they had committed in the past. 

They were impure beings, without a god, and would never be saved. 

It should not have been otherwise.

The faith in GM, the newly known master of Rudera, began to spread rapidly. 

The beastfolk immediately accepted this new deity.

‘Even so, they are a cursed race. Their religion cannot be proper. Surely, they will ostracize other races and wage a terrible war.’

Despite his hatred and distrust of the beastfolk, believing they would fall into corruption,

‘They embraced all other races who believed in GM?’

The beastfolk accepted all other races who believed in GM as their own brothers. 

They even took in those who had persecuted them. 

It was an unprecedented act of acceptance and love. 

The beastfolk showed a more inclusive faith than even those who followed Deus. 

From that point on, Kenyon’s once unshakable faith in Deus began to crack.

‘Deus declared the beastfolk impure. But what of their actions? They take in orphans, even from other races, feeding and sheltering them. They accept anyone who shares their faith as a brother, regardless of their background.’

Who truly embodies the god of love and acceptance? 

What is the true religion of love and acceptance? 

Is it Deus, who has ostracized and persecuted the beastfolk for thousands of years, or GM, who teaches to embrace even one’s enemies?

Kenyon’s mind grew more conflicted with each passing day. 

To erase these troubling thoughts, he dedicated himself to climbing the Tower of the Labyrinth with his knights.

In obedience to Deus’s command, he focused solely on conquering the tower and retrieving the hidden items. 

He fought and advanced tirelessly.

The 3rd floor of the Labyrinth.

The 4th floor of the Labyrinth.

From the demon’s lair to the jungle, he fought and pressed forward without rest. 

With each arduous march, 

Ding.

-The 66th Demon Shrine on the 3rd floor of the Labyrinth has been cleared by player ‘Ahenobarbus’ and three others.

Ding.

-The Miracle Jungle on the 4th floor of the Labyrinth has been cleared by player ‘Rhea’ alone.

Despite the notifications announcing the clearing of floors and pushing him out, he did not stop.

‘I am a Paladin, the loyal sword of Deus. I must not allow impious thoughts to dwell in my mind.’

In the midst of constant marching, Kenyon heard about the [Miracle Spring Water]. 

Stories of GM bestowing a miraculous healing elixir upon everyone on the continent.

‘The light of the deity does not descend equally upon all.’

The holy power of priests and paladins could heal the sick. 

However, not everyone received this blessing. 

The wealthy and powerful could easily receive healing and blessings from the priests, but the poor and powerless could not.

Contrary to the scripture that stated all were equal before Deus, only the privileged received more of the deity’s blessings. 

GM was different. 

He demanded nothing from the players. 


No donations, no tithes, no offerings, no service from priests or paladins. 

He simply gave.

Boom!

Kiiiieeee!

Kenyon increased his pace on the 5th floor of the Labyrinth Tower.

‘Don’t think. Forget it. Just move forward.’

To ignore his troubling thoughts. 

To reaffirm his wavering faith.

Despite his efforts, his holy power was slowly diminishing.

“Keep watch for a while. I will pray to our Lord.”

“Yes, Sir!”

He ordered the paladins to stand guard and entered a small building that had already been purified.

“As expected of our commander. To pray even amidst such difficult battles. Could anyone be more devout? No other Paladin possesses a stronger faith than our commander.”

The paladins looked at Kenyon with eyes full of respect. 

If they knew the truth, their expressions would sour.

Thud.

Kenyon leaned his long warhammer against the wall.

‘Lord Deus, please grant me an answer. What am I to do?’

Kneeling slowly, he clasped his hands and closed his eyes.

‘What is the love I have believed in?’

He cried out desperately, but no answer came. 

His earnest pleas went unanswered by his deity.

‘Will you truly not grant me an answer?’

Kenyon picked up his warhammer and stood.

‘Then I shall conquer this tower. I will dedicate it to you and demand an answer.’

“Sir, are you finished?”

“We move out immediately.”

Kenyon looked around at his paladins.

“That fortress.”

He pointed to a dark fortress barely visible in the distance.

“We will conquer that fortress, the source of this floor. We will offer it to our Lord Deus to spread His glory further.”

‘To hear His answer. To find the truth and answers.’

“We follow you, Commander!”


“Even if it leads to the depths of hell!”

Hearing his paladins’ responses, Kenyon nodded.

“All forces, advance! Move forward!”

‘I will find the answers at the end of this path.’

Whether Deus or GM is the one he should follow.



 
  
    Chapter 30: False God and True God (2)


In the gloomy and dark castle at the center of the fifth floor of the Labyrinth Tower, a group of paladins, having fought their way through a horde of zombies, finally reached the castle gates.

“What an evil aura this place has,” Kenyon remarked, his face hardening as he gazed up at the dark castle.

“But Deus is with us!” he declared resolutely.

“Yes! As long as Deus is with us, defeat is not an option!” echoed his comrades. 

Despite the terrifying atmosphere that would make even grown men wet themselves and run, the paladins remained unshaken.

“…Indeed, He will be with us,” Kenyon reaffirmed, though doubt gnawed at his heart. 

Is Deus truly with us? 

Is Deus truly the one to save us? 

To find the answer, Kenyon resolved to conquer this castle.

With that, he led the charge into the castle.

– Screeech!

Zombies burst from the walls.

– Grrraaagh!

Zombies rose from the ground.

– Raaawwrr!

Countless zombies rushed at the paladins.

“We’ve come too far to be stopped now!”

“By the light of Deus!”

Having experienced many battles, the paladins were seasoned in fighting the undead, and the zombies were no match for them.

“At this rate, we’ll conquer this castle easily!” one of them exclaimed with a brightened expression.

The heart of the castle was within reach, and the conquest of the fifth floor of the Labyrinth Tower was almost in sight. 

Though filled with hope, Kenyon’s face was not as bright as his comrades’. 

‘Are you truly with us? Are you guiding us, Deus?’ Kenyon pondered.

They had entered deep into the castle without encountering any obstacles. 

Nothing had been able to stop them. 

Was it really because the deity was with them? 

Was his doubt unfounded? 

Somehow, he felt that the answer lay at the end of this castle.

Following the corridor and repelling the zombies, the paladins finally arrived at the grand banquet hall at the very heart of the castle. 

Standing before the enormous doors, Kenyon turned to his followers.

“Beyond this door lies a formidable enemy, the master of this castle and the one who has awakened the undead. He is likely our final goal at this level.”

The main quest target, whose defeat would clear this level, stood before them. 

The paladins steeled their resolve.

“We are about to face the strongest enemy since we entered the Labyrinth Tower. It will not be an easy fight. He is likely stronger and more dangerous than any enemy we’ve faced. But who are we? Tell me, who are we?”

“We are the warriors of faith, followers of Deus!”

“We are the divine sword that smites the enemies of Deus!”

“Yes! We are the sword of the great Deus! Armed with the weapon of faith and clad in the armor of His word, we are His warriors! No enemy, no matter how powerful, can block our path!”

“Nothing can stop us!”

“Today, we will display Deus’s glory here, and His name will resound through heaven and earth! For Deus!”

“For Deus!” they roared in unison.

Bam!

The paladins kicked open the banquet hall doors and charged inside.

A crimson mist filled the room.

“What is this…!”

“What happened here…!”

The paladins found themselves surrounded by human body parts strewn across the room. 

At the center stood a man with skin so pale it was almost inhuman.

“A human, is it?” The man’s red eyes glared at the paladins. 

“Hmph… mere minions of a god.”

“A vampire!” one paladin shouted, recognizing the creature cursed by the divine, unable to live under the sunlight.

“Foul fiend, we will judge you in the name of Deus!” Kenyon declared, brandishing his hammer imbued with holy power.

“Hahaha! You think you can?” The vampire clenched his right hand.

Boom!

The scattered body parts in the banquet hall floated into the air.

“Feeble beings who do nothing but shout the name of a false god.”

Arms, legs, heads, and even organs rose and flew towards the vampire.

“Weaklings whose only skill is to cry out the name of their god in vain.”

Crack!

Once-functional parts of humans burst into pieces, turning into a shower of blood.

Rain of blood fell around the vampire.

“Witness the power of a true strong being and lament your own frailty!”

Wings of blood spread wide from the vampire.

“Filthy demon! Spouting nonsense! Warriors of God, judge this cursed monster in the name of Deus!”

“Deus wills it!”

“Glory to the almighty Deus!”

Kenyon charged at the vampire, followed by his fellow paladins.

A formation powerful enough to hunt even a lich was centered around the vampire. 

The overwhelming wave of holy power surged forward, but the vampire sneered.

Boom!

Holy light filled the banquet hall.

A massive force of purification, impossible for the undead to withstand, exploded from where the vampire stood. 

Kenyon believed without a doubt that the vampire had been obliterated.

But.

Woooong.

“Foul holy power.”

The vampire emerged from a puddle of blood.

“It does not reach me.”

He had turned his entire body into blood to avoid the paladins’ attack. 

The vampire raised his hands.


“Ugh!”

Danger!

Kenyon shouted, “Everyone, arm yourselves with holy power!”

Even before he finished speaking—

Boom!

A storm of blood swept through the hall.

“Aaargh!”

The pain felt like his entire body was being sliced apart. 

Despite wrapping himself in holy power, the blades of blood tore through his defenses. 

Cuts appeared all over Kenyon’s body.

‘Hold on… hold on…!’

Kenyon fought to stay conscious, despite the overwhelming desire to give in. 

After what felt like an eternity, the storm subsided.

“Urgh…!”

Kenyon spat a mouthful of blood, using his warhammer to support himself. 

Around him, his comrades lay in unrecognizable pieces of flesh.

‘Everyone…’

“You’re alone now.”

The vampire approached Kenyon leisurely.

“There were so many of you.”

“But even one is a significant difference,” Kenyon spat out blood and surrounded himself with holy power.

“Is that so?”

The vampire’s mouth twisted into a grin.

“Is it?”

Woooong.

A wave of blood radiated from the vampire.

…What is this!

“Then show me.”

Clatter.

The chunks of flesh that were once his comrades began to move. 

They rose as undead, their former humanity erased.

“Show me how you will fight your comrades!”

– Screeeech!

The zombie paladins lunged at Kenyon.

“Damn!”

Kenyon desperately defended against their attacks, retreating.

– Screeeech!

Twelve zombies relentlessly attacked him.

“Tch…!”

Smash!

Even Kenyon, despite being a powerful paladin, was severely wounded and struggled against the combined assault of the zombie paladins, now undead abominations.

“There doesn’t seem to be much of a difference,” the vampire mocked as Kenyon fought desperately against his former comrades.

Deus, is this the end for your followers?

Smash!

Kenyon destroyed a zombie’s head, pushing his battered body to its limits.

We fought for your glory. 

We fought looking only at you. 

And yet, this is our fate?

Unlike other players who died in a blaze of light and respawned, Kenyon and his comrades had become hideous undead servants of the vampire.

Is this truly the end for the warriors of a god?

-Screeech

Smash!

Kenyon avoided a zombie’s bite and crushed its head with his warhammer.

You are omnipotent, aren’t you, Deus? 

Can you not eradicate all evil and save your servants?

With rising fury and desperation, Kenyon’s holy power began to wane.

If you are truly a god! 

If you are our god! 

Show me your miracle!

Smash!

The last zombie’s head shattered under Kenyon’s warhammer.

Thud!

Having used the last of his strength, Kenyon’s leg buckled, and he fell to one knee. 

Without faith to sustain him, his holy power faded. 

He could no longer stand. 

He could no longer move.

God, why have you forsaken us?

No longer wanting to move, he collapsed.

Clap, clap, clap.

The vampire clapped as he looked down at the fallen Kenyon.

“You are different. A little bit.”

Snap!

The vampire snapped his fingers.

“Your flesh will make a fine material.”

– Grrraaagh.

The zombies Kenyon had defeated began to regenerate, standing up again.

“Shouting the name of a false god, they all perish the same. In the end, your god will not help you,” the vampire said, pointing a finger at Kenyon.

“Now die.”

– Screeeech!

The zombies rushed at Kenyon once more. 

Is faith in a god itself a mistake? 

Is there truly no god who cares for humanity? 

Are humans…worth so little? 

Was my entire life a mistake? 

Kenyon’s life, lived in service to Deus, flashed through his mind like a panorama. 

Even his final moments were in service to his god. 

What have I been living for?

Just as he was about to give up on everything…

Ding!


– Achievement Unlocked!

…?

– As the first to achieve this, you have been awarded a class.

– Would you like to change your class?

A radiant hammer, as if crafted by the hands of a god, descended upon him, bringing with it a light of salvation.



 
  
    Chapter 31: False God and True God (3)


Kenyon answered, “Lord, who are you?” And He said, “I am GM.” 

The Spirit of the Lord descended upon him and banished the devil. 

Kenyon asked, “What do you want me to do?” 

The Lord replied, “When the Holy Spirit comes upon you, you will receive power and be my witness to the ends of the earth.”

“Do you wish to proceed with the class change?”

A system window appeared before Kenyon, inquiring about the change in his class, which signified his profession in Rudera. 

Achievement accomplished? 

Class obtained? 

Though he found it hard to grasp the meaning, he instinctively knew he had to accept it.

System:


	The deity GM, who governs Rudera, sends his emissary.

	This divine emissary bestows power upon me…?



With a deafening roar, the moment Kenyon chose to accept, a massive storm of light engulfed him. 

The Grand Hall was instantly filled with such a blinding light that anyone witnessing it might have thought the sun had risen within.

“What… what is this?” 

The vampire squinted, retreating from the overwhelming radiance that threatened to blind him.

Kenyon watched as fragments of light gathered before him, forming the shape of a hammer.

“This is…” Kenyon slowly raised his hand and grasped the divine hammer prepared for him.

Electricity surged through his body the moment he held the hammer, a sensation of being one with a power beyond his own. 

Kenyon thought, Is this the presence of God within me?

System:


	Class: Hardhugaðr acquired as a reward for achieving a hidden accomplishment.

	Mjölnir, the class-specific weapon, summoned.

	Weapon duration: 59 seconds.



The divine weapon bestowed upon him by GM filled Kenyon with vitality. 

He rose slowly.

System:


	Skill: Descent of the Thunder God (Öku-por) activated.



Electricity crackled around Kenyon, filling the space with its power.

“Why… why can you still move?” 

The vampire, terrified, stepped back.

“What is that power?”

Kenyon took a step forward, lightning striking around the Grand Hall.

“Lightning power… impossible! This fortress is a sanctuary with its magic flow sealed! Large-scale magic cannot be activated! Unless…”

The vampire’s face froze as he realized the source of the power.

“Yes.” 

Kenyon advanced toward the vampire. 

“This is the power of God.”

Electricity surged through Kenyon’s hand as he gripped the hammer, thinking he had been abandoned by God. 

He believed his entire existence had been denied, that this would be the end, and he, too, would become an undead wandering the netherworld.

But no, This is the divine power bestowed upon me by the GM.

Despite not being his follower, despite being a paladin of another deity, GM granted him divine power that no mere human could wield.

“No! That’s impossible! God wouldn’t help a mere human!” The vampire screamed, raising his arms wide. 

Blood-formed spears shot up behind him.

“If that were true, my daughter wouldn’t have died like that! God doesn’t save humans!”

Countless spears, too many to count, shot toward Kenyon, resembling a lone warrior facing an army’s barrage.

“No.” Kenyon calmly raised the hammer. 

“He does save.”

He swung the hammer forward. 

“The omnipotent and merciful one.”

A blinding light enveloped the Grand Hall, thunder ripping through the air, and divine lightning obliterating corruption.

Rain poured through the shattered ceiling, drenching the hall, with only Kenyon standing in the midst.

He walked toward the vampire’s former position. 

The vampire who had slaughtered his comrades and driven him to despair was now nothing but a charred mark, judged by divine lightning.

“One who did not receive God’s answer.”

The vampire, who had cursed God and cried for his daughter, likely fell into darkness after being abandoned by his deity, becoming a vampire.

Kenyon looked around the ruined hall, seeing the remains of those used as sacrifices by the corrupted lord of the fortress.

“Why did you save me, GM?” Kenyon knelt in the rain. 

“Why did you show me this vision?”

He raised his head to the sky.

 “What do you wish for me to do?”

System:


	The Tower of the Labyrinth’s fifth floor, The Castle of the Faithless, has been cleared by player ‘Kenyon’ and 12 others.

	Ownership of the Castle of the Faithless is granted to the main quest’s top contributor, player ‘Kenyon.’



“…Ownership?”

The system message filled Kenyon’s view.

System:


	Adjust the entry rights for other players to the Castle of the Faithless.



Kenyon wondered why GM saved him and what he wanted from him. 

He had to decide the fate of this world of evil.

What could this mean?

He knew the system message usually appeared when a level of the labyrinth was cleared, but in this context, it felt like a divine sign.

Could it be…?

A thought crossed Kenyon’s mind. 

The vampire’s world, which fell into darkness after losing his daughter, was shown to him for a reason.

“Is it your will for me to deliver your message, to prevent such tragedies from happening again?”

Kenyon slowly rose. 

“I will follow. I will change this world. I will build your kingdom, so tragedies like that of the vampire do not occur. I will spread your word, far beyond this world, across the continent.”

Electricity crackled through his body, lingering from the class’s power, even after the weapon’s skill, 

Descent of the Thunder God had ended.

God is with me.

Kenyon did not know. 

The vampire and the fortress’s backstory were created by Albus based on a dark fantasy game he had played in his previous life. 

He gained the Thunder God class simply by achieving an obscure accomplishment of defeating ten level 100+ undead within ten seconds using a hammer.

The tingling sensation he felt was not the presence of God, but simply the electricity coursing through his body.

Kenyon reached for the system window.

System:


	All maps within the Castle of the Faithless are now open to players due to player ‘Kenyon’s’ choice.



“Watch over me, my savior. I will prepare the way for your coming.”


He was no longer the deceived servant of a false god, Kenyon. 

Thus began the tale of the second holy land of GM’s followers, the Church of the Faithful, and Kenyon, the apostle of GM.

The paladins thought to have been slain by the devil were actually saved by divine intervention, further solidifying Kenyon’s unwavering faith in GM. 

But that is another story.

Meanwhile, at the Labyrinth Shop:

“Mmm! This is so delicious!” A woman was stuffing her face with ice cream amidst a bustling crowd.

“Ice cream, was it? How can such a food exist?”

Deus, the main deity of the continent’s most prominent religion, was making a fuss over the ice cream, despite her divine stature, swallowing mouthfuls with delight.

“Hidden items and miracle elixirs don’t matter! This is real food!”

As a deity, she couldn’t easily interfere in the mortal realm, only occasionally sending down oracles, while watching events unfold, helplessly. 

But in Rudera, things were different. 

She could roam freely and enjoy life.


This was why she had given the oracle to seek hidden items, expending precious divine energy.

“Maybe I should have my followers collect coins and offer ice cream?”

Of course, she knew that doing so would disrupt her divine supply, causing her faith to falter, so it remained a happy fantasy.

Meanwhile, she had no idea that her most cherished follower had become another’s.

Even the new master of that follower was unaware of this.



 
  
    Chapter 32: False God and True God (4)


Albus lay in bed, the connector pressed to his head as he logged into the community.

“…Was this a mistake?”

The incident where [Miracle Water] was distributed to all players wasn’t part of a grand plan or a well-thought-out future strategy. 

It was a spur-of-the-moment decision made in a rush, fearing that someone might die if he delayed using his power to save them.

There wasn’t time to consider the full ramifications of his actions. 

At the very least, he should have consulted Carthesia before proceeding. 

Right after vowing to live carefully and avoid dangerous actions following the First Emperor incident, he found himself causing another stir. 

Perhaps it had all been a pointless move.

“Was it right for someone like me to do such a thing? What if my actions bring chaos to the continent?”

With a heavy heart, Albus scrolled down. 

“Hmm?”

A particular post caught his attention, and he clicked on it.

Title: Thank You, GM!

Content: Thanks to you, GM, my mom can live! We were constantly worried that one day she’d never open her eyes again due to a magical illness, but she was completely cured thanks to the water you provided!

The post detailed how someone’s mother, who was on the brink of death, had been saved by [Miracle Water].

“Because of… me?”

Albus stared blankly at the screen.

– Our dad too! Thank you, GM!

– Is he your friend? Call him the Lord!

– My mother is also alive thanks to GM’s grace. Truly, thank you, GM.

– My daughter, who was born blind and couldn’t walk due to a fever, can now see! She’s even trying to walk now! All thanks to the Lord’s grace!

– I was waiting for death due to boils, but I was saved!

– I almost couldn’t have an heir because of erectile dysfunction, but thank you, GM!

– I was able to end the suffering of baldness that plagued my family for generations!

The post was followed by countless comments of praise and gratitude. 

Stories of those saved from incurable diseases, those born with disabilities, and even those with conditions like baldness and erectile dysfunction, all healed by Albus’s actions. 

It was a procession of worship and gratitude from those who had been saved.

Albus silently read through all the comments. 

It was a strange feeling. 

A choice made on impulse had turned into a lifesaving miracle for many. 

His heart felt full yet overwhelmed, and he could feel his eyes getting moist.

“I wasn’t wrong. My choice saved someone.”

But then, one comment caught his eye.

– But does the Lord hear our thanks?

This comment was followed by numerous replies.

– Of course! Unlike Deus and Alia, who are only interested in money, he looks after all of us! He listens to us!

– No god has ever helped the weak and poor like us! Unlike the false gods who only talk about salvation, he brought true salvation!

– I’ve been paying tithes to Alia all my life, but it was GM who brought salvation!

– Only GM deserves to stand above! Alia and Deus are false gods!

“What…?”

The community’s atmosphere was turning strange.

– Only GM! Only GM deserves our worship!

– Destroy the false gods!

The overwhelming praise for GM was creating backlash against the existing gods, fostering a fervor that could soon lead to declaring holy wars against the Holy Kingdoms.

“This is dangerous.”

– If the Lord permits, I will personally destroy Deus’s statue!

– Though I am old, I will wield a weapon for the Savior.

– Let’s defeat the false gods and elevate the Lord’s name!

To save those suffering from real-world debuffs, Albus distributed the water to everyone. 

But if this led to real-world wars, more people would die than those saved by the water.

“No…”

He couldn’t let that happen. He had to quell this fervor immediately.

“But how…?”

Given the nature of the community, trying to control the discussion might only fan the flames further. 

Controlling the situation recklessly might make things worse. 

He couldn’t directly appear with his GM account and tell people to stop.

Albus pondered for a long time.

“…Is there no other way?”

Seeing no other solution, he decided, “I’ll have to ask the moderators to control it. If that doesn’t work, I’ll have to find another way.”

Maybe he should consult Carthesia?

Tap, tap, tap.

Albus quickly sent a message to the Demon King.

Shortly after:

Title: Emergency Announcement – Message from GM

Author: Moderator

This is a message from GM:

– Stop excessive praise.

– Stop insulting other gods and their followers.

– Get along with those who think differently from you.

GM has asked you to stop going overboard. 

Violators will be strictly punished.

Comments:

– Is this really from the GM?

– Ah, he’s worried about us petty beings fighting and hurting each other! 

– Other gods? GM, surely you don’t mean…

– We must follow the GM’s orders.

The Demon King, Diana, posted an announcement based on the message Albus sent. 

He doubted this would be enough to calm the community, but he had to try. 

If he let this go, even those indifferent users might become weirdly zealous.


(This post has been deleted)

(Permission denied)

(This post has been deleted)

(Permission denied)

(This post has been deleted)

(Permission denied)

After the announcement, posts inciting holy wars were promptly deleted. 

The Demon King executed the cleanup.

Soon, the community calmed down.

“Is… it working?”

Albus was surprised at how quickly the flames died down. 

He had been prepared to expel players if they rebelled, but it seemed unnecessary. 

As time passed without new inciting posts, he finally breathed a sigh of relief.

“Phew, it worked!”

But beneath the surface, the flames were taking on a new form.

“Since the Savior himself forbade it, we must obey.”

“For him to suddenly forbid praise, there must be a reason.”

“The one who looks after the weak like us wouldn’t stop praise without a cause. There’s definitely something…”

The community’s control only fueled another misconception.

“Could it be Alia and Deus?”

“Did those gods threaten the Lord for their safety?”

“No, the Savior is all-powerful. Such false gods wouldn’t dare threaten him…?”

“Right. The Lord loves us and hates disputes. He must have avoided conflict for our sake.”

“Oh, Lord. How kind and great you are, sacrificing yourself for beings like us!”

The misunderstandings continued to grow.

“Lord, we will defeat the evil gods for you!”

“Savior, I dedicate my life to you, as your warrior, to annihilate your enemies.”

The flames that had sunk below the surface found a new outlet in the real world, coalescing into a secret society.

Thus was born the ‘Shadow of the Almighty,’ dedicated to protecting GM and annihilating his enemies.

***

 Southern Continent, Rudera Beach

Under a parasol, a woman basked in the sunlight.

“Ah… to enjoy such luxury.”

*Clink.*

She sipped from a glass filled with ice.

“It still feels like a dream.”

Days spent trapped in her domain without meddling in the middle world were dull. 

The warmth of the sun she experienced after escaping thanks to Rudera’s appearance was blissful.

Just then.

“Lady Alia!”

A woman with pure white wings flew towards her urgently.

“Something terrible has happened, Lady Alia!”

“…Sigh.”

Alia sighed as she slowly sat up, seeing the angel approaching.

“I told you not to disturb me.”

“Forgive me, Lady Alia! But this is too important to ignore!”


Something significant must have happened for the angel to break her command.

“What is it…?”

The angel relayed the events occurring on the continent.

“What…?”

Alia’s eyes widened in shock.



 
  
    Chapter 33: What is this silver hair


The day after the community was set ablaze

Inside Rudera

The 6th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth

Albus floated high in the air, waving his hands like an orchestra conductor. 

His movements seemed random, as if he was merely flailing in the void.

But if one were to witness the earth rising and the waters parting in response to his gestures, they would never think so.

“Whew, I never expected them to make it this far.”

Albus muttered to himself as he fashioned an immense colosseum, large enough to cover dozens of football fields. 

Just the day before, after subduing the community, a world notification echoed throughout Rudera.

Ding!

– The Tower of Labyrinth’s 5th floor, the Castle of the Unbeliever, has been cleared by player ‘Kenyon’ and 12 others.

– Ownership of the Castle of the Unbeliever is awarded to the main quest’s top contributor, player ‘Kenyon’.

The notification indicated that the 5th floor of the Tower had been cleared.

The Tower of Labyrinth created by Albus had only the first five floors and the very top floor completed. 

The intervening floors were yet to be built.

Albus had set the difficulty of floors two to five extremely high, planning to add the higher levels as he monitored the players’ progression. 

However, the players had surpassed his expectations. 

In less than a month, they had defeated the boss of the fifth floor.

“The difficulty of the fifth floor was significantly higher than the previous levels, yet they cleared it already? This is unbelievable.”

The fifth floor was a place filled with thousands of undead, centered around a level 200 Vampire Lord. 

The boss was immensely powerful, but the real danger lay in the Vampire Lord’s ability to command the undead. 

He could turn fallen players into undead minions.

As players formed raiding parties to tackle the boss, fallen comrades would rise again and stab them in the back. 

The fifth floor was designed to be a brutal challenge, with players not only having to fight the boss but also be wary of their fallen friends.

Unlike the second, third, and fourth floors, which had hidden mechanisms to aid players, the fifth floor had no such gimmicks.

Despite the numerous powerful players on the continent, Albus thought this level’s difficulty would be insurmountable.

Yet, the time between the fifth floor’s opening and its clearing was less than three days.

The sixth floor was still unfinished. 

When Albus saw the notification of the fifth floor being cleared, he hurriedly blocked the gate between the fifth and sixth floors and started working on the sixth.

Fortunately, the players who cleared the fifth floor remained there for some reason, not advancing to the sixth. 

This gave Albus some much-needed time.

“Whew! This should be enough.”

After a long while of waving his hands in the air, Albus completed the arena and looked down upon the world he had created. 

The sixth floor’s theme was a dueling tournament. 

Players would face each other one-on-one in PvP battles for special rewards.

If this tournament succeeded, Albus planned to expand it with new dueling content. 

After completing the construction, Albus took a moment to rest before opening the gate to the sixth floor and pulling up the status window of the player who had cleared the fifth floor.

Ding!

Kenyon

Title: Pathfinder of the Divine, Second Apostle of the GM

LV 211

Class: Hardhugaðr

Hardhugaðr, huh?’

This hidden class could only be obtained by completing a hidden achievement: ‘Defeat ten non-living enemies of level 100 or higher within ten seconds using a hammer.’

Albus had an idea of how Kenyon had cleared the fifth floor so quickly. 

‘While fighting the Vampire Lord, Kenyon must have lost his comrades, and in the process of defeating them, he achieved the hidden accomplishment and obtained the hidden class.’

The Hardhugaðr class derived from Norse mythology, representing one of Thor’s epithets, allowing the user to wield Thor’s power and weapons temporarily.

‘Even a human with the power of a god would find it easy to defeat the Vampire Lord.’

Kenyon was the second player to obtain a hidden class, following the first emperor. 

‘I included that hidden achievement and class for the fun of creating dramatic situations, but I never expected it to accelerate the players’ progress this much.’

Albus cursed his past self.

With weary eyes, Albus opened his dormitory door after a night spent working on the Tower of Labyrinth.

“Hey there, friend. Did you sleep we—no, I guess not.”

In front of him stood Balt, greeting him with a raised hand and a bright smile.

“Did you stay up all night?”

“Spot on…….”

“I can see how Rudera makes you lose track of time. 

Sometimes I just want to skip classes and play all day too,” Balt nodded, eyes closed.

“Of course, I shouldn’t. If my father found out… Just imagining it is terrifying.”

Balt shuddered at the thought.

‘Is his father a senator or something?’

Seeing Balt scared was unusual. 

Albus grew curious about Balt’s family.

“Or maybe you spent the night doing something improper with the Saintess! You can’t, friend. You might incur divine punishment. She’s the god’s woman.”

Balt grinned mischievously.

“Seriously…”

“Just kidding. Let’s head to class. We’ll be late at this rate.”

Balt sprinted ahead.

On the way to the lecture hall,

“000” 

Passersby glanced at Albus, who stumbled beside Balt.

But their stares weren’t due to Albus’s condition.

“Friend, shouldn’t you ask the Saintess to heal you? You two are quite close.”

The incident in the academy restaurant where the Saintess had called him her beloved and dragged him away had made Albus famous as her lover throughout the academy.

A man who seduced the god’s woman was bound to draw attention. 

Despite his sister Adelina’s efforts to curb it, the interest in him had reached its peak.

“It’s not like that….”

The Saintess had suddenly appeared, claiming they had been lovers in a previous life and had fought the GM together. 

Then, she vanished, saying she needed to investigate something.


Several days had passed with no word from her. 

Could this really be called a close relationship?

“I told you, the Saintess must be mistaken. I only met her for the first time then.”

Though he didn’t believe someone like the Saintess would lie, he was convinced she had told the truth about their past relationship and her time travel. 

But not contacting him since was excessive.

Maybe she had something urgent to attend to?

***

The Holy Kingdom

The Pope’s Office

Knock, knock.

“Come in.”

The door opened to reveal Saintess Eclesia.

“It’s been a while, Your Holiness.”

The Pope’s eyes widened in recognition.

“…Eclesia? Weren’t you at the academy? Why are you here?”

“I had urgent matters to investigate. Whew! Thankfully, everything seems fine here.”

Eclesia searched the office as if looking for eavesdropping spells.

“Could you explain, Eclesia? This is hard to understand.”

The Pope watched in bewilderment as she used holy magic to scan the room.

“Many things have happened. So many things.”

Eclesia approached the Pope’s desk.

“I will explain everything. What will happen in the future? The sacrifices you made to protect me and my beloved.”

“The future…?”

“Please believe me, Your Holiness. I have returned from the future.”

“Eclesia, what are you saying…?”

“We have no time. We must act quickly to prevent the calamity god GM from destroying the continent’s order.”

Her eyes were deeply serious. 

The Pope could only stare in silence.

***

Academy Research Lecture Hall

Outside the main lecture room

“Hehe!”

A silver-haired girl rubbed her face against Albus’s chest.

‘Who is this?’

A girl he had never seen before. 

She had the features and porcelain skin that suggested she would grow into a stunning beauty.

“Hello! I’m a god!”

‘Is she unwell?’


Claiming to be a god out of the blue. 

She must be someone’s child working at the academy. Perhaps she was lost.

Should I take her to the student council?

As Albus pondered this,

“Daddy!”



 
  
    Chapter 34: Duamutep (1)


A Short While Ago.

Academy Lecture Hall.

“The belief of intelligent beings, in other words, faith, gives rise to divinity, and that gathered divinity births a deity.”

A professor standing at the lecture podium was delivering a lecture in a leisurely voice.

“A deity is made of divinity and exercises influence by consuming that divinity. When a deity performs a miracle, the believers produce even more faith, thereby replenishing the deity’s divinity.”

“Yawn… When is this going to end?” 

Albus asked Wald, his eyes half-closed.

“Hmm… seems like there’s still quite a bit left,” Wald replied, resting his chin on the desk with a bored expression.

“This may lead to the question of why gods don’t freely perform miracles in the Middle Earth to gain more divinity. However, it’s not that simple. If it were, we would have witnessed a heavenly scene where gods descend to earth and grant our wishes. But in reality, the parts where gods can intervene in the Middle Earth are limited.”

“Yawn… Why does that guy always talk about the same thing?” Albus rubbed his eyes with his hands.

“Many scholars have researched the conditions or limitations under which gods can intervene on earth since ancient times, but nothing has been definitively revealed. Except for the fact that gods have less room to intervene than we might think.”

Due to the professor repeating stories from previous lectures, not only Albus and Wald but also a considerable number of other students were dozing off.

“It seems everyone is struggling to listen because I’m repeating things I’ve said before.” The professor adjusted his glasses with his finger.

“Then, let’s talk about something that might pique your interest. Rudera. It’s been causing quite a stir across the continent these days.”

“…Rudera?” Albus couldn’t help but react when the professor mentioned the world he created.

“Haha, friend. Just hearing the name Rudera wakes you up. That’s a serious condition,” Wald teased.

“…I don’t want to hear that from you.” Albus glared at Wald briefly before focusing on the professor.

Rudera was currently a major issue on the continent, but until now, no professor had ever mentioned Rudera during class.

Despite most professors enjoying Rudera when their accounts were fully investigated, they never talked about it during lessons.

Those professors who loved talking about their own stories.

“It seems everyone’s interest is piqued by the mention of Rudera.” The professor chuckled as he saw the students become more animated.

“Due to the principal’s orders, it’s a topic we shouldn’t discuss during class. But as an educator and a researcher, it’s hard to simply let it go.”

‘The principal ordered us not to talk about it?’

Why?

Albus pondered the reason.

‘Is it because the academy’s original purpose is to impart traditional norms and order to students?’

Students need to absorb the knowledge and order passed down from the past, but if they become interested in Rudera, which makes them pursue momentary pleasure, the education might not be properly conducted.

Moreover, since Rudera appeared not long ago and has brought a certain level of chaos socially, the older generation naturally doesn’t want educators to mention it.

“Everyone, it has already been nearly ten years since Rudera appeared to us. However, in its early days, Rudera was merely a vast landmass. It was like another continent had formed, but compared to reality, its density was quite low.”

Some students showed signs of wanting to raise their hands, but the professor continued while calming them.

“Haha, I know. Even in its early days, there were unique aspects like resurrection after death and the existence of special items. What I want to point out is that early Rudera was significantly different from the Rudera of today. The Tower of Labyrinth and the Labyrinth Shop have brought such immense changes, but Rudera has been continuously evolving over the past ten years. Almost as if the master of that world is intending something.”

The professor’s glasses reflected the light.

“A god exists through the power of faith and exercises that power. But the exercise of that power entails restrictions. Everyone, if you were a god, wouldn’t you look for ways to use your power in the Middle Earth?”

The students murmured.

“I think of it this way. Rudera is a trick found by the god, GM, to exercise power in reality. The descent of [Miracle Spring] across the continent is part of that.”

The students nodded unconsciously at the professor’s confident words.

“…LH?”

The GM found the professor’s words so absurd that they couldn’t help but speak.

“That’s not all. The Tower of Labyrinth shook the entire continent just by its appearance. Let’s talk about the second floor.”

Snap

When the professor snapped his fingers, a model of the Spriggans Desert appeared in mid-air.

“The second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth conquered by the Beast King. Here, the Beast King discovered the truth about the lost god of the Demihumans, Duamutep. Thanks to this, the Demihumans realized that their origin existed and obtained proper faith. That faith connected to the GM. …But there’s more.”

As if crafted specifically for this day, a high-quality hologram appeared, and all the students in the lecture hall held their breath, waiting for the professor’s next words.

“If the faith of the Demihumans in Duamutep creates divinity again? If that divinity gathers and forms Duamutep? Then the god that vanished might be resurrected.”

“Resurrect a god?”

“Is that even possible?”

The students were abuzz with excitement.

“Quiet, quiet. We are still in class. Please save the chatter for after the lecture. What I want to convey is this: the reason GM created Rudera is to exercise power in the world. The reason for creating the second floor of the Tower of Labyrinth was to resurrect the already vanished god, Duamutep. If the Demihumans’s god truly resurrects? Then we can assume that all the floors were made for GM’s special purpose. That’s all.”

“Yaaaaawn.”

As the lecture ended, Albus and Wald yawned and left the lecture hall.

“I’m so sleepy I could die.”

“Albus, what do you think?”

Wald asked Albus with a slightly stern face.

“About what?”

“The GM. Do you think, like the professor said, they created Rudera with a specific purpose?”

Albus was dumbfounded.

“A purpose… well, of course, there is. I made it because I was bored to death and wanted to have some fun.”

“Hey, Albus?”

Albus tapped Wald’s forehead as he was deep in thought.

“What does it matter if we know? Are you planning to fight the GM? What if something goes wrong and you can’t even play Rudera anymore?”

“No, it’s not that…”

“Then why worry about useless things? They’re a god. It’s not like we can do anything about it anyway. Just don’t bother.”

‘After all, I’m that GM. I did it just for fun.’

“…Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

Wald nodded at Albus’s words and matched his pace.

“I’m hungry. Shall we go eat?”

“Yeah, let’s go quickly before it gets crowded.”

It was just as they were about to step out of the lecture hall.

“…Huh?”

Something small approached Albus’s stomach and bumped into him.

When Albus looked down,

“Ehehe!”

A silver-haired girl was rubbing her face against Albus’s chest.

…Who’s this girl?

A girl he had never seen before.

With such delicate facial features and skin as white as jade, she would grow up to be a beauty who could shake the continent.

“Hello! I am a god!”

Is she a bit sick?

Calling herself a god out of the blue.


She must be the child of someone working at the academy.

She seems lost.

Should I take her to the guidance office?

Just as Albus was thinking that,

“Daddy!”

Duamutep shouted loudly.

The surroundings became noisy in an instant.

Albus, who was already the center of attention due to the incident with the saintess, was now the focus of even more attention.

Moreover, it was right at the entrance of the lecture hall where students were pouring out after the lecture.

Numerous students witnessed this scene.

“Isn’t that the guy the saintess called husband?”

“Yeah, yeah! Does he already have a kid?”

“How neglectful must he be for the kid to come to class?”

“She has the same silver hair as him. She must be his child.”

“Come to think of it, the Duke of Vernier’s family is known for their silver hair.”

“That thing! The malicious rumor about the saintess!”

“…It seems it wasn’t a rumor.”

“I can’t believe he even has a child.”

“A child with the saintess… ugh! I’m jealous!”

“The saintess with a man…? Unbelievable!”

“I find the child more interesting than the saintess.”

“What’s with this guy!”

“Hey, friend… you…?”

Wald, with trembling eyes, looked at Albus.

“You said it wasn’t true, didn’t you? How, how…!”

Albus was also confused and couldn’t grasp the situation.

Who is this child calling me daddy?

Why is she happily rubbing her face against my chest?

The gazes and attention of people pouring onto Albus and Duamutep.

The negative emotions of ‘jealousy’ directed at Albus made Duamutep frown.


“This place is too noisy!”

Duamutep stretched out her arms and hugged Albus’s waist.

“Huh?”

Whoosh

The next moment, Albus found himself standing in the middle of a desert.



 
  
    Chapter 35: Duamutep (2)


“Here is…”

Albus shielded his eyes from the blazing sun overhead with his hand and looked around.

“A desert?”

I was definitely at the academy just a moment ago, wasn’t I?

For a moment, Albus thought he might be in Rudera, but when he confirmed that no command window was appearing, he was sure it was reality.

“This makes no sense.”

Did I use a teleportation spell or something?

What on earth is going on?

How could I, who was in the middle of the academy just a moment ago, end up in the desert…

Soft and squishy.

Still bewildered by the situation, Albus felt a sensation behind his back.

“Hehe! Daddy, twoak!”

Turning his head, he saw a silver-haired girl, who had called him daddy in front of many people just moments ago, clinging to his back.

Suddenly, he was dropped in the middle of a desert, and this strange girl was calling him daddy.

I see. 

This must be a dream.

Feeling dizzy, Albus collapsed.

Due to the desert’s climate, his weak body had reached its limit.

“Huh? Daddy? No, Daddy!”

‘What kind of dream is this…?’

Watching the girl desperately try to catch his falling body, Albus’s consciousness faded.

A moment later…

“Mmm…”

Albus woke up, feeling a soft and squishy sensation against his body.

“Daddy? Daddy! You’re awake!”

The girl, who had been lying on his stomach and closely watching his face, jumped with joy.

‘This… isn’t a dream?’

Even though he had hoped to wake up from the dream when he lost consciousness, the first thing he saw upon opening his eyes was the girl.

It seemed this was reality.

Albus looked around the girl.

A massive tree had grown in the middle of the barren desert, which had been empty just a moment ago.

The tree seemed to exist solely to provide him with shade.

Albus could feel a special energy flowing throughout his body.

It was as if this energy was trying to protect him from the desert’s heat.

At this point, it was impossible not to understand.

The person who brought him here, created a place for him to rest when he collapsed, and infused his body with this energy was this girl in front of him.

And this girl was probably…

“Duamutep.”

“Huh? You called, Daddy?”

Duamutep, the quest NPC inserted for the main quest of the Spriggans’ Great Desert on the second floor of the Tower of Rudera’s Labyrinth, and the god of a fallen empire according to the setting.

“Hehe…”

Duamutep giggled bashfully.

‘If my guess is correct, this girl in front of me is a god.’

Unlike me, who is omnipotent only within Rudera, she possesses divinity and powers in reality.

Albus swallowed hard and asked.

“Did you bring me here?”

“Yeah!”

The girl nodded her head up and down.

“It was too noisy there! It was too hard to have a proper conversation with you. And there were people who were thinking bad thoughts about you.”

‘So, she brought me here because she wanted to talk to me.’

Moreover, she’s calling me daddy.

Does she think of me as her father?

Fortunately, she seems to like me.

It looks like we can communicate to some extent.

But…

“Why do you call me daddy?”

“Why?”

The girl put her index finger on her lips and looked puzzled.

“Hmm? Because Daddy is Daddy.”

“Am I your daddy?”

“Yeah! Daddy made Dua! Hehe…”

The girl hugged Albus tightly again.

I… made her?

Even though I’m an omnipotent GM within Rudera, in reality, I can’t even use magic properly.

Unlike other players, I don’t receive the effects of classes or items within Rudera.

How could someone like me create a god? 

Such a thing should be impossible…

‘If the belief of the Demihumans in Duamutep restores divinity and that divinity gathers to form Duamutep, then the extinguished god might be revived.’

The professor’s words from the class he attended earlier flashed through Albus’s mind.

“Born from belief…”

‘The belief of the Demihumans gathered in this desert to create this child.’

Albus understood what had happened.

‘I can’t believe the professor’s prediction became reality.’

The professor had predicted that Duamutep could be revived through the belief of the Demihumans. 

The divinity created by belief was the core that formed a god’s power.

Although Duamutep wasn’t a real god but a fictional one created by Albus, it didn’t change the fact that she had manifested in reality due to the Demihumans’ belief.

‘This makes it look like I created Rudera with some grand purpose…’

It seemed as if the GM had some hidden agenda in creating Rudera, just as the professor had speculated.

I just made the game for fun, but how did things end up like this…


Did it go wrong when I got involved with Carthesia?

“Sigh. I don’t know.”

Because of a mere game, a god was born in reality?

Does that even make sense?

Albus’s head started to ache.

“I’m sorry, Daddy…?”

The girl, who was still hugging Albus, noticed that he didn’t seem to be in a good mood.

“…?”

“Actually… you know…”

The girl, looking slightly downcast, twiddled her index fingers together and mumbled.

“Dua was born here with Daddy’s power… So I brought Daddy home…”

‘This child was born from the gathered divinity here.’

“If I had known Daddy would collapse, I wouldn’t have brought you… Dua just wanted to be with Daddy… So that’s why…”

Albus began to feel a little sorry for the girl.

‘Ultimately, it’s my responsibility that this child was born due to the game I created. She was born without anyone to take care of her, in this desolate desert, with nothing.’

An infant in desperate need of parental love was abandoned in the middle of a desert.

“Daddy says he’s not Daddy…! And he frowned at Dua… Sob!”

Duamutep started to sob.

‘Is this my fault…?’

Albus could only guess how much it hurt the child when the person she believed to be her father denied being her father and sighed with a frown on his face.

“I’m sorry, Daddy… I was wrong… Don’t abandon me…”

Tears as big as chicken droppings rolled down the girl’s face.

‘A god who needs parental love before being a god…’

If this child was born from the belief of the demihumans due to a misunderstanding by the Beast King on the second floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth, then she was essentially a newborn, just a month old.

Although the incident was caused by the Beast King, he sincerely believed Duamutep and the GM to be gods, so he couldn’t play the father’s role.

‘So, I have to play the father’s role.’

I don’t even have a lover, yet I now have a child to take care of.

Is this what they call responsibility without pleasure?

“Duamutep.”

“Sniff… Yes?”

“It’s okay. It’s okay. Come here.”

Albus lifted the girl and placed her on his lap.

The sensation of Duamutep on his lap was quite soft and warm.

“Daddy won’t abandon you. Never.”

“…?”

“Duamutep did make a mistake that almost got Daddy in big trouble. But you made shade for Daddy when he collapsed, and you also infused energy into Daddy’s body to help him recover, didn’t you?”

Albus could feel the energy inside his body, protecting him from the harsh desert climate.

It was the same type of energy as the power coming from his own hands, divinity.

“…Yeah.”

Albus wiped Duamutep’s tears with his hand.

“Actually, it’s Daddy’s fault for not being there to celebrate your birth. Oh no! What should I do? Daddy, I think our Duamutep should scold me! Oh, Princess, please forgive me!”

Albus exaggerated his movements, acting overly dramatic.

“Hehe.”

The girl laughed bashfully at his antics.

Though it was a clumsy imitation of parenting he had seen over someone’s shoulder, it was enough to make the girl smile.

“For my daughter, Daddy will show a special move! Here comes the Albus Special! Airplane ride!”

Albus lifted Duamutep high into the air and ran around with her.

“Kyahaha!”

Though it was nothing compared to her flying, and the concept of an airplane was entirely new to her, she felt her father’s love in his effort to play with her.

‘Dua is not abandoned.’

She had gone beyond the desert to places where his power didn’t reach to confirm she wasn’t abandoned.

Crossing many mountains and rivers to find him.

And the father she found…

‘Loves Dua.’

Hehe

Duamutep laughed brightly like an ordinary child as she played with Albus.

“Huff… huff…”

After playing with Duamutep for a while, Albus bent over, holding his knees, and panted.

‘Is she not getting tired?’

Playing with a child is like an endless cycle of eternity, they say.

Albus started to understand why there was such a saying.


“…Huh?”

Wait a minute.

Even though she’s a newborn, she’s still a god.

If she can sprout a giant tree in the desert for me when I collapse or maintain my body temperature with divinity, she must be capable of handling divinity.

Can’t I learn how to handle divinity from her?



 
  
    Chapter 36: Duamutep (3)


“Ha. This is ridiculous.”

A man with golden hair sprawled across an entire sofa, his legs spread wide. 

He was the second prince of the empire, a frontrunner in the competition for the imperial throne alongside the first princess.

“When I first heard the rumor that you and the saintess were lovers, I thought it was just a lie you spread to get attention.”

As soon as the rumor started circulating, he had his subordinates investigate the man thoroughly. 

The target seemed to prefer a quiet life, making the prince initially believe the rumor was a misunderstanding.

Crash.

“He has a child?”

The sofa’s armrest crumpled under his grip.

“The saintess, so pure and innocent, would never be attracted to such a scoundrel.”

Despite Albus never doing anything particularly wrong, the prince now saw him as a womanizer. 

Usually rational and composed, the prince found it hard to maintain his sanity when it came to matters involving the woman he adored.

He first met her years ago at the grand harvest festival in the capital. 

She radiated a holy and mystical aura, likely due to her devotion to God.

Although he once thought all women were either materialistic or trivial, he couldn’t help but be captivated by the saintess.

How much had he struggled to earn even a sliver of her attention since that day? 

Why had he joined the imperial succession race he had no interest in? 

How ecstatic had he been upon hearing she would attend the academy?

He dreamt that if he won the throne, she would place the crown on his head at his coronation, and he would confess his love, holding her hand and whispering sweet words. 

The union of the empire’s pinnacle and the daughter of God would be a beautiful testament to the empire’s thousand-year prosperity and Deus’s blessing.

But another man’s child? 

What scoundrel dared to impregnate the saintess?

Normally, he would consider the possibility of a rumor being exaggerated and investigate further, but his rationality was already slipping.

“He must have used some vile trick.”

Perhaps he used hypnosis or another dirty spell. 

Maybe he exploited her kind heart.

Grinding his teeth, the prince seethed.

“Lugal.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

A student in academy uniform, waiting by the prince’s side, responded to his call.

“You said his name was Albus Vernier? We need to capture and interrogate him. Personally.”

Was he really involved with the saintess?

 Was the child causing a commotion in the academy truly theirs? 

He would confirm it himself.

“Your Highness, Albus Vernier is a member of the noble Vernier family. Arbitrarily interrogating him without cause is dangerous.”

It was just a rumor. 

Malicious gossip about prominent figures was common, and it was alarming to see his lord so swayed by it.

“If we rashly interrogate Albus Vernier, the Vernier family, who have declared neutrality in the succession struggle, might turn to support the first princess.”

So many princes and princesses had tried to win over that formidable house. 

Turning them into enemies by interrogating their heir was too risky.

His lord’s obsession with the saintess was well-known. 

The dormant dragon had entered the succession race in earnest because of her. 

But it was preposterous for him to personally confirm a ridiculous rumor about the saintess and a duke’s son having a child.

“Moreover, it’s just a frivolous rumor. There’s no need for Your Highness to act personally. Let me discreetly verify the truth.”

As a loyal servant, he had to prevent his lord from making a mistake.

“No.”

The prince rose slowly.

“I will do it myself.”

His eyes were already filled with madness.

“I can interrogate him without revealing my identity.”

“Your Highness…!”

“Enough. Do not make me repeat myself.”

His eyes were bloodshot. 

Lugal realized he could no longer dissuade the prince.

“If you’re worried about revealing your identity, don’t be. There’s a perfect world for that.”

The prince gestured towards the device on the table.

“…A connector? Your Highness, you don’t mean…”

“In Rudera, there’s an item called the [Polymorph Scroll].”

[Polymorph Scroll], a rare item that temporarily changes the user’s appearance through polymorph magic.

“I can interrogate him without revealing my identity. Put surveillance on him.”

If they knew when and where Albus connected to Rudera, they could capture him without revealing their identities. 

Once the truth was verified through interrogation, if everything turned out to be true…

The prince’s eyes glowed ominously. 

He would show no mercy to the man who dared take the woman he had pursued his entire life.

“No! That’s not it!”

Perhaps it was her desire to be endearing to her father. 

The girl with perky animal ears on her head stuttered.

“No!”

“Is this right?”

The light that had been shining from Albus’s palm disappeared.

“Like this?”

“Like this!”

When Duamutep fiddled with the air, a tree resembling Albus sprouted from the ground.

“Like this!”

Duamutep scolded Albus, hands on her hips.

“…Even if you say so.”

Albus felt dejected seeing the girl achieve effortlessly what he couldn’t despite trying so hard. 

Receiving guidance from his daughter on how to use divine power, he thought he would soon be able to use it.

Despite wielding god-like power in Rudera, he struggled in reality.


“No! Like this!”

“Like this?”

“No! Like this!”

Reality was not so simple.

‘Is it because I can’t understand Duamutep’s explanation or do I lack talent?’

Albus sat down in defeat.

‘The saintess said my future self used divine power. That means I will be able to use it eventually. Maybe I just need more time.’

Seeing Albus slump to the ground, Duamutep looked worried.

“Daddy…are you mad?”

“Huh?”

“You said Duamutep was being mean…”

The girl was now downcast, her ears drooping.

“No, no! Daddy’s not mad! Why would I be mad at you? You were just trying to teach me!”

“Really?”

“Really, really.”

“Yay.”

As Albus nodded vigorously, Duamutep beamed and hugged him tightly.

‘I need to be careful. Even my smallest actions could hurt her.’

Adopting a god with abandonment issues as his daughter. How did it come to this?

Growl.

Albus’s stomach growled.

‘Did I forget to eat?’

He had been about to have dinner with Wald after their classes when Duamutep had abducted him. 

The series of shocking events had made him forget, but now his hunger was catching up.

“Duamutep.”

“Hmm?”

“Want to have dinner with Daddy?”

“Yeah, yeah!”

Though he hadn’t mastered divine power yet, he had plenty of time. 

Watching Duamutep use it, he would soon be able to as well. 

Now that he understood her loneliness, he couldn’t leave her in the desolate desert.

He had to bring her to the academy.

“Not that I could go back alone anyway.”

Albus chuckled.

He intended to learn to use divine power and return to the academy, but he would need Duamutep’s help.

“Hmm? What’s that sound?”

Duamutep looked up at him with curious eyes.

“Nothing. Let’s go eat. Can you take us back to where you brought me from?”

“Okay!”

Duamutep hugged Albus’s waist.

Woosh.

The next moment, Albus and Duamutep stood inside the academy’s research building.

‘We’re back.’

The building was deserted now that the sun had set.

‘A great wizard, no, even Carthesia would show signs when teleporting such a long distance.’

While wizards needed incantations and preparation, and Carthesia displayed magical fluctuations, Duamutep’s spatial movement had no such prelude. 

It was as if they had seamlessly transitioned from the desert to the academy.

‘This is divine power?’

A symbol of the gods, wielded by gods alone. 

The overwhelming power sent shivers through Albus.

‘I will wield this power someday…’

“Albus?”

Lost in thought, he heard a voice calling him from behind.

“Hmm?”

Turning around, he saw Ferizit holding a bundle of bread.

“What are you doing here… Hmm?”

Her gaze shifted to Duamutep standing beside him.

“That child is…”

Ferizit believed in GM and Duamutep, yet she hadn’t met Duamutep before. 

How coincidental.

But there was no way she would recognize Duamutep. 

Who would believe their god appeared as a little girl with animal ears? 

She would think she was a beast-kin girl.


“Human child?”

Ferizit tilted her head.

‘Not a beast-kin but human?’

Puzzled by Ferizit’s reaction, Albus looked down at Duamutep. 

The animal ears that had been on her head were gone, leaving her looking like a regular human child.



 
  
    Chapter 37: Competition (1)


After this, Duamutep’s words came to Perizet in a vision, saying, “Do not be afraid, Perizet. I am your shield, and your exceedingly great reward. Behold, I have set my covenant between me and you, and I will make you exceedingly fruitful.” 

And he continued, “Behold, my covenant is with you, and you and your husband Albus shall be the parents of many.”

Queen of the Beasts, Chapter 11, Verses 15, 24, and 25

***

“Human child?”

Perizet looked Duamutep up and down. “Albus, do you know this child?”

Was it fortunate that the one encountered was Perizet? 

She wasn’t the type to spread rumors. 

If he explained it well to her, it might work out.

“Oh, this child is…”

‘…What should I say?’

Since they would be raising her in the dormitory anyway, should he say she was just a child they would be looking after for a while? 

But what if Duamutep got hurt by that? 

He couldn’t exactly say, ‘This is Duamutep, and she is a deity. She was born from divine energy. 

She is my daughter. Please take care of her. Duamutep, say hello. This is a friend of mine.’

“…?”

Perizet looked puzzled as Albus suddenly stopped speaking. 

“Why do you stop mid-sentence?”

“Hold on, Perizet. So, this child is…”

As Albus fumbled for words, Duamutep, who had been clinging to his leg, spoke in a mystical tone.

“Perizet al Brigand, faithful and devout believer. You and your father are ancestors of faith, and your faith always pleases me.”

Thud.

Upon hearing those words, Perizet involuntarily knelt.

“Eh?”

Tears started to stream down her face. 

‘Why?’

She couldn’t understand her own reaction.

“Do not be afraid. I am the shield of your people, and you will receive a great reward.”

“Alright! Let’s go, Dad!”

Duamutep, seeing that Perizet was completely lost in the vision, grinned and turned to Albus.

“…?”

What just happened? 

Why did she suddenly kneel and cry? 

What exactly was going on?

***

“Duamutep, what did you do?”

Albus was struggling to keep up with the situation. 

Judging by Duamutep’s reaction, it seemed like she had done something to Perizet.

“Dad looked troubled, so I showed her a vision. Don’t worry. She’s probably seeing what she wants to see.”

“A vision…?”

So, Perizet was seeing her desired vision?

But more importantly… child?

“Yeah. She and her father are dear to me. They believe in me. They seem to know you. So I just showed her a vision. Let’s go now, Dad.”

Was it because she was a deity receiving the faith of the beasts?

“Oh, to prevent this from happening again, I’ll make sure only you can see me, Dad.”

Divine energy flowed from Duamutep, enveloping her.

“Done! Now no one else can see me!”

Duamutep spoke clearly, no longer sounding like a child. 

She was revealing her true form, the real deity.

—

“…Ugh, I can’t. Dad, carry me!”

Duamutep, having exhausted her divine energy, collapsed into Albus’s arms.

“You’ve used up all your divine energy, haven’t you?” 

Albus chuckled and carried her on his back. 

No matter if she was a deity, to him, she was just an adorable child. 

There was nothing to be afraid of.

“Up we go.”

“Hehe, Dad’s smell.”

Duamutep buried her face in Albus’s back.

***

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Was it because she was a deity who had only recently been born that her divine energy was limited? 

Or was it that there was a limit to how much a deity could intervene in the mortal realm?

“Didn’t you say the place we were at before was your home?”

“That’s right.”

She must be referring to that desert.

“If she leaves her home, Duamutep becomes very weak. See, her ears have disappeared.”

Duamutep pointed to her head, where her once perked-up ears had vanished. 

Was it because she was a deity born in the desert and could only exert her full power there? 

Created by the faith of the beastmen, she might have become a local deity of the desert.

***

“If she’s to stay at the academy, Duamutep will have to live in a weakened state. I can’t keep her in a place where it’s hard for her to stay just because I want to be with her.”

“No!”

Before Albus could finish his sentence, Duamutep shouted.

“I want to stay with you, Dad!”

Did she understand what he was about to say? 

Duamutep immediately rejected the idea.

“Without you, Dad, there’s no point for me! I’m staying here!”

“I see.”


How could he even think of leaving a child alone in such a desert, even if it was her home? 

What was he thinking?

“I’m sorry, Duamutep.”

“It’s okay. So, let’s go eat quickly.”

Duamutep patted Albus as if absolving him of his sins.

“Ha! Alright.”

To Albus, she seemed merely small and adorable.

Title: Announcement – Duel Tournament on the 6th Floor of the Labyrinth Tower

Author: Joo-dak

Message from the GM:

– A PvP tournament will be held on the 6th floor of the Labyrinth Tower.

– The tournament will be a series of one-on-one duels between players.

– It will be conducted in a tournament format.

– The winner will receive both a tier and prizes.

– Higher-ranked participants will also receive varying prizes based on their rankings.

– Prizes: [New Miracle Spring Water] and items from the Labyrinth Shop ([New Miracle Spring Water] is a new item that heals different debuffs compared to [Miracle Spring Water]).

– The tournament will take place in three days.

– Interested players can register on the 6th floor of the Labyrinth Tower (registration is open until just before the tournament starts).

– All players can watch the tournament from the spectators’ seats.

Comments:

– A tournament on the 6th floor?

– What is PvP?

– So this is why there was nothing on the 6th floor!

– A tournament everyone can see! The GM is a god!

“Battles between players?”

The Demon King muttered to himself as he read the comments on the announcement he posted. 

This morning, he received a message from the GM about a tournament being held in the Labyrinth Tower. 

The content was shocking: a martial arts tournament involving brutal fights between players. 

It was a type of content unlike anything seen before in the Labyrinth Tower.

Naturally, the tournament’s rewards were stunning. 

The winner would gain a tier, and even those who didn’t win but reached the higher ranks would receive items from the Labyrinth Shop as prizes.

“To show off those magnificent divine treasures and then hold such a tournament.”

Everyone on the continent had tasted the greatness of these divine treasures through the [Miracle Spring Water]. 

It was unimaginable how much this single tournament would shake the continent.

“GM, what are you aiming for?”

Events occur on each tier of the Labyrinth Tower. 

Coupled with incidents like the American Incident and the “Event of the Phoenix.”

All these events were undoubtedly connected. 

The GM’s plan was steadily progressing. 

What, then, was the GM aiming for with this tournament?

A tournament of one-on-one battles. Only the most powerful fighter would win…

“I see.”

The Demon King grinned.

“To find a candidate for an Apostle.”

The GM was undoubtedly searching for a suitable individual to receive his power and serve as his subordinate. 

It was strange that a god as powerful as the GM did not yet have an apostle. 

He must be planning to select one from the filtered talents in this tournament.

“All these events were orchestrated just to find an apostle…?”

A purpose more grandiose than the changes seen on the continent over millennia. 

The Demon King’s body trembled with excitement.

This tournament would attract countless hidden masters from the continent. 

How much would this 6th floor change the continent?

“If only I could participate.”

If it weren’t for his contract with the Demon God, he would have abandoned his duties as the Demon Realm’s lord to join the fray. 

The new era the GM would bring was highly anticipated by the Demon King.

“A PvP tournament…”

Tick.

“Interesting.”

A one-eyed man with an eyepatch leaned on his greatsword and turned off the community screen.

“Time to stretch my muscles.”

“So, all I have to do is win to claim that tier?”

“Exactly.”

“I’m confident I can win! I never lose!”

Wham!

With a smash, a giant rock shattered under the enormous man’s hand.

“I’ll destroy everything.”

Clang.

“Is the prize really the Miracle Spring Water?”

A burly dwarf with a thick beard wiped his sweat in front of the lava forge, asking.

“It only cures my impotence, not my baldness. Even having another one is… What?”

The hammer fell from his hand.

“A new spring that heals other debuffs too? Bring the equipment quickly! Hurry!”

“A tournament…”

“You don’t need to participate, Master. Just command us, and we’ll present you with the sixth tier.”

“No. I’ll do it.”

Rumble.

“The GM himself is hosting this tournament?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“…”

The Beast King, who received the story directly from his lieutenant, fell into thought.

“The GM is hosting the tournament. As his devoted servant, how could I not attend?”


Aura gathered along the Beast King’s arm. 

Wisps of divine energy glimmered over the concentrated magic.

“We’ll show the continent the strength of us beastmen, reborn with the grace of the Savior.”

To those who scorned us, a shock and fear. 

To the Savior, our true faith and devotion.



 
  
    Chapter 38: Competition (2)


“OF!”

Dua burst into Albus’s room, holding his hand tightly, and threw herself onto the bed.

Boing, boing.

“Hehe, I like it here!” Dua said, bouncing on the bed.

Giggling, she buried her face into the mattress.

‘Is it really that great?’ 

Albus thought.

Even though Dua had jumped onto the bed without washing, Albus didn’t feel the urge to stop her.

This might be the first bed she’s ever encountered in her life.

A child who should have been born surrounded by love had, for the first time, slept on a sandy floor.

He couldn’t stop her.

He could only cherish her.

It didn’t matter whether she was a real deity or whether she could wield power through her divinity.

What mattered was taking responsibility for a child who was not properly loved because of what he had done.

‘But I feel like I’ve forgotten something…’

Albus had a nagging feeling as he returned to the room.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Albus? Are you in there?”

Wald’s voice came from outside the door.

‘Wald! That’s right!’

Albus remembered what he had forgotten.

When Dua had dragged him to the desert, he had left his friend behind.

“I heard something from inside, didn’t I? Buddy, you’re in there, right?”

Albus looked at Dua.

When they had gone to the restaurant together earlier, no one had noticed Dua’s presence.

It should be fine to open the door.

Seeing Dua playing on the bed, Albus opened the door.

“Wald.”

“Albus! You’re in here!”

Wald stood at the doorway, a look of relief on his face.

“I thought something happened to you! A little girl suddenly appeared, and then you disappeared!”

‘Ah… haha.’

Come to think of it, Dua had kidnapped him in the middle of the crowd.

Quite a few people must have seen that scene.

Is this really okay?

“What happened? Are you alright?”

“I’m fine. It’s nothing major.”

‘Just got briefly kidnapped by a divine child. Nothing major.’

Albus swallowed those thoughts.

He wasn’t sure if he should call this nothing.

“Don’t worry. So…”

“Hmm… I see. I don’t quite understand, but okay.”

Wald nodded, not fully convinced but somewhat accepting Albus’s explanation.

Did I explain it well enough?

Even if it didn’t make sense, he couldn’t tell the truth.

“By the way, buddy. There was an uproar across the continent while you were gone! Specifically, while we were attending lectures at the academy!”

“An uproar?”

“They’re holding a duel tournament in Rudera! And it’s for the control of the sixth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth!”

That’s what it was.

Albus remembered what he had truly forgotten.

As he sent Wald off to join the tournament, Albus closed the door, turned off the light, and lay down on the bed with Dua.

He had forgotten, due to meeting Dua.

The message he had sent to Joo-Dak in the morning.

It was about the PVP tournament on the sixth floor of the newly opened Tower of Labyrinth.

Thinking a game needed an arena where players could compete against each other, he had set up a large-scale duel arena.

He had designed it so players could engage in duel content and decided the sixth floor’s theme would be dueling.

All players could join, with random assignments for tournament matches.

Special items were offered as prizes for those who made it to the top.

If the tournament succeeded, it could become a permanent feature, like the Tower of Labyrinth, with more additions.

If it worked well, they could add professional teams and regular tournaments.

Adding eSports to this world.

Just imagining it seemed fun.

“Kooo…”

Dua had fallen asleep beside him.

Albus had planned to check the community’s reaction to the tournament after his lecture with Wald, but he had completely forgotten due to Dua.

Ding.

To see others’ reactions, Albus pulled up the community screen in front of him.

***

Title: This seems more interesting than the annual martial arts tournament in the Empire.

Content: You know the annual martial arts tournament in the Empire where they gather knights and mercenaries to fight in the capital? But they can’t use their full power or aura because they’re not allowed to cause fatal injuries? In Rudera, they can have more spectacular duels since the dead revive.

Comments:


	Agreed. Plus, with the rewards, we’ll see all the top rankers.

	True. If you win, you get a tier. People are excited to watch the event.



***

Title: Think you can join the duel tournament, carpet guy? Come on in!

Content: Even if you’re usually outdone by the rankers and can’t get near the central continent, you’re planning to go against the top rankers attacking the Tower of Labyrinth? You’ll probably be torn apart by those monsters. Just sit in the audience and enjoy the show with some popcorn.

Comments:


	Trying to eliminate competitors, huh?

	Or you could see it as a chance to learn from those monsters. It’s a valuable experience you can’t buy.



***

Title: Are these the duel tournament rewards?

Writer: Softly loving saint

Content: Reward: [New Miracle Spring Water] and items from the Labyrinth shop ([New Miracle Spring Water] is a new item that heals different debuffs than [Miracle Spring Water]). New Miracle Spring Water? Can I cure baldness now?


Comments:


	Haven’t you killed yourself yet?

	You have to reach the top ranks to get the prize.

	Is there a chance it will be added to the Labyrinth shop?

	You can’t even get Miracle Spring Water; how will you get the new one?



***

Many people were excited about the duel tournament.

Albus scrolled through the community screen, checking the responses.

‘Thankfully, the reactions seem good.’

Since the concept of dueling was common in this world, people were quick to accept it.

And with meaningful prizes, the hype was strong.

‘It looks like the tournament will be a success.’

Albus no longer worried about having too few participants for the event.

“Kooo… Abua…”

He looked at Dua, who was sleeping with her mouth slightly open, mumbling in her sleep.

Albus refreshed the community screen.

New posts quickly appeared.

***

Title: Breaking news: Republic enforcers urgently summoned

The title alone suggested it might be a fishing post, but Albus clicked on it, entranced.

Luckily, it wasn’t a prank with disturbing images.

Content: I work at the Palace of Revolution (photo proof). Today, all the enforcers gathered. It seems to be because of the duel tournament in the Tower of Labyrinth.

Comments:


	They’re gathering all the enforcers just for that? Not a war?

	It’s not just one event; it’s a whole tier.

	This is a national pride issue.

	The last full assembly of enforcers was 100 years ago.



***

The last full assembly of enforcers had happened 100 years ago during the Republic’s War of Homeland Defense.

“Because of me?”

Albus murmured, realizing his tournament caused this.

***

Title: Breaking news: The Empire has issued an emergency imperial decree!

Title: Breaking news: The Holy Kingdom has summoned all Paladins!

Title: Beast King declares participation!

Title: Elven Council declares a state of emergency and appoints a Dictator!

***

The community posts kept coming.

This was getting bigger than he expected.

It seemed uncontrollable.

“I don’t know anymore.”

Albus gave up thinking.

***

“Your Majesty! Time is of the essence! We need a warrior to represent the Empire quickly!”

“The Republic has summoned all enforcers. It looks like they plan to participate with full force!”

“What is going on?”

The Emperor clutched his head.

Thanks to a divine miracle, his hair was lush, offering something to pull in frustration.

‘The first Emperor is absorbed in Rudera, and the former Emperor is stuck on the fourth floor.’

The two strongest in the Empire’s history. 

If either could join the duel, there’d be no worry. 

But how did things end up like this?

“Who should represent the Empire then?”

“What about Sir Schmidt, the leader of the Royal Knights?”

“Against the enforcers? Can Sir Schmidt handle that?”

“Are you saying the current masters of the Empire are weaker than the Republic’s enforcers?”

The ministers’ debate intensified, worsening the Emperor’s headache.

The Republic’s enforcers each had strength equal to or greater than a master, with unique abilities.

Despite its small size and limited resources, the Republic rivaled the Empire because of them.

In one-on-one duels, the Empire was at a disadvantage against the Republic.

When the Royal Knights clashed with the Revolutionary Warriors, the Republic’s strength had surpassed them.

Even Schmidt would struggle against the enforcers.

Yet, the Empire could not afford to lose or back down.

This duel tournament was essentially a proxy war among the continent’s powers.

Losing to the Republic would undermine the Empire’s prestige.

Victory against the Republic was essential.

“How can we manage this…”

As the Emperor racked his brain for a solution.

Click, click, click.

“Father, what about me?”

A melodious voice interrupted his thoughts.

The Emperor looked up slowly to see his beloved daughter, Princess Rebecca, smiling.

“I can defeat the enforcers and bring glory to the Empire.”

“Rebecca…”

She had recently reached the rank of archmage.

Impressive, but not yet comparable to the enforcers or their unique abilities.

“Your Majesty! It’s too dangerous!”

“Yes! We must not jeopardize the princess!”

“Father, allow me.”

Rebecca’s determination was unwavering.

“Rebecca…”

As the Emperor met his daughter’s gaze, he sighed deeply.

***

Title: I’m seeing many people cheering for this user named ‘Dua’. Who is that?

Writer: Dua best

Content: I haven’t been able to visit Rudera yet, so I’m out of the loop. When I searched ‘Dua’ on Rudera, I found some stories. Someone told me she is a character in a game, but others say she’s a real person? What’s the truth?

Comments:


	Actually, there was a battle between a character named Dua and some enforcers, and she wiped them all out. That’s why everyone’s talking about her.

	Really? Can someone from the Republic confirm this?

	People, it’s true. I saw it myself.

	And that’s how the rumor started about her being a goddess.



***

Title: There’s a lot of noise around this person ‘Dua’. What’s her role in the duel tournament?

Writer: Duo Dao

Content: I’m not sure about this ‘Dua’ person. If she’s a high-rank character, will she participate in the tournament? If anyone knows, please share.

Comments:


	I saw a duel between Dua and an enforcer. She annihilated them.

	I have a hunch she might be a new deity.

	I’m looking forward to seeing her in the tournament.



***

Title: It seems like every country is mobilizing for this tournament. Is Rudera safe?

Writer: Worried citizen

Content: Just from the rumors, it sounds like the continent’s strongest warriors are gathering in Rudera. Will it become a battlefield? Is it safe to go there?

Comments:


	I heard the Holy Kingdom is sending their Paladins. It’s bound to be tense.

	Don’t worry. The Tower of Labyrinth has systems to prevent actual casualties.

	It’s true the tension is high, but it’s safe to watch the duels.



***

As the reactions continued to flood in, Albus felt the pressure building. 


The duel tournament had grown into a continental event, drawing interest and participants from all over.

Despite the tension, Albus couldn’t help but feel a thrill. 

He had wanted to make an impact, and it seemed he had succeeded.

“Dua,” he whispered to the sleeping girl beside him. 

“Looks like we’re in for quite an adventure.”



 
  
    Chapter 39: Competition (3)


“What?”

The Second Prince, half-reclining in the lounge, furrowed his brows and asked again.

“What did you just say?”

“The First Princess has been announced by His Majesty to participate in the upcoming duel tournament as the royal representative.”

Crack.

The glass in the prince’s hand shattered into pieces under the pressure of his grip.

“She’s going to participate directly in a tournament where the participation of the Executors is a given?”

In the past, during the Great War, the Republic and the Empire fought together against a common enemy. 

The Empire knew well the strength of the Executors.

!!!

‘If she competes and loses to a Republic Executor, she could be completely pushed out of the competition for the throne, disgracing the royal family’s honor. That clever woman wouldn’t enter without solid preparation. She must have something certain.’

Had she obtained something special within Rudera?

‘Damn it. I don’t have the luxury to worry about other things right now.’

***

But if he missed this opportunity and she gained a complete upper hand in the fight for the throne, his goal of uniting with the Saintess would be unreachable.

“Immediately. Report this to Father.”

“Yes. What should I convey?”

“Tell him that I, Linder, will also participate in the tournament.”

***

In front of the grand colosseum entrance on the 6th floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth, created by Albus for the tournament, countless players were lined up. 

Mercenary groups of Mithril grade, elites from the Tower of Magic, knights of the Empire, and many other powerful individuals from the continent had gathered, all wishing to participate in the duel tournament. 

Despite the gathering of such formidable figures, there was no chaos, and order was maintained.

A robot with a Level 200 tag managed the queue.

“Next group of applicants, please move in this direction.”

The human-like robots roamed around, maintaining order.

“They look like golems.”

“Using golems to manage the tournament. Interesting.”

“It’s a tournament hosted by the GM himself. It wouldn’t be ordinary.”

“Look at the brilliant luster of that surface. Only pure 100% Mithril can produce that color. They must have made all those golems out of pure Mithril.”

“God’s soldiers, you say?”

“Level 200! Each one possesses the power of an entire regiment.”

“Even if they act recklessly outside, no player would dare cause trouble among hundreds of such powerful robots.”

***

“Player Nova, your registration is complete. Next, please.”

A receptionist, standing in a small booth beside the colosseum entrance, processed the tournament registrations.

A man with a dashing beard stepped forward confidently.

“Lionel von Hresburg. A man who lives for romance and challenge. Nice to meet you, fair lady.”

“Player Lionel, are you registering for the duel tournament?”

The receptionist, unmoved by his charming smile, asked in a businesslike manner.

“Indeed. This Lionel has never turned his back in a duel! Truly a hero among heroes! I…”

“Player Lionel, your registration is complete. Next, please.”

“Wait a moment. I haven’t finished speaking yet. Miss Receptionist, wouldn’t you like to chat with this hero? No woman has ever been disappointed by Lionel’s charm. You’ll surely be impressed.”

As the receptionist remained indifferent, Lionel activated his special power.

“Please vacate the spot for the next player.”

“Talking about such trifles is boring. Allow me to show you a real man.”

Lionel’s eyes glowed, sending a magical line from him to the receptionist.

‘Got it!’

Women who couldn’t manipulate mana had always fallen for his special charm. 

Although it didn’t work on highly skilled women, he sensed no trace of mana from the receptionist before him.

Lionel was certain the receptionist had already fallen for him.

‘Once my charm reaches her, it’s over.’

The only receptionist of the tournament hosted by the GM, a woman sent by God himself. 

How thrilling it would be to make her his!

Just as he reached out to touch her…

“Hostile act detected.”

*Boom!*

An invisible force crushed Lionel violently.

*Smash!*

Lionel turned into an unrecognizable mass of flesh on the floor.

“Hostile player detected disrupting tournament proceedings. Immediate exclusion.”

***

“From this moment, player Lionel is permanently banned from the Tower of the Labyrinth challenge.”

Black letters flickered above the receptionist’s head momentarily and then disappeared.

LV 999 GM Attendant Guide

“Please maintain order and follow the rules for participation.”

“Next, please.”

Smiling again, the receptionist resumed the registration process, but none of the players dared to move.

“…Player Baka? Are you not going to register?”

The next man in line stood frozen, unable to move. The receptionist tilted her head slightly and asked.

“Players behind you are unable to register. Should I consider this an obstruction?”

Though the receptionist’s face was emotionless and beautiful, the players no longer noticed her beauty.

“N-no! I’m here to register!”

Terrified, the player hurriedly moved to the front.

“Player Baka, your registration is complete.”

Witnessing the sudden demise of the renowned Lionel, all the surrounding players were in shock.

“The rogue Lionel. Though he was rude and lecherous, his skill was genuine. And yet, he was defeated so swiftly.”

“With no mana detectable, I wondered why they put such an ordinary person as a receptionist. But it’s because she’s so strong that we couldn’t sense her power.”

The brief moment the name and level appeared above the receptionist’s head was enough for the strong players to catch a glimpse of the absurd number.

“Level 999… My goodness. What kind of monster did they bring in?”


“Isn’t this tournament supposed to find an Apostle? Why do they need an Apostle with a monster like her as the receptionist?”

“Staying put was a wise choice.”

The registration area became more orderly, but the players didn’t know the truth.

The guide was merely an NPC hastily created by Albus solely for this tournament.

And that she was given such a high level because Albus thought, ‘A guide should at least be this strong!’

***

“Hmm? I didn’t expect so many participants.”

The Beast King Brigand emerged from a warp gate with several subordinates.

“It seems the prize offered by the GM has attracted more participants. Shall we clear the way?”

Brigand’s lieutenant reached for the handle of his sword.

“No. This is a tournament hosted by the GM. We cannot cause chaos. Let us quickly get in line.”

“The Beast King!”

“Even the ruler of the second tier is participating in the tournament!”

Participants were astonished at the sight of Brigand standing in line.

“Look, the Royal Knights are here too!”

“Are those Revolutionary Warriors?”

Top-ranking members of guilds representing the Empire and the Republic also appeared through the warp gate, entering the 6th floor.

“To see so many notable figures gathered in one place.”

***

But even more shocking figures began to appear.

“The Sword Emperor! Even that slaughterer is participating!”

“Is that the Frost Giant? Can a giant even fit in Rudera? How does he fit his head in?”

Famous warriors from the past Great War had also emerged.

“Damn, so many famous faces…”

A man with a sword on his back smirked.

“Too many humans! I want to crush them all! …What? I have to wait until the tournament? Not easy! …Fine. I’ll wait. I’ll crush them in the tournament.”

A giant, several times the size of a human, obediently stood in line.

“Noisy little creatures. As much as I want to tear them all apart…”

A robed lich, already in line, muttered.

“With that monster present, it won’t be easy. Not at all.”

“Senior, do we really have to wait in this line?”

“What are you saying?”

***

“No, I mean, we are Executors. Ex. Ecu. Tors. Can’t we just tell the humans in front to move aside?”

“…Sigh. Have you forgotten why we are hiding our identities under these robes?”

Layton frowned at his insolent junior.

“Even if we didn’t hide our identities, disrupting order by flaunting our status as Executors is not something a Republic Executor should do.”

Though freedom was the highest value of the Republic, it shouldn’t extend to breaking existing order. How was he supposed to complete this mission with a strong but foolish junior like her?

‘Why was it decided that I should take this woman to the tournament…’

He resented the conclusion of the highest council of Executors.


‘…Huh? Wald?’

Amidst the crowd, he thought he saw his familiar younger brother’s back.

He tried to look up to confirm, but it was blocked by other people.

‘Did I see it wrong? He should be diligently attending classes at the Academy. There’s no way he’d be here.’

He couldn’t imagine his brother had become addicted to Rudera.



 
  
    Chapter 40: Opening Ceremony


“It’s become quite a big deal.”

Albus thought as he gazed down at the bustling square in front of the Colosseum, swarming with numerous dignitaries. 

The sheer number of prominent figures participating was astonishing, and the audience size was set to far exceed his expectations. 

While he had hoped for success, he had never envisioned it on such a grand scale.

“What should I do…? It’s unexpectedly popular. Not that it’s a problem. Eventually, I planned to expand this duel content and introduce various elements from my previous life’s games.” 

“But the timeline has been moved up, and incorporating everything I envisioned into this tournament will be tight. Only two days remain until the start of the tournament.”

“Even with all the authority as the GM of Rudera, it’s simply too short to implement and refine everything properly.”

“Can I do it?” 

Preparing everything he had planned seemed impossible in the remaining time. 

Maybe he should ask for Carthesia’s help.

While Albus was pondering solutions, something warm and soft hugged him from behind.

“Mol gwi gominé?” (What are you worrying about?)

“…Dua?”

When he turned around, Dua was looking up at him with wide eyes.

“Weren’t you asleep? And how did you get here?”

This was Rudera, a place one could only enter with a connection device.

“Hehe, I made one by following Daddy’s instructions! Dua’s clever!”

Who would have thought she could create a connection device on her own? 

His daughter was indeed exceptionally smart.

…Wait a minute. 

Dua was a god who could freely use divine powers even in the real world. 

She could grow a massive tree in the middle of a barren desert in an instant. 

Perhaps she could use Rudera’s powers even more efficiently.

“Dua, do you want to help Daddy with something?”

“Help? Yes! I want to!”

Albus transferred some of his authority to Dua through the system command.

“Now, look. From now on, we’re going to make…”

On the day of the duel tournament, which had been announced through the GM’s notice, the Colosseum’s entrance was crowded with players. 

The stadium, far larger than any soccer field Albus had seen in his previous life, was already nearly full, with hardly any empty seats.

“Hey! This is my seat!”

“Huh? You’re being rude. Do you know who I am?”

With different nations and races mingling, incidents were bound to occur.

“Is there a problem?”

“Can I assist you?”

The LV 200 steward robots BA-01 and BA-03 were enough to instill manners into the residents of a world where power ruled everything.

In one corner of the stadium, among the seats occupied by the Republic’s Revolutionary Warrior Guild, the guild master, Executor Leighton, and his junior, Executor Lenya, watched the arena.

“Senior.”

“What is it?”

“Will the GM show up?”

“Who knows…”

The absolute ruler of Rudera had never shown his face. 

Whether he would appear at the opening ceremony of the tournament he hosted was a matter of great interest to all players.

“Even if he is the GM, can he show himself so easily?”

Gods typically had limited intervention in the mortal realm, and direct descent was even rarer. 

The last recorded instance was buried deep in the ancient scriptures, long forgotten.

“Unlike other gods, this Tower of Mazes is entirely the GM’s domain. He might appear, don’t you think?”

Many speculated the GM might show up due to two reasons: the Tower of Mazes being his creation and his recent active involvement in selecting apostles.

“It’s a plausible theory… but we’ll see soon enough.”

The opening time was approaching. Leighton shifted his gaze to the center of the stadium.

At that moment, the bright daylight suddenly turned into pitch-black night.

“What’s going on?”

“Night?”

Before the crowd’s confusion could settle, numerous fireworks shot up from the corners of the stadium, coloring the dark sky with vibrant explosions.

“…Beautiful.”

“What is this…”

To the audience, it seemed like a divine miracle, though it was just a firework display Albus replicated from his past life’s memories.

“Is this a festival held by a god? Mortal festivals can’t compare.”

“Back in the Holy Kingdom, festivals were just boring worship and testimonials…”

The stunning fireworks and laser show mesmerized the otherworldly spectators. 

The lights in the sky gathered in one place, forming words.

“It’s writing!”

A player pointed, and the gathered lights morphed into common language letters.

“1st Maze Duel Tournament.”

It was an extravagant spectacle straight out of a theater from Albus’s past life.

“Look, the sky…!”

The dark night turned back into bright daylight.

“…To announce the start of the tournament, they turned day into night and back…”

“This is a true god… the GM…”

“Can everyone hear me?”

While the players were still entranced by the display, a distorted voice of the Demon King echoed throughout the stadium.

“This voice…?”

“Where is it coming from…!”

“I’m the announcer and commentator for the 1st Maze Duel Tournament. Pleased to meet you.”

From the highest point in the stadium’s commentary room, the Demon King, holding a microphone, smiled at the audience’s reaction.

‘A secret room veiled in mysterious power. Without the key sent by the GM, even I wouldn’t have noticed its existence.’

The message from the GM on the eve of the tournament assigned her as the chief organizer.

‘I’m glad to have the GM’s trust.’

Albus had merely asked the Demon King in a hurry, needing someone to announce and commentate, but she saw it as a sign of the GM’s favor.

“The announcer…?”


“Where are they…!”

“Now, let the 1st Rudera Maze Duel Tournament begin…”

For some reason, the GM’s message had requested her to prolong the word “begin.” 

‘If the GM requests it, I’ll comply.’

She wasn’t sure why, but it must have some magical or divine significance.

“…gin!”

The Demon King’s gentle tone lacked the impact Albus had hoped for, making the start seem somewhat anticlimactic.

Fwoosh!

As soon as she finished speaking, dozens of massive fire pillars shot up from outside the stadium, reaching the sky. Each pillar had a diameter of several meters, their size immense.

The awe-struck audience inside the stadium was speechless, overwhelmed by the intense heat.

“Is this divine judgment? Or the end of the world?”

They could only pray that the divine force didn’t rain down upon them.

‘Oops. Did I overdo it?’

Albus had attempted to recreate the fire pillars used in various events from his past life but seemed to have slightly miscalculated the scale.

The fire pillars subsided, but there was no respite for the audience.

A unique, never-before-heard sound descended upon them, and they looked up at the sky, only to see a colossal shadow slowly approaching the stadium.

Even the Empress of the Empire, the Republic’s Executors, the Beast King, and the Elf Queen could only gape in astonishment.

Ordinary people couldn’t discern what the massive shadow was, but those with keen senses realized it was just the tip of a giant finger. 

Beyond the clouds lay the rest of the hand and fingers.

“A god’s… finger…”

It was an overwhelming sight that defied comprehension.

For the first time, some of the GM’s immense power was revealed.

“How did I do, Daddy? Did Dua do well?”


“Yes, our Dua. You did wonderfully.”

“Hehe!”

Albus patted Dua’s head as she hugged him.

‘I tried a concept based on Michelangelo’s The Creation of Adam. I hope everyone liked it.’

Little did Albus know how this opening ceremony would transform the GM’s image.



 
  
    Chapter 41: Preliminary (1)


Ding!

– The first match in Sector A is about to begin. Would you like to participate?

“0124…….”

A system message popped up in front of Suin King.

“Is it already my turn?”

The first match, he thought.

With a faint smile, Suin King pressed the accept button on the system window.

Fwoosh!

The moment he pressed the button, Suin King was enveloped in a blue light.

In an instant, he found himself standing atop one of the many arenas located in the center of the stadium.

He had been warped directly from the waiting room to the heart of the battleground.

“Suin?”

A human male appeared on the opposite side.

“Is my first opponent a Suin? You’re really unlucky to face me.”

‘A human, huh?’ 

Suin King Brigand adjusted his gauntlet, readying himself.

Judging by his attire and demeanor, the human seemed to be a mercenary.

Ding!

– The match in Sector A will begin shortly.

5.

The man leapt toward Brigand, but was abruptly stopped by a transparent wall between them.

“Ouch… What the…?”

4.

3.

2.

1.

– The match is starting.

With the start message, the transparent barrier disappeared.

“Hm… whatever this is, I guess it’s time. Here I come!”

The man’s body momentarily blurred, and suddenly, dozens of him appeared.

‘Illusions.’

The illusions were so well-crafted that even Brigand’s keen senses struggled to tell them apart.

Brigand realized his opponent’s considerable skill.

“Don’t feel too bad. After all, you’re up against me.”

As Brigand stood still, the man assumed he was paralyzed by fear.

Odwin, a mithril-grade mercenary, had toppled countless foes with his illusionary swordsmanship across many battlefields.

He believed the beastman before him would be no different.

‘I’ll end this quickly!’

Given that other competitors could analyze their fights, he aimed to defeat his opponent swiftly.

Dozens of Odwins charged at Suin King, surrounding him.

Meanwhile, Suin King pondered.

‘The other arenas are too close. Is it safe to use my power?’

Simultaneous duels were taking place in numerous arenas within Sector A, and he feared his power might spill over into other matches.

He couldn’t risk tarnishing the honor of the esteemed tournament overseen by the great GM himself.

Closing his eyes, he shook his head.

‘No. What am I worried about? The GM is omnipotent. A little power won’t cause any problems.’

Suin King drew his fist back.

Woom.

Energy coalesced around his fist.

‘I trust in Him!’

He thrust his fist forward.

BOOOOM!

A blinding light of destruction enveloped Sector A.

The full-force blow from Suin King was so powerful it reached the spectator stands but was halted by an invisible rectangular barrier surrounding the arena.

As the impact dissipated, Odwin and his illusions turned to dust.

Ding!

– Victory! You will be moved to the victor’s waiting room shortly.

5.

4.

‘To think that not even a scratch could be made on this indestructible transparent barrier!’

3.

2.

1.

Fwoosh!

Enveloped in blue light, Suin King vanished, trembling with reverence for his omnipotent deity.

“That light is pretty.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Suin King’s fights are always thrilling.”

And there, the object of his faith, Albus, sat with Dua on his lap, watching the simultaneous matches taking place across dozens of arenas.

“Dua, do you want to try this?”

“What’s that?”

“This is something called chocolate.”

Albus handed Dua a consumable item, [Square Chocolate].

“Aah!”

Dua took a big bite and chewed.

“Tasty!”

Her eyes sparkled.

“More! I want more!”

“Alright, here you go.”


Smiling warmly, Albus generated more chocolate from thin air for Dua.

‘Here, you don’t have to worry about cavities or gaining weight, so you can eat as much as you want.’

Watching Dua munch on the chocolate, Albus turned his attention back to the arenas.

Originally, the tournament was supposed to be a single-elimination format with one match at a time. But there were too many participants.

So, Albus created dozens of sectors and decided to run multiple matches simultaneously in the early rounds.

Starting from the round of 32, matches would be held one at a time in larger arenas.

‘The later matches will be more interesting anyway.’

To prevent battles in one arena from affecting others, he encased each in an indestructible transparent barrier.

‘Suin King’s attack… the arena withstood it?’

‘How did they make the arena so tough…? It’s stronger than the barrier I spent a month crafting…!’

This made many strong contestants even more awed by the GM’s omnipotence.

***

This concluded the match in Sector A. 

It wasn’t bad swordsmanship using illusions, but the opponent was unfortunate.

Meanwhile, the Demon King projected a hologram of Sector A’s match above the arena, providing commentary.

– It would’ve been more fun if we saw more of his full strength. A pity.

‘Adding some divine power to his punch along with his aura. Impressive, Suin King.’

The Demon King, holding a microphone, crossed her legs.

– Now, let’s check out the match in another sector.

Click.

Suppressing her desire to jump into the arena, she manipulated the broadcasting equipment to project a hologram of another match above the arena.

***

Sector G Arena

A man with an eyepatch lifted a greatsword onto his back.

“This guy is my opponent?”

“Th-the Sword Emperor…!”

His opponent, recognizing his face, was terrified.

“Ha. I had high hopes.”

The Sword Emperor’s face showed disappointment.

In the past, a massive war engulfed the continent.

Many heroes rose to fame, but only three were granted the title of ‘Emperor’ for their exceptional prowess: the Blade Emperor, the Flame Emperor, and the Sword Emperor.

The Sword Emperor, driven by a desire for thrilling battles, had joined the mercenaries and participated in the Great War. 

His extraordinary survivability and swordsmanship repeatedly turned the tide of battle single-handedly.

He sought out the most dangerous fronts and challenged renowned fighters, his powerful blade always tearing through enemy lines.

He was soon known as the Sword Emperor, the sovereign of the sword.

After the war ended, he spent his days in boredom until he heard about the tournament in Rudera.

A tournament hosted by the divine, gathering the strongest across the continent!

Hoping to find opponents worthy of his skill, he entered the tournament with high expectations.

But now, his opponent was just a mediocre fighter, recognizing the Sword Emperor and looking dejected.

– The match begins.

“Disappointing.”

With a casual swing of his greatsword.

Slash.

His opponent was cut in half and fell.

Enveloped in white light, the opponent vanished.

Ding!*

– Victory! You will be moved to the victor’s waiting room shortly.

‘This is all?’

The Sword Emperor’s body was enveloped in light.

‘Next time, bring me a worthy opponent, GM.’

***

‘The Sword Emperor is participating too…’

Princess Rebecca observed the hologram broadcast of the Sword Emperor’s match, taking notes with magic.

To win the tournament and become the GM’s apostle, she had to overcome not only the Republic’s enforcers.

‘Even without using his aura, his strikes are devastating… If I face the Sword Emperor… the strategy would be…’

She began drafting a new strategy.

She couldn’t afford to lose.

She couldn’t betray his expectations.

‘Watch me, GM. I will win and meet your expectations…!’

***

At that moment.

“Munch munch… Dad, what’s up?”

“Hm? Nothing.”

Albus felt an itch to join the fray.

Seeing so many players dueling, some like the Sword Emperor and Suin King swiftly dispatching opponents while others were locked in intense battles, made him eager.


For some reason, he wanted to dive in.

To truly enjoy the “game” he hadn’t been able to experience properly.

‘Let’s create a new avatar… alright.’

Albus manipulated the command window in the air.

‘Add a participant…’



 
  
    Chapter 42: Preliminary (2)


Ding!

“The ninety-ninth match in Sector Z is about to begin. Will you participate?”

“Accept.”

A man with a grim expression and disheveled attire pressed the system window that appeared before his eyes.

Fwoosh!

When his vision, obscured by a blue light, returned, he realized he was standing in the middle of the arena.

“Hmm…”

On the opposite side stood his opponent, completely shrouded in a robe. 

Every part of their body was hidden, leaving him clueless about their race or gender, but one thing was clear: this was his opponent for the duel.

Ding!

“The match in Sector A will begin shortly.”

“Quite secretive, aren’t we?”

Magical energy began to swirl around the man.

“Do you possess such an extraordinary identity that it must be hidden?”

As the magic gathered, hundreds of magical arrows floated around him.

3… 2…

Participating in the duel fully robed—it seemed he was being severely underestimated.

“To dare challenge me, Ralph…!”

1…

“The match begins now.”

“Dare you!”

As soon as the transparent barrier in the center of the arena vanished, the arrows Ralph created rained down upon his opponent.

“What is that?”

“Ralph…? Oh! That genius Ralph! The prodigy who became a grand mage at twenty but was exiled from the Tower of Magic for his destructive tendencies!”

The audience’s eyes turned to the Sector Z arena, captivated by the dazzling display of hundreds of magical arrows.

“Behold! This is the might of Ralph Erhardt!”

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

The sound of the magical arrows raining down was deafening. Ralph had no doubt that his opponent was utterly obliterated.

“…!”

As the smoke from the magical explosion cleared, Ralph saw his opponent standing unharmed.

“Ah. My mistake. I forgot to turn off the absolute defense.”

His opponent, twirling their fingers in the air, muttered calmly.

“…It seems you have some skill. But this time will be different.”

Gathering magic with both hands, Ralph slowly floated into the air.

“I, Ralph Erhardt, have created a firepower unmatched by anyone in this era.”

Hundreds of magical orbs rose into the sky, forming a sphere.

“The cowardly fools of the Tower exiled me in fear of this power, but I perfected the ultimate firepower.”

The orbs condensed, taking the shape of a giant sword.

“Not even the strongest defensive magic can withstand this!”

Ralph’s reason for participating in this duel was simple: to show everyone the fruits of his labor and to be recognized. 

He wanted to make the old fools who exiled him from the Tower tremble.

‘Though I hadn’t planned on using it so soon…’

He had intended to showcase his power on a grander stage, but his opponent had managed to block his arrow storm. 

He had no intention of being caught off guard by an unknown adversary.

“Oh. Impressive.”

His opponent, still shrouded in the robe, looked up at Ralph in awe.

“…!”

Ralph’s magic pattern wavered for a moment. ‘Impressive,’ they had said. 

When was the last time he heard such a word? 

The simple compliment created a huge ripple in Ralph’s heart. 

Ever since his exile from the Tower, he had longed for recognition.

The reason he had walked the path of magic was to use magic as splendidly as the mage he admired in his childhood. 

Ralph shook his head vigorously.

‘No, I mustn’t be swayed.’

His magic wasn’t created just to be admired. 

He had reached the pinnacle of destructive power. He needed to show those who mocked and exiled him the truth he had discovered.

As Ralph’s magical pattern solidified, the giant swords began to spin rapidly.

“Shall I give it a try?”

“…?”

Still cloaked, his opponent suddenly rose into the air, surrounded by a vortex of magical energy.

“Is this how it’s done?”

Hundreds of magical orbs appeared behind his opponent, forming giant swords at a faster rate than Ralph’s.

‘Impossible…’

Ralph’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. His magic was the culmination of his life’s work, something no one could imitate. 

How could an unknown opponent replicate it so effortlessly, even surpassing him?

“This… this can’t be happening.”

“Did you mention firepower earlier?”

“…Yes?”

“Shall we have a contest of firepower?”

“Ultimate firepower, you said?”

Gritting his teeth, Ralph responded.

‘No, it must be a trick. This magic was my invention, my creation. No one can handle it better than I can!’

Ralph and his opponent locked eyes in silence.

In the next moment, as if signaled, both sides unleashed their giant swords upon each other.

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

The audience watched in stunned silence as the magnificent clash of powers unfolded, reminiscent of a war from mythical times.

BOOM! BOOM!

Ralph felt his mana pathways aching from the overload of magic usage.

“Not yet…”


He looked at his opponent. 

Though their face was hidden by the robe, they seemed unfazed, continuously launching their giant swords.

“Not yet…!”

This was his chance to showcase the culmination of his life’s work, the pinnacle of his destructive power.

There was no way he could collapse here like this. 

Ralph, straining to summon every last bit of his magical power, conjured more dark swords.

“Aaaaargh!”

Somehow, he had to ensure the results of his efforts…!

Crash!

“…Huh?”

He felt something shatter within his mana circuits. 

In that moment, all his magic was severed.

Whooooosh.

Thud.

Unable to maintain his flight magic any longer, he plummeted to the ground.

“I can still… I can still do it…”

Ralph, lying flat on the ground, tried to rise, but he couldn’t even move a finger.

Tap.

His opponent, still cloaked in a robe, landed beside him. 

Although the robe was looking directly down at Ralph, he couldn’t see the face within. 

It was as if darkness itself blocked his view, perhaps a rare artifact.

“…Ha. I never thought it would end like this,” Ralph admitted. 

Everything was over. 

The fruit of his research, born from a decade of humiliation and persecution, was utterly destroyed.

“This was my life’s masterpiece. After being expelled from the Magic Tower, I devoted everything to perfecting this one spell over ten years.”

It was a pinnacle interception spell, refining destructive power into the form of dark swords, maximizing their destructive capability through rotation and descent. 

It rivaled, perhaps even surpassed, the legendary Dragon’s Breath.

He had planned to proudly showcase it in this tournament. 

He wanted to prove to the cowards of the Magic Tower that he had succeeded, that he was right.

But it was all for nothing. 

It turned out to be an incomplete work that others could easily replicate or even surpass.

“Ha. What was I even…”

Ralph looked up at the sky and laughed bitterly. 

Had he truly achieved nothing? 

Had the elders of the Magic Tower been right to exile him?

So, what was he supposed to do now…?

Ralph gently closed his eyes.

“No.”

A voice came from within the robe.

“That’s not true.”

Ultimate Firepower(S)

Albus, looking at his avatar’s status screen, spoke.

“It’s stronger than any magic I’ve seen so far.”

‘Though it’s limited to a single spell.’

Ralph’s eyes widened.

“…Ha. What is this?”

He felt his eyes welling up.

“No, this is strange. What the…”

Why was he, a grown man, crying like a child just from a bit of praise for his magic?

It felt like he had been acknowledged by a higher existence.

Almost like… yes, by a god.

Ding!


	Victory! You will be transported to the winner’s waiting room shortly.



Flash!

Albus warped to the waiting room prepared for his new avatar, Zhang.

‘To face such a formidable opponent right from the start…’

LV 193 Ralph Erhardt.

He had created his avatar hastily to join the preliminary rounds and ended up against an unexpectedly powerful player. 

When his opponent started going all out, Albus was so surprised he nearly added an indestructible attribute to his avatar by mistake.

‘But it’s more manageable than I thought.’

Despite it being a game, abusing cheats wouldn’t be fun.

Bringing his real-world specs would kill the opponent with just a touch. 

The most enjoyable game was one where victory was hard-earned after a fierce, evenly matched battle.

So, Albus decided to match his opponent’s level and abilities exactly. 

His new avatar, Zhang, had the ability to copy the opponent’s powers. 

Thus, Ralph’s magic appeared as ‘Ultimate Firepower(S)’ in Albus’s avatar abilities.

Albus countered Ralph’s magic with the exact same spell, believing he was fighting on equal terms. 

It felt like playing a shooting game from his past life, intercepting each other’s magic with magic.

And the result was victory.

‘Do I actually have talent?’

The truth was that Albus had easily overwhelmed Ralph because his copied magic had become a skill, making it easier and more efficient to use. 

But Albus was unaware of this.


	The first round of the duel tournament preliminaries is now over. The next round will begin shortly.



Listening to the voice of the Demon King resonating through the broadcast, Albus returned to his main body.

“Waaaaah!”

“Awesome!”

“This is it!”

The spectators, who had been watching one-sided matches of the strong crushing the weak or bouts between weak contestants, cheered at the spectacular display of firepower. 

They finally saw the high-level skills they had been anticipating.

“Who is this guy…?”

“Another one to watch out for.”

The participants who had advanced to the next round hardened their expressions as they watched Ralph and Albus’s overwhelming firepower.

“Dad!”

Returning to his main body, Albus was greeted by Dua, her mouth full of ice cream.

“Dua. Did you watch over Dad?”

“Yep!”

“Did you see Dad out there?”

“Yep! Dad’s awesome!”

Dua jumped into Albus’s arms. 

He lifted her up, holding her tight.

“Heehee.”

Albus stroked Dua’s head as she buried her face in his chest.

‘Now that the first round is over, when will this tournament end?’

Albus wondered if he should have just gone for a battle royale.


	Hm? Oh?



The Demon King, about to announce the start of the next round, noticed a message from the GM. She read it, smiled, and spoke again.


	Oh, rejoice everyone. The GM has prepared a special treat for all.



“A special treat?”

“What is it?”

A blue light appeared in front of every participant and spectator, presenting each with ice cream and chocolate.

“Is this… to eat?”

“…Let’s try it.”

“Mmm… huh?”

“It melts in your mouth! How can it taste like this!”

“Wait, I think I saw this in the Maze Shop?”

“Is this food of the gods?”

“Damn it, it’s the GM again. I swear, I’ll start worshipping from now.”


“Seems like everyone likes it.”

Albus smiled faintly at the positive reactions. 

He had distributed ice cream and chocolate to stave off boredom during the long tournament.

“Ice cream is perfect when you’re sleepy,” he thought simply.

Little did he know, this event would later revolutionize the continent’s dessert industry.



 
  
    Chapter 43: Preliminary (3)


The dwarf, his beard thick and rugged, crumpled to his knees, defeated.

“Ugh! How unfortunate!”

His body refused to move any further. 

He accepted his defeat.

“But you! You’re quite impressive!”

“No, I’m not.”

The man standing opposite him adjusted his glasses nonchalantly.

“I was just lucky.”

Ding!

-Defeat! You will be transported out of the arena shortly.

“If only I were ten years younger…! Well, let’s have another go sometime!”

The dwarf was enveloped in a white light and vanished.

Ding!

-Victory! You will be transported to the victor’s waiting room shortly.

5

4

“I don’t really want to meet him again.”

Watching the countdown before him, Leighton, the Republic’s Executor, straightened his attire with his gloved hand.

“Is this the last one?”

Flash!

“Congratulations on making it to the finals, Senpai!”

As soon as Leighton returned to the waiting room, his junior enforcer, Lenya, greeted him with open arms and a cheerful shout.

“It wasn’t that difficult. Didn’t you also make it to the finals, Lenya?”

Leighton picked up a water bottle from the table in the waiting room. 

Although he hadn’t watched Lenya’s final match due to his own lengthy battle, seeing her already waiting in the room indicated that she had won her matches without much trouble. 

Lenya was a woman with a free-spirited personality, but she wasn’t someone who would be eliminated in the preliminaries.

The preliminary rounds of the tournament had spanned an entire day. 

A total of 32 players had emerged victorious from all the tournament rounds to proceed to the finals. 

Leighton and Lenya, the two enforcers representing the Republic, had also secured their spots in the finals without a single loss.

“But I only faced easy opponents! The one you fought at the end was pretty strong, right?”

“……”

Leighton, drinking his water, recalled the dwarf he had just faced.

‘Do you know the sorrow of suffering from both baldness and impotence?’

He remembered the sight of the dwarf charging at him, his stout body wrapped in aura. 

His magic barely affected the dwarf, who recklessly dashed forward, nearly causing Leighton to remove his gloves without realizing it. 

Fortunately, the dwarf’s axes had shattered before Leighton had to use “it.”

Leighton looked down at his gloved hand for a moment.

‘That can’t happen.’

He had to save “it” for the day he faced “that guy.”

Leighton tightened his gloves once more.

“I was lucky. If the opponent’s weapon had been slightly better and not broken, I might have lost.”

“Hmm… if you say so, Senpai.”

Lenya’s voice carried a hint of skepticism.

‘Can one suffer from both baldness and impotence at the same time?’

If he were in such a dreadful state, could he even find a reason to live? 

Leighton suspected the dwarf had been spouting nonsense just to distract him.

“Oh! The finals start tomorrow. The matchups have already been decided!”

“Thankfully, we have some time to rest.”

The preliminaries had been conducted with rounds starting immediately after the previous one ended, leaving participants tense and ready at all times. 

“Senpai, you look like you don’t need any rest.”

Lenya looked him up and down. 

Despite a day full of battles, Leighton’s attire remained impeccable, as if he had just left his house.

“Haha. I’m human too. I feel like I could collapse at any moment. Let’s check the matchups and get some rest.”

“Ah, it’s such a shame!”

With the preliminaries over and the finals yet to begin, Albus and Wald found a nearby restaurant for a meal.

“If I had just won that last one, I would have made it to the finals! I lost my grip on my sword at the crucial moment!”

Wald was lamenting his defeat.

“It was a close call.”

“Right! I’m telling you, friend! I could’ve made it to the finals!”

Wald had lost his grip on his sword by a hair’s breadth, costing him the match. 

At least, that’s how it seemed.

‘That woman… she was no joke.’

Was her name Lenya Arias? 

She had seemed evenly matched with Wald, but Albus had seen her level and knew she was a formidable opponent hiding her true strength.

“That woman seemed to be from the Republic, right?”

“Yes, her accent was totally from the Republic. She was about as skilled as I am and had a good style. We even chatted a bit during the duel.”

But she said I wasn’t her type. 

Wald downed his drink.

“Kuh! I’ll just have to try again next time. I learned a lot from today’s matches.”

“Really?”

Albus felt a bit guilty, but he was glad Wald hadn’t made it to the finals. 

Considering the state of the finalists, if Wald had made it, he would have been utterly destroyed.

‘And one of them is me.’

Albus, under the avatar ‘Jean,’ had defeated many players to reach the finals. 

It was an odd situation for the organizer to take one of the finalist spots.

‘But I didn’t cheat.’

Albus had mirrored his opponents’ specs in every match, using their hard-earned aura and magic as skills to claim victory. 

Believing he had won through his own skill, Albus enjoyed the spectacle and his participation in the tournament.

“I had fun too.”


Watching and participating had been entertaining. 

Since creating Rudera, Albus hadn’t enjoyed himself this much.

“Really?” Wald asked.

“Weren’t you just watching from the stands? Did you have fun?”

“Well, yes.”

In truth, he had participated too, but that was a secret.

Tap

At that moment, a hand suddenly appeared on their table.

“…Perizet?”

Turning his head, Albus saw Perizet standing there with a sullen expression.

Thud

She pulled out a chair and sat down.

“Albus. Did you cheer only for Wald and not for me?”

“…Huh?”

“That’s too much. I wanted you to cheer for me.”

“No, Perizet! I mean…!”

“That’s the difference between us. Albus and I are inseparable friends. Got it?”

Whack!

“Guh!”

“Quiet, loser who didn’t even make it to the finals.”

“Cough…! Aren’t you being too harsh on me? You’re always nice to Albus…”

Perizet looked quite displeased.

“No, Perizet. I watched and cheered for you in every match.”

“…Really?”

“Of course. From your first match against another beastman to your last one against a human knight, I saw them all.”

In fact, Albus had monitored her matches while managing the tournament. 

He had witnessed her use her sand abilities to defeat numerous players and advance to the finals.

“Albus…! You were cheering for me!”

Perizet’s face brightened up considerably.

“Hehe.”

More than usual.

“…Ha. Look at the favoritism. How can I not be bitter?”

Wald downed his drink again.

“Two enforcers from the Republic… a giant… the beastman king…”

The princess floated a large magical chalkboard in the air, diligently organizing information and strategies for each competitor.

Squeak, squeak

She crossed out their names one by one.

“I will defeat them all.”

They were some of the continent’s top fighters, but with the power bestowed upon her by the GM, she felt confident she could win. 

She would claim victory and become the GM’s apostle.

Except for one person.

“The one in the robe.”

His abilities changed with each match. 

In his first match, he had shown incredible magical power against a wave mage. 

Against assassins and knights later, he had displayed swordsmanship and hand-to-hand combat skills.

He wasn’t a swordsman, magician, or magic swordsman. 

His abilities changed in every match.

“Who is he really? How skilled is he?”

The princess had analyzed and organized information on all the competitors, but she couldn’t decipher him. 

If he continued winning, they would meet in the finals.

Even if she defeated everyone else… if she couldn’t beat him…

She shook her head.

No.

That couldn’t happen.

The GM had given her this power for a reason. 

To make her his apostle. 

She couldn’t afford to lose. 


She couldn’t disappoint the GM.

“I will win.”

She vowed to defeat the mysterious robed figure and claim victory, dedicating her triumph to the GM.

My lord.

To become your apostle.



 
  
    Chapter 44: Main Event(1)


“Albus.”

“Hm?”

“Tomorrow. I have my first match.”

“Yeah. I know.”

A tournament of 32 participants who made it to the finals. 

The brackets were drawn randomly, with all players revealed to the public.

And the first contestant for the opening match was none other than Perizet.

‘If I remember correctly, my match is the next one.’

If Perizet won, she would face him in the round of 16.

“Can you cast a spell of victory for me?”

“A spell of victory?” Albus asked, puzzled. Perizet blushed and lowered her head.

“If you cheer for me… I think I can win.”

‘A spell of victory, huh.’ 

This world, full of fantasy, had a rich culture of victory spells and heroic ballads. 

Knights often asked their wives for a victory spell before heading into battle. 

‘She must think of me as a friend to ask for a spell.’ 

Despite their rocky start, Perizetnow considered him a friend worth asking for a spell. 

Albus felt grateful.

He slowly approached Perizet. 

He doubted there was anyone left she could beat, but he wanted her to win. 

Albus leaned in and whispered into her ear. A popular victory spell from his past life.

“Win.”

Perizet’s eyes widened, then she smiled gently. 

“Thank you, Albus. I’ll win and dedicate the victory to you. Albus, you are as precious to me as a GM.”

At last, the morning of the highly anticipated finals dawned. 

The Demon King grabbed the microphone and announced the start of the final tournament. 

Boom! 

Bang!

Colorful fireworks exploded, heating up the stadium. 

Unlike the previous day, the numerous smaller arenas in the center had been cleared, leaving a single grand arena. 

It was specially prepared for the finals.

“Chup.” 

The Demon King licked her lips. 

The 32 finalists who made it through the long preliminary rounds were all gathered. 

Each was considered a special force in their respective nations. 

They were mere mortals compared to her, but seeing them all compete excited her.

“Let’s begin the first match. The first contestant is… the Assassin of Whirlwind Sand, Perizet!” 

Unlike the preliminary rounds, all contestants’ names were now revealed. 

Perizet’s name echoed loudly.

Fwoosh!

Two pillars of fire shot up, and Perizet appeared, warped in with a blue glow.

“Woohoo!”

“I bet all my maze coins on you! You have to win!”

The otherworldly spectators cheered at her grand entrance.

“First match.” Perizet twirled a dagger in her hand. 

She scanned the packed stands. 

Somewhere out there, Albus was watching her, cheering for her victory. 

GM and Albus, they were both with her.

“There is no defeat for me.”

“And her opponent… the noble Lindermann!” 

Whoosh!

This time, two pillars of light rose from the opposite side, revealing Lindermann, the second prince of the empire.

“Woohoo!”

“Show that beastwoman who’s boss, Your Highness!”

Seeing his opponent was a beastwoman, Lindermann scowled. 

“Do I really have to face such filthy creatures?” 

He despised impurity more than anything and pursued only noble purity. 

The mere existence of a beastwoman disgusted him. 

All his previous opponents had been closer to filth than nobility, but a beastwoman was in a different league. 

The race that took his mother’s life.

“Let the match begin!” 

Ding!

The match began with a barrage of fireworks and four towering pillars.

As the match started, Perizet’s body melted into sand.

Whoosh!

She transformed into a fierce sandstorm, rushing toward the prince. 

It was the unique ability of the Sand Assassin.

“Disgusting,” Lindermann muttered, extending a hand. 

Buzz!

A giant yellow hand made of mana appeared before him. 

“It’s the prince’s hand!”

“The same hand that crushed all his opponents in the preliminaries!”

“But can it deal meaningful damage to a sandstorm, even if it’s made of mana?”

The sandstorm collided with the mana giant’s hand. Every player watched with bated breath.

Crunch!

The sandstorm, as if it were tangible, was gripped and crushed by the prince’s hand.

“Ugh!” 

Perizet’s face briefly appeared in the crushed sand, twisted in pain, then vanished.

“Did you think hiding in your filthy sand would mask your dirty smell?” 


Lindermann clenched his fist in the air, squeezing the sandstorm harder.

“Kugh!”

Perizet was taken aback by the unexpected physical attack. 

She almost lost consciousness from the pain but gritted her teeth and endured.

“One…”

Buzz!

The sand held by the prince’s hand scattered wildly. 

Shatter!

With countless sand slashes, the prince’s hand cracked and shattered like glass.

“Yah!”

Perizet’s upper body emerged from the sandstorm, holding a dagger in reverse grip, charging at the prince.

“Hmph.”

Lindermann twisted his wrist. 

“A beastwoman dares…!”

He punched forward, and a giant yellow golem appeared, smashing Perizet backward.

“A golem?”

“A new ability!”

“Was he hiding his power?”

“Not bad at all!”

Now, a giant of magical power, fully revealing its form, stood like a knight protecting the prince. 

The audience erupted in excitement at the splendid entrance.

“You’ve forced me to use this power,” the prince gritted his teeth. 

He needed to quickly advance and crush the princess and the Republic’s soldiers. 

This wasn’t the place to reveal his strength so soon.

To use this power just to catch a lowly beast, the epitome of filth, a mere sub-human…

“……”

Perizet, who had been thrown to the opposite side, slowly stood up. 

She wiped the blood from her lips with the back of her hand, her eyes fixed on the giant. 

The first clash had already made the difference in their abilities clear. 

The opponent was a magician who had surpassed the wall. 

Furthermore, the ability to manipulate sand had an extreme counter to her own sand assassin skills. 

Now that the opponent had started using their full power, she wouldn’t be able to escape like she did earlier by luck.

Perizet held two swords in reverse grip in both hands. 

She couldn’t give up here. 

It was a match she participated in as a member of the GM. 

It was a duel she entered as a representative of the sub-humans. 

She couldn’t lose to the prince of the human empire here. 

Above all else…

‘Win.’

She couldn’t betray his expectations.

“Haaahhh!”

Perizet leapt forward. 

No matter what happens. 

I will win.

With a thunderous crash, Perizet found herself rolling on the ground, her vision darkened. 

A ringing sound filled her ears. 

The giant had swatted her in the air with its enormous hand.

“Crush her.”

Boom.

“Argh!”

The giant’s fist smashed down on Perizet, who lay on the ground.

Boom.

“If only… if only you weren’t here…”

Boom.

The giant lifted Perizet, who was sprawled on the floor, with one hand and struck her hard with the other.

“Cough!”

Perizet vomited blood as she flew. 

She crashed into the opposite side of the arena.

“Isn’t this too much?”

“Even if she’s a sub-human, this is a bit…” 

Some of the audience frowned at the one-sided duel.

“Destroy her!”

“Crush the cursed species!”

“She’ll be fine when she leaves! Just tear her apart!”

But most of the audience was simply ecstatic.

“Haa… haa…”

Perizet’s mind was hazy. 

It was hard to think clearly. 

All her abilities as an assassin were being countered. 

She couldn’t evade the opponent’s attacks, nor could she land a hit. 

There was no way to win.

‘Albus… what should I do? Is defeat inevitable? Must I let his encouragement go to waste?’

As Perizetlamented her powerlessness, a message appeared before her eyes.

Achievement Unlocked!


	As a reward for being the first to achieve this, a new class will be granted.

	Proceed with class change?



‘…?’

As Perizetblankly stared at the message, another message appeared.

‘Class change will be forcibly initiated.’


	A hidden achievement reward has granted you the class: X.

	The class-specific state transition ‘Possession: X3’ will be temporarily applied.



Boom!

An immense energy burst forth from Perizet.


	Possession duration: 59 seconds.



She felt overwhelming power throughout her body. She felt as if she could do anything, like she had become a god. 

The sudden awakening of a hidden class. 

Perizetknew…

“The GM has granted me this power.”

She understood that the master of this world had given her a special power just for her. 

Slowly, Perizetrose into the air. 

Her mind, which had been in a daze, returned to perfect clarity. 

This overflowing power made the world seem endlessly enjoyable.

“This can’t be…”

The prince swallowed hard as he watched Perizet’s completely changed aura. 

As an Epic class holder, he could tell. 

The opponent had just awakened her class.

“This is impossible! It can’t be!”

The prince swung his arm sideways, and the giant charged at Perizet.

Boom!

With a single strike, the giant was crushed beyond recognition.

“Maybe I was too hasty.”

Watching Perizetdefeat the giant with a single punch, Albus momentarily regretted his recent decision. 

But seeing the wounds on Perizet’s body healing, he shook his head.


“No, I couldn’t just stand by and watch a friend being tormented.”

Especially not a friend who trusted him enough to ask for a spell for victory.

Boom!

“Maybe just boosting her stats would’ve been better.”

Albus muttered as he watched the prince’s magic giant get destroyed.



 
  
    Chapter 45: Main Event(2)


BOOM!

The prince of Lindermann’s summoned giant, struck by Perizet ‘s blow, was crushed under immense pressure.

“Ugh…”

Crack!

The giant, which had been slowly crumpling, finally reached its limit. 

Unable to maintain its magical form, it shattered into pieces.

“!”

The prince groaned in pain, clutching his hand, the source of his magic, as he dropped to one knee. 

The backlash from the destruction of his summoned creature had caused the magic to recoil, inflicting internal injuries.

“Curse you…!”

Blood trickled down the corner of his mouth. 

Above him, Perizet , bathed in a golden aura, looked down from the air. 

The prince could feel a power radiating from her, far more intense than before.

‘A hidden class…?’

The beastkin, who had been unable to put up a proper fight, now wielded power of an entirely different magnitude. 

The prince, who had once escaped a life-threatening situation somewhere in the central continent of Rudera by awakening his Epic class, was certain. 

His opponent had awakened to a new class.

Grit…

The prince ground his teeth hard. 

A beastkin, awakening to a hidden class? 

The filthiest of creatures?

Kwoooo…

Magic roared violently around the prince. 

Slowly, he rose to his feet. 

Would he lose to a mere beastkin, not even the Republic or the First Princess?

Crack!

The bones in his fingers crushed under the force of his grip. 

This was unacceptable. 

He couldn’t allow it. 

The beastkin, a race cursed by the gods and despised to the core, the very ones who had harmed his mother.

“I refuse to kneel before such a filthy creature!”

KWA-A-A-A-A!

A massive surge of magic erupted from the prince. 

The high-density magic surrounded him in a pillar of yellow light.

‘If I can rid this world of filth and sin… if I can create a world for the noble like her…’

“Manifest, demon of destruction and purification!”

A hexagram magic circle formed behind the prince. 

‘I shall sell my soul to the demon.’

RUMBLE…

“What, what’s happening?!”

“An earthquake?”

All the magic within the arena began to converge on the prince, causing the entire stadium to shake violently.

THUD!

Two giant hands bound by chains shot out from the two corners of the hexagram. 

In the void, two red lights flickered.

Kwoooo…

Finally, from the topmost corner of the hexagram, a demon’s twisted face, resembling an evil god, emerged. 

This was the moment when the demon of purification, a figure only known in ancient myths of the continent’s creation, was born from the prince’s magic.

‘…Is it this powerful?’

Albus watched in awe at the demon summoned by the prince. 

The prince’s class, an Epic Magic Summoner, was one of the special classes he had created. 

It had the ability to create anything based on the user’s magic, but each entity had a clear limit to the amount of magic it could contain.

‘He split the entity into five parts—arms, legs, and torso—and summoned them simultaneously.’

By dividing the torso, the prince managed to create a demon with a magical capacity beyond the usual limits. 

It was a clever trick, utilizing the ability to summon multiple creatures at once.

‘But to maintain and control all these summoned entities would require an immense amount of mental power…’

No matter how good the idea was, realizing it was a nearly impossible feat. 

Albus couldn’t even begin to fathom how much effort and research the prince must have invested to achieve this.

“I will become a demon, if it means I can purify this world!”

Hellfire gathered in the demon’s massive hands. 

The uppermost spell, Hellfire, ignited over the demon’s body.

“Is that not the ‘Sealed Demon’ of legend…?”

“To control a demon…”

All the spectators froze at the sight of the demon, a creature that should only exist in myth.

BOOM!

The demon, engulfed in hellfire, clashed with the goddess of sunlight.

“Aaargh!”

“Is this even safe?!”

The collision of their powers unleashed massive shockwaves and light that engulfed the arena. 

The explosion was powerful enough to obliterate the surrounding area, but the indestructible barrier surrounding the stadium kept the spectators safe.

Kwoooo…

Amidst the clash of power, the demon’s skin began to crack, leaking the magic that formed its body.

“…”

Though the prince’s demon wielded unimaginable power, it was still no match for Perizet, who could temporarily harness the power of a god for sixty seconds.

Crack!

Cracks spread across the demon’s body, with light seeping through. 

The prince gritted his teeth, struggling to maintain the demon’s form. 

The destruction of the demon would mean defeat.

Meanwhile, Perizet  desperately attacked the demon, knowing she had little time left.


-Remaining time in Divine Descent: 9 seconds.

She, too, was running out of time. 

As the battle raged on, with the demon’s flames and divine light intertwining, there came a moment.

Crack!

The prince’s mana flow, which had been sustaining the demon’s recovery, was severed.

“…OH SH…”

Kwooooom!

The giant form of the demon began to collapse. 

The embodiment of his resolve, the culmination of all his dreams, his last resort was crumbling. 

The final weapon he had prepared to defeat the First Princess and claim the throne.

The beastkin, who shone brilliantly like the golden sunlight, was closing in, stepping over the crumbling remains of the demon. 

The embodiment of impurity, a cursed race that should have been erased from the continent… 

Yet, somehow, the prince saw a nobility in her that surpassed even the saints.

He stared up at Perizet in a daze. 

The true light of purification.

The divine light of the sun, forged by the sacred, was about to engulf the prince when—

-Remaining time in Divine Descent: 0 seconds.

-Divine Descent has been deactivated.

The sunlight vanished without a trace.

Rustle…

And with the disappearance of the light, Perizet’s body crumbled to dust. 

Her body, which had been forcibly maintained by divine power, had collapsed under the strain of wielding a power beyond its limits.

Ding!

-Victory! You will be transferred to the winner’s waiting room shortly.

5…

4…

“……?”

The prince stood there, bewildered, staring at the system window before him. 

No, it couldn’t be.

Defeat.

The final move he had crafted with everything he had was shattered, leaving nothing but emptiness in its wake. 

He had been utterly defeated by the very being he considered the epitome of filth—a beastman. 

The woman he had deemed a cursed creature turned out to be even more…

“…noble than a saint.”

As the divine energy radiated from Perizit at close range, the prince found himself captivated by this new woman.

Flash!

The prince, now enveloped in a blue light, vanished from the arena.

Ding!


	The state of divine possession has been lifted.



• As the time limit expired, Perizit’s body, sustained by divine possession, completely collapsed.

Flash!

In a normal scenario, she would have been erased entirely. 

However, due to the game system of Rudera, she reappeared outside the arena, in the respawn area, with her body restored.

‘…So, I lost,’ she thought.

When she had been possessed, the overwhelming excitement filling her mind had blinded her to reality. 

The power given to her had been immense, far beyond her own capabilities.

‘To receive the Lord’s grace…and yet fail to wield it properly.’

She had been unworthy of the divine blessing.

Perizit felt her consciousness fading.

“Albus…”

She wanted to share the news of victory with him. 

She wanted to repay him for his incantation of success.

But Perizit lost her balance and began to fall. 

Just before she hit the ground—

Thump!

Albus caught her in his arms.

“…Albus?”

Though she couldn’t see, Perizit instinctively called out his name.

“Albus, I’m sorry. You cheered for me, yet I failed.”

“Perizit…”

Albus’s face was grim.

“It’s my fault… my incompetence. Though I received the Lord’s grace, I was unworthy of it. I should have fought with my own power…”

“No, Perizit,” Albus said through clenched teeth. 

“Next time, I’ll definitely… with my own strength…”

As she lost consciousness, Perizit’s head slumped forward.

‘Her soul… it’s been destroyed.’

Albus immediately checked Perizit’s status window and realized what had gone wrong. 

Her soul, unable to withstand the divine power she wielded, had been shattered. 

Although her body had been fully restored to its optimal condition, the price of using power beyond her capacity had irreparably damaged her soul. 

Without a whole soul, she could not continue to exist.

Crack!

He should never have given her that power. 

It was an unfair act, unbecoming of the tournament’s host, and something Perizit herself would never have wanted. 

He had only intervened because he couldn’t bear to watch her get brutally beaten.

He had not considered how the power given in this game might affect the players in the real world. 

His actions, meant to help, had ended up poisoning her.

Bang!

Albus struck the arena wall with his fist.

‘This is entirely my fault.’

With his bleeding hand, Albus manipulated the command window. 

Hadn’t he vowed, after the ordeal with the first emperor, not to repeat such foolish mistakes? 

Hadn’t he sworn never to make the same mistake again? 

Yet here he was, thoughtlessly endangering the life of a friend.

Clench!

Albus tightened his fist, his hand trembling. 

He had intended to activate the rogue-like function of the seventh floor after the tournament, but…

Beep, beep!

Albus activated the prepared command window.


	Guide system for assistant AI activated.



Whirr

A hologram of the guide appeared next to Albus—the artificial intelligence receptionist that had handled the tournament entries, now serving as a new tool prepared to compensate for his shortcomings.

“Guide.”


	Yes, Master.



“Explain Perizit’s exact condition.”


	Her soul has been fractured from using power far beyond its capacity. 

	If left unchecked, her soul could completely disintegrate within a day.



“Is it possible to heal Perizit?”


	With your abilities, Master, it is certainly possible.



Albus designated Perizit as an object and opened her profile. 

Immediately, a vast array of magical code appeared, representing her being.


	Enhancing visibility.



The guide reconstructed the display to better suit Albus’s needs. 

Albus then erased the class that had been granted to Perizit, fully restoring her soul to its original state.

In his arms, Perizit’s soul slowly began to heal.

‘So warm…’

Perizit dreamt of Albus holding her and weeping. 

After confirming that Perizit was alright, Albus gently laid her down on a large sofa.

‘I acted like an omnipotent god just because they worshipped me as a GM. I didn’t think deeply about the consequences of my actions.’


Albus recalled a passage he had read in a previous life.

‘If God is omnipotent, why does He not destroy evil? If He lacks the power to destroy evil, can He still be called omnipotent? And if, despite being omnipotent, He chooses not to eradicate evil, can He be called good? If He is neither omnipotent nor good, then can such a being be called God at all? Even if God exists, countless lives perish, and He does nothing to stop their deaths. He merely watches, enjoying it. Does that not make Him a mere child who has gained power and now acts recklessly?’

‘Could I truly say I’m not just a child who’s been lucky enough to gain power?’

Flash!

A blue light enveloped Albus.



 
  
    Chapter 46: Main Line (3)


“The second match of the round of 32 is about to begin.”

A blue light enveloped Albus, signaling his avatar, Jean, was being transported to the arena. 

Albus clenched his fist and raised it high, the blue light shattering like glass under his command.

“Now is not the time to leisurely play games,” he muttered, dismissing the summon to the arena.

“Guide,” Albus called out to the AI he had just activated.

“Yes, Master,” it replied.

“Explain the current situation with Perizet in detail.”

“Her soul was beginning to fracture, but thanks to your power, it has been restored to its previous state. Her memories have returned fully, and her physical condition shows normal levels of metabolism. The treatment was successful.”

“Successful…?”

Albus scanned Perizet’s status window. 

Everything seemed fine.

“What aftereffects should we expect?”

“Based on data, 14,000,605 simulations were run. One aftereffect was identified.”

“Just as I thought…,” Albus sighed. 

Even with the power of a GM, the destruction and restoration of a soul would inevitably leave some side effects.

“What is this aftereffect?”

“Master, she is expected to develop lovesickness.”

“Indeed, that makes sense… What?”

Albus questioned whether he had heard correctly.

“A condition where one suffers from longing for someone they cherish deeply. Medically, it is closer to an obsessive disorder than an illness. Common symptoms include mild fever, blushing, headaches, indigestion, loss of motivation—”

“I know what lovesickness is! But how could it be an aftereffect? Explain.”

“During the process of restoring her soul, the person Perizet was thinking of was you, Master. This deep cognitive connection seems to have imprinted your presence onto her soul. As a result, strong emotional attachment towards you is likely formed.”

“During the treatment… she was thinking of me?”

“Correct. Due to the divine power you’ve newly acquired as a GM, those who hold faith in GMs are unconsciously drawn to you. Perizet, too, has developed feelings for you without realizing it.”

“Wait a moment…”

Albus recalled Perizet’s sudden, inexplicable approach towards him, despite his previous harsh words about the GM. 

She had no reason to keep talking to him, yet she did.

“So everything… was because of my divinity as a GM?”

Strictly speaking, it was due to her feeling the divine power of her own god, but this explained her unusual attraction towards him.

“Yes. Additionally, the overwhelming defeat she felt as she clung to you in her final moments, mixed with a sense of satisfaction, led her cognition to be overtaken by your presence. The likelihood of her developing lovesickness is about 99%.”

“So… it’s almost certain,” Albus concluded, realizing that Perizet would fall for him, not because she genuinely wanted to, but because his divine power and healing had twisted her emotions.

Manipulating someone’s feelings like this—it was no different from using a hypnotism app. 

Albus looked down at Perizet, who was sleeping soundly on the sofa. 

She was one of the only two people who had treated him like a friend. 

Unlike his sister, Carthesia, or the saintess, she felt genuinely close. 

He didn’t want to toy with her emotions.

“What should I do…?”

His dilemma deepened.

***

In the middle of the cold arena, the Lich King, Akuyuham, draped in a robe and holding a staff, awaited his opponent, Jean.

“Why doesn’t he show up?”

He thought of Jean as a kindred spirit, someone who hid their identity beneath a robe and wielded power by copying others’ unique abilities. 

Akuyuham had hoped to converse with Jean during the match, but his opponent never appeared.

“Why, Jean…?”

Ding!

“Victory! You will be transported to the winner’s waiting room shortly.”

As the message flashed, Akuyuham was enveloped in the blue light of the warp.

“Why…”

From beneath his robe, his eyes glowed an eerie blue.

***

The Prince’s Chamber

“And the next contestant for the third match is… the Republic’s Executioner, Leighton!”

Prince Linderman lay half-reclined on a sofa, staring blankly at the holographic broadcast of the upcoming match.

“Your Highness,” a voice broke through his thoughts. 

It was his loyal servant, Rugal, who looked at him with concern.

“Are you still suffering from the aftereffects of the battle? If the excessive use of magic has left you with any lingering side effects, we should call the royal healers at once—”

The prince raised a hand to stop him. 

“I am fine. There are no aftereffects. My body was fully restored as soon as the duel ended.”

He showed Rugal his intact body.

“But Your Highness! What about the fatigue imprinted on your mind?”

The system of Rudera healed the body, but not the mental strain from maintaining his magic giant.

“It matters not,” the prince replied, refusing treatment.

“I have found a new nobility.”

The prince recalled the radiant light of the beastwoman he had just faced in battle. 

He could never forget the horrific event from his childhood, when he and his mother, then the empress, were ambushed by a faction of beastmen. 

The prince had nearly been killed, but his mother’s sacrifice saved him until reinforcements arrived.

The emperor and his army arrived too late to save her, but they exterminated the beastmen faction. 

The survivors, however, could not be punished as they were led by the Beast King, an ally against the very faction that attacked the imperial entourage. 

The scars from that day twisted something deep within the young prince, making him view beastmen as filthy and his mother as the epitome of nobility.

The widespread belief that beastmen were a cursed race only deepened his prejudice. 

The more he despised their filth, the more he obsessively sought nobility. 

It was why, despite his extraordinary talents, he had grown disillusioned with the world, avoiding the throne and wasting his days. 

But that all changed when he met the saintess. 

He was drawn to her because she embodied the same nobility as his mother.

He could not have foreseen that the saintess would eventually bear another’s child. 

And now, the prince had found that same nobility in Perizet, the daughter of the Beast King.

The prince’s mind whirred. 

Could it be that he was wrong about beastmen all along? 

To feel such nobility in one he believed to be cursed was something he never expected. 


He didn’t know that what he perceived as nobility in Perizet was actually divine power flowing from her. 

But the prince was unaware of this.

Since that moment, he had worked tirelessly to refine his magic, rejoining the imperial succession struggle to cleanse the world of the filth he had encountered as a child and elevate it to nobility. 

But now, he had a new goal.

“The most noble among the cursed race…”

If he became emperor, and united with the sacred maiden of the beastmen, it would lead to the salvation of the beastmen, and perhaps the entire continent.

At that moment, the prince’s goal shifted from the saintess to Perizet.

***

Somewhere in the Audience.

“Yes! I knew it!”

A blonde elf woman pumped her fist in triumph as she watched the results of the duel.

“Just look at how much I’ve won!”

She beamed at the ever-growing number of Labyrinth Coins on her screen. 

This was all thanks to the new betting system that Albus had introduced when the tournament finals began.

Albus had recreated the points betting system he had enjoyed in his previous life, this time using Labyrinth Coins. 

Although it was initially planned as a trial run for a future personal broadcasting system in Rudera, it had been temporarily added to the tournament for now.

Spectators at the tournament could bet their Labyrinth Coins on the outcome of the duels. 

The winnings were split among those who had bet on the victor. 

Despite being a brand new system, the exciting matches, the immersive betting, and the absurd value of Labyrinth Coins had driven the audience into a frenzy.

“Is it really that great?” Dragon Lord Iosif looked at the elf queen with disdain.

“Of course! Do you know how many coins I just won on that match? Betting against the favorite is the best! I never expected Jean, the favored contestant, not to show up, though.”

The elf queen grinned wickedly at Iosif. 

She had once run away during her days as a princess, wandering the human world and funding her travels through gambling. 

It seemed she had developed quite a taste for it.

“Aren’t you going to bet?” she asked slyly.

“The next match is between the dictator chosen by our Elf Council and the Republic’s Executioner. 

Considering his special abilities, our victory is all but certain.”

She placed all her coins on the system’s betting screen.

“Just placing a bet will double your coins.”

Iosif hesitated, tempted by her offer.

‘Should I really be gambling?’

As the Dragon Lord, the one who should most preserve balance, he was deeply cautious about anything that could disrupt the order. 

His conservative nature was evident from the fact that he had never engaged in risky behavior or deviations until he discovered the anonymity of online communities. 

His peculiar habit of relieving stress with strange memes was a testament to his inherent conservatism.

“Are you afraid of the new era?” he remembered the Demon King taunting him in the past.


As a guardian of balance, how could he fear and avoid the new waves created by the GM?

“I… will not be afraid.”

He wouldn’t fear the new world that the GM would bring forth. 

With trembling hands, he placed his bet on the elf.

And thus began the third match of the finals.



 
  
    Chapter 47: Main Event (4)


In the heart of the Republic stood the Weimar Palace, residence of the Führer.

Rumble.

A loud roar echoed through the sky, which was thick with dark clouds.

Swish.

Soon, rain began to pour down in torrents.

A middle-aged man stood by the window in the highest office of the palace, staring out at the scene beyond.

“Your Excellency.”

At the sound of a voice behind him, the Führer, the apex of the Republic, turned around.

“Why?” 

The man’s voice trembled with barely concealed emotion. 

“Why did you send Leighton and Lenya instead of me?”

Standing before him was Schneizel, the second-ranking enforcer of the Republic.

“Why, you ask?” 

The Führer placed the glass he had been holding onto the desk.

“Because it was more fitting.”

His cold, colorless eyes stared straight into Schneizel’s.

Schneizel met his gaze and, to his surprise, felt a momentary fear well up inside him.

“But… but Leighton is only fourth in rank! And Lenya is barely even worth mentioning! How could you send those weaker than me to the most crucial tournament where we must secure victory against the Empire?!”

“Hmm…”

Schneizel swallowed hard.

“No, they were the most appropriate choice.”

The Führer turned back to the window, looking out over the capital’s streets below.

Recently, Leighton had been acting strangely, hiding his power. 

But he is my finest creation. 

If I use his brother as leverage, he’ll have no choice but to obey.

The Führer clasped his hands behind his back, raising his right hand slightly.

Whoosh.

A blue flame flickered to life in his palm.

“Schneizel, do you remember what my dream was?”

“…Lebensraum. To establish a living space for our Free Republic and to spread the ideals of freedom across the continent.”

The Führer’s lips curled up into a faint smile.

“Exactly. We came close to achieving Lebensraum after our victory in the Fatherland Defense War, but then a new enemy arose: the Empire.”

A mighty nation, built on the authority of bloodlines, with a long and storied history. 

No matter how quickly the Republic had grown in a short time, it was no match for the vast resources, power, and manpower that the Empire had accumulated over centuries.

To topple the Empire, a fortress of iron, and to spread freedom, we needed something more.

Whoosh.

From the blue flames in the Führer’s hand, a bottle containing the Elixir of Miracles appeared.

“But Rudera, this world is a treasure trove of vast resources that can topple the existing order and balance. This elixir, which rivals even the legendary Elixir, is so common it’s almost laughable.”

“Your Excellency…”

‘This man is rambling again,’ Schneizel thought, frowning at the familiar sight of the Führer’s eccentric tendencies.

“That is why the Tower of Labyrinth will be a decisive battleground for determining the future supremacy of the continent. For our Republic, it is the most important conflict zone.”

‘But what does that have to do with my question?’

“And Leighton is the most fitting person to bring us victory. That is why I sent him.”

‘No, I mean, why did you send him instead of me? Why do you keep changing the subject?’

Schneizel was on the verge of screaming in frustration at the Führer, who only said what he wanted to say.

‘Leighton is hiding his power, but he’s up to something. There’s no way he’s just ranked fourth. If that were the case, he wouldn’t have been able to accomplish what he did. There’s no one in the tournament who could stand against him alone.’

By now, the Führer’s eyes had taken on a blue hue.

‘Foolish son. You’d better win.’

Publicly, it was known that the Führer had no children, so no one knew that he was actually a doting father. 

Not even his son.

—And now, the third duel participant… It’s the Republic’s enforcer, Leighton!

Flash.

Leighton appeared in the middle of the arena, bathed in blue light. 

He clenched the glove on his left hand with his right.

—And his opponent… from the Great Forest, the Elven Dictator… Aus!

His opponent appeared in a flash of blue light on the opposite side. 

A young elf girl with golden twin tails and black glasses stood before him. 

Though she looked young, her pointed elf ears made it clear that no one in the audience thought she was a child.

“…Oh no…”

Leighton’s face stiffened. 

He knew from the public draw that his opponent was a special dictator selected by the Elf Council. 

Normally, the Elf Council elected and governed with two consuls, but in emergencies, they could appoint a dictator, either one of the consuls or a special individual. 

Considering the nature of elven society, he had expected a formidable opponent. 

He even thought he might lose this duel.

However, the order he had just received from the Führer made it clear that he had to win this duel at any cost.

“That damn man…”

Who would have thought he’d take Wald as a hostage? 

I sent Wald away to the academy to divert attention from him, but did he catch on to my plan? 

If the worst happens, I might have to execute the plan immediately. 

But regardless of whether I proceed with the plan, the most important thing is ensuring Wald’s safety. 

To do that, I must win this duel, even if it means using that power.

“Hehe, your face is all stiff, mister.”

The elf girl grinned as she saw Leighton’s frozen expression. 

The mysterious aura she had when she was expressionless had vanished, replaced by a mischievous look.

“What’s the matter, old man? Scared of a little girl like me?”

“You say little girl… but you look older than me.”

Given that she was an elf who had risen to the position of dictator in the Elf Council, which was only open to ancient elves, Leighton guessed that she was at least several hundred years old.

Ding.

—The match is about to begin.


“Guessing a lady’s age? How rude, mister!”

The moment the match began, the elf girl charged at Leighton with blinding speed.

“Ugh!”

Leighton quickly cast shield spells and retreated. 

In previous qualifying matches, she had won by summoning spirits from a distance, so he hadn’t expected her to attack so aggressively. 

He hadn’t properly prepared for this.

Boom.

A large crater appeared where Leighton had been standing.

“Heh? Your reflexes aren’t bad. Still, that’s pretty pathetic.”

The elf girl smirked at Leighton.

‘Isn’t she supposed to be a spirit summoner? But she’s using close combat…’

This was far beyond what Leighton had anticipated.

‘Is she really one of those ancient elves, a monster filtered out from among them over centuries?’

Leighton gathered his magic and formed hand seals.

Swoosh, swoosh.

Thousands of slashes flew toward Aus. 

It was a powerful attack that would slice her into pieces if she didn’t deploy a shield or surround herself with aura. 

But she just stood there, motionless.

Clang.

Despite the devastating power of his attack, which should have pulverized everything in its range, Aus remained completely unharmed.

“…How is this possible?”

Leighton’s eyes widened in disbelief.

“You’re pathetic, old man. Is that all you’ve got, a bunch of cheap tricks? In that case…”

Aus stomped the ground.

Boom.

As she leaped forward, the ground beneath her feet cracked.

“Just lose like all the other losers!”

Boom.

Leighton’s shield was pierced, and Aus’s fist struck him square in the chest.

Crash.

With a tremendous shockwave, Leighton was sent flying across the arena, crashing into the opposite wall and leaving a large crater.

“You couldn’t even block that? How pathetic!”

Aus grinned as she looked at the bloodied Leighton. 

The audience erupted into chaos.

“Hey! Don’t lose! I bet everything I have on you!”

“He’s supposed to be an enforcer! Why is he so weak?!”

Some worried about their bets.

“That’s it, crush him!”

“Tear those Republic scum apart!”

Others reveled in the violence.

“I’m about to turn my life around!”

“Elven Coin to the moon!”

“This is it! I told you I’d make a fortune!”

And still others dreamed of sudden riches, lost in expectation.

Rustle.

Leighton pulled himself out of the rubble of the arena wall.

‘So that’s how it is.’

While deliberately taking the blow at close range, he had closely observed her condition. 

She hadn’t just stood there and done nothing when his slashes hit her. 

The four elemental spirits had been protecting her body. 

Simultaneously contracting four elemental spirits was rare enough, but summoning and controlling all of them in real-time? 

How many centuries would you have to live to pull that off? 

At this point, calling her a young girl was an insult to every girl on the continent.

‘The spirit shield is formidable, but it’s not impenetrable.’

If he could analyze the magic patterns of the spirits and reverse-engineer them, he could penetrate the shield with his slashing magic.

‘The problem is that she’s constantly changing the magic patterns.’

The spirit shield, being formed by intelligent entities, was constantly shifting its magical patterns in real-time. 

Unless time itself stopped, no human brain could break through that kind of shield, even with the most advanced supercomputers. 

But in theory, it was possible to stop time.

‘Ugh.’

The blood gushing from his wounds splattered onto the ground. 

He was already losing consciousness. 

But his mind remained clear.

‘I could use the Elixir.’

He clenched the vial in his pocket.

The instant he decided to drink the Elixir, a strange sensation washed over him. 

It was as if the whole world had stopped.

He even wondered if he had unknowingly cast the spell to stop time. 

But when he saw the young girl walking towards him, he realized this was the power of the Elixir.

Time, which had already been moving slowly, slowed even further.

He looked up, stunned.

For the first time since the match began, Leighton’s eyes met the Führer’s. 

The Führer stood on the balcony, high above the arena, looking down at the scene.

There was a certain madness in those cold eyes. 

They said, “Win.”

‘How… disgusting.’

Leighton clenched his fists, pulling his shaking left hand toward his chest, and channeled the power of the Elixir into his body.

For a brief moment, the magic circuits, which had been about to collapse, were restored. 

The broken bones, which had been riddled with cracks, were mended. 

The fractured heart, which had been crumbling, was reconstructed.

All this with a single breath.

With a single, painless breath, Leighton’s broken body began to rebuild itself. 

Even as he stared in shock, unable to comprehend what was happening, Leighton instinctively pulled the trigger.

He released the pent-up magic energy from within his body.

“Manifest.”

At the same time, Aus’ spirits, who had been walking slowly towards him, came to a halt.

“…What?!”

In the next moment, Aus was startled by the sudden surge of magic energy emanating from Leighton.

Crackle, crackle, crackle.

Red bolts of electricity formed a magic circle, trapping Aus within. 

At that moment, Aus recognized the technique Leighton was using.

“You… You bastard! You dare to use that against me?!” she shouted.

But it was too late.

Boom.

With a deafening explosion, Aus vanished in a flash of blue light.

When the light faded, the young girl had completely disappeared. 

All that remained was Leighton, who had collapsed onto the ground, trembling.

He was unable to move, but the magic energy coursing through his body was undeniable proof that he had won.

—Leighton has won! He is advancing to the next round!


But Leighton didn’t hear the announcement. 

The sudden power he had obtained from the Elixir had taken a toll on his body, and he felt his consciousness fading.

As he was being transported to the infirmary, Leighton had one last thought before blacking out.

‘I can’t wait to get out of this goddamn Republic.’

Then, everything went black.



 
  
    Chapter 48: The First King Established by God (1)


“…How?”


Even Albus, who had been watching the duel between Leighton and Aus from the omniscient perspective of the Absolute, was stunned by what he witnessed.

Aus possessed the Infinite Spirit Magic (EX), a power that allowed him to manipulate the space around his body through the spirits of the four elements, making it impossible for any attack to reach him. 

This ability was so overwhelming that none of the other powerful contenders in the tournament seemed capable of breaking through it. 

But… how did it happen?

No matter how much he scrutinized Leighton’s status window, Albus couldn’t comprehend what had just occurred.

“Guide. Explain what just happened.”

– Player Leighton reverse-engineered and neutralized Player Aus’s Infinite Spirit Magic, delivering a slashing strike that cut through space and inflicted damage.

“Reverse-engineered? Neutralized? Is that something Leighton’s abilities can achieve?”

The difference in their levels was not absolute. 

Even if one had a lower level, various factors could turn the tide of battle… but…

‘Could such a feat be possible with a level difference of over 200?’

The gap between Leighton and Aus was so vast that the outcome was hard to accept.

– Player Aus’s spirit magic mana pattern is dynamic and changes in real-time, making it seem impossible. I will analyze the battle log. Please wait a moment.

In this world, which was itself a form of massive illusionary magic shaped like a program, every event was logged in code, allowing the guide to perform its analysis.

– Analysis complete. It appears that Player Leighton’s slashing magic precisely deciphered and countered Player Aus’s spirit magic pattern. There are two possible explanations. 

-The first is that the pattern of Leighton’s slashing magic coincidentally matched and nullified Aus’s magic.

“What are the odds of such a coincidence?”

– 6.02×10^-23%.

“Impossible. What’s the second possibility?”

– The second possibility is that Player Aus’s time stopped momentarily. A subtle lag was detected across Rudera’s log during the battle. Leighton may have used the time freeze to reverse-engineer and neutralize Aus’s magic.

“Stop time? Leighton doesn’t possess such an ability.”

Moreover, even in a fantasy world, it was hard to believe that a mere human could possess the power to stop time.

This world isn’t some bugged-out game.

…Wait. 

A bug?

At that moment, a thought flashed through Albus’s mind.

“Guide. Analyze all of Rudera’s previous logs and check for any signs of lag.”

If my hunch is correct…

– Three instances of lag have been confirmed.

“What was Leighton doing during those times?”

– During each of those times, a common log was found with Player Leighton. He used the power of his lineage.

As I suspected.

Albus now had a clear understanding of what had happened.

‘A bug that causes the game to stop when a player performs a certain action?’

The world had stopped along with him, so he hadn’t been aware of the bug’s existence.

…How am I supposed to fix this bug?

Before dealing with the player exploiting the bug, Albus didn’t even know where to begin untangling the spaghetti-like code.

After the duel that shocked everyone in the arena, the Round of 32 matches proceeded rapidly.

Thud.

A knight with a gaping hole in his chest collapsed backward.

“Heh. So it’s impossible after all.”

The knight’s body began to fade as he mustered the last of his strength to speak.

“I wanted to witness the true power of someone who united the races and built a nation on solid rock.”

Beyond him, smoke wafted from the gauntlet of Brigand, the Beast King.

“All my power is but the will of the GM.”

“…I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Ding!

– Victory! You will be moved to the winner’s waiting room shortly.

‘As long as the GM favors me, nothing will stand in my way.’

“By converting the nature of anti-magic creatures and integrating it into the human body, one can gain control over all surrounding mana—a transcendent magic. It’s like I’m turning into a shrew!”

A massive vortex of mana raged around the tower’s mage.

Crash.

Thud.

The headless body of the mage slumped backward.

Ding!

– Victory! You will be moved to the winner’s waiting room shortly.

‘Shrew. Noisy.’

Executioner Lenya wiped the blood from her hands.

‘Using the characteristics of an anti-magic creature like a shrew to create a domain where one has absolute control over all mana within it is a fascinating magic, but… it’s nothing compared to this.’

The man who took down High Elf Aus, the strongest in the Elven Council and their secret weapon, with a single strike.

Even the dragon’s breath couldn’t penetrate Aus’s spirit shield, but Leighton tore it apart.

‘How did he do it?’

Lenya’s lips curled into a smirk of intrigue.

‘How did he manage to deceive even my eyes?’

The Sword King’s Waiting Room

The Sword King leaned against the wall, cradling his sword, his eyes fixed on the broadcast hologram.

“How dull.”

None of them are worth his time.

He had hoped to face that Jean fellow or the elf, Aus, but they had both been eliminated.

The remaining competitors didn’t seem like they would provide much of a challenge.

Knock, knock.

“…Hmm?”

The Sword King sensed a familiar presence beyond the door.

Bang.

“So, it was you.”

When he opened the door, a familiar woman with strangely warped glasses was smiling at him.

“Hmph. Long time no see, Sword King.”

The Dao Queen Don Quixote.


If the Sword King was the pinnacle of swordsmanship, she was the world’s greatest in handling the Dao.

“I wanted to come in, but it seems I couldn’t without the permission of the room’s owner.”

Normally, she would have entered freely, but the system’s restrictions prevented her from doing so.

“Hmph. Come in.”

“Hmph. Then excuse me.”

She entered leisurely, slumping crookedly into a corner of the sofa.

“I heard you made it to the main tournament. Have you encountered anyone worthy of your attention?”

“No.”

The Sword King recalled the opponents he faced in the preliminaries.

“They were all beneath me. Not worth my time.”

“I figured as much.”

Don Quixote’s lips curled into a smile.

“But your next opponent will be a bit different.”

“My next opponent?”

The Sword King’s eyebrows arched.

“Are you referring to the Empire’s princess?”

The Sword King’s Round of 32 match was the final one, the 16th match, and his opponent was Rebecca, the 1st Princess of the Empire.

“Yes. She’ll be someone you’ll find satisfying.”

“She did show some remarkable skills in the preliminaries… but I didn’t think much of it.”

“Hmph.”

Don Quixote laughed at the Sword King’s words.

“Don’t worry. I trained her myself.”

“You, personally?”

A disciple trained by the Dao Queen herself?

“I’ve never heard of you taking on a disciple.”

“Of course not. Our paths crossed within Rudera. No one knows she’s my disciple.”

‘A disciple of Don Quixote…’

“She’s a genius. She’s still inexperienced, but a duel with you will provide the growth she needs. Although she’s been getting into some strange religion lately…”

“…Did you come here just to tell me that?”

“Hmph. Don’t be so cold. We’ve crossed swords many times. At least think about our history… More precisely, I have a favor to ask of you. It’s not something that would be bad for you either.”

Don Quixote’s glasses glowed red.

– Next up, we have~~~the Round of 32, the final match of the day! Today’s contenders are~~~the continent’s strongest swordsman, the Sword King!

Woosh!

The Sword King appeared between two towering pillars of flame.

– And his opponent~~~the Empire’s 1st Princess~~~Rebecca!

Rumble.

His opponent, the princess, appeared across from him.

“You want me to make sure she doesn’t rely on her class abilities… I see.”

The Sword King chuckled as he gazed at the princess.

“What? So, you think I’ll get a satisfying duel out of this? Ha. To think I’d end up as a nanny for some young girl.”

The Sword King’s massive sword crackled with dense, blood-red energy.

“Nice to meet you, Sword King.”


“You’re much more polite than your master.”

Ding.

– The match is starting.

“Now then. Show me whether you’re worth my time, Princess!”

The Sword King gripped his massive sword in a reverse grip and charged at the princess.



 
  
    Chapter 49: The First King Established by God (2)


Crack!

“Ugh!”

“Hoh?”

A bright white light gathered in the princess’s left arm, forming a solid shield.

The blade of the Sword Emperor, which had been swung with immense force, was deflected by the shield and bounced off.

“Hah!”

In the princess’s opposite hand, a long spear of magic appeared and thrust towards the Sword Emperor. 

However, the Sword Emperor evaded the attack by stepping back.

‘Impressive enough.’

“…It wasn’t entirely a lie, then?”

A smirk played on the Sword Emperor’s lips. Meanwhile, the princess felt a sharp pain in her left arm.

‘He’s a monster beyond imagination.’

‘The calculations from before are completely off.’

She had intended to face the Sword Emperor using only her innate abilities, planning to call upon the power granted by the GM later. 

But it seemed she would have to bring that moment forward.

With a resolute step, the princess grasped her spear with both hands and raised it high.

“The first king established by God, Saul, commands—Arise, people of God.”

Ding!

—Class ability ‘Summon WP 2 SINU’ activated.

Vrrrrrrr

A massive dome-like barrier expanded around her.

“…This…”

Sensing a strange familiarity with the barrier, the Sword Emperor scanned his surroundings.

Rustle… rustle…

Around the princess, faint spectral figures began to gather. 

Thousands of soldiers emerged, surrounding her. 

It was the army of Saul, the first king of the chosen people, summoned by divine will.

‘Necromancy?’

‘No, it’s different.’ 

‘An ability to summon an army… At the very least, it’s a hidden class. Ha, what an ability suited for a princess.’

Countless soldiers formed ranks. 

The princess was now atop a pure white horse.

“An ability to summon thousands of soldiers…”

Boom!

The aura around the Sword Emperor’s massive sword deepened.

“Now I understand why the Duke mentioned dependency on abilities.”

“Charge!”

“Waaaaaahhhh!”

As the princess galloped forward, thousands of soldiers charged at the Sword Emperor.

“Since Rudera appeared, many have rampaged in this world with the meager power they’ve acquired, but none have ever shaken the established order.”

The Sword Emperor stood still, gazing at the grand sight before him.

“This world is well-made. Just as all the strong ones have been up until now.”

Shing!

Several sword auras formed around him.

“Only the power gained through training one’s own body surpasses everything else!”

The Sword Emperor swung his now enormous sword towards the princess and her army.

KA-BOOM!

A massive crimson slash tore through the earth. 

Smoke from the colossal explosion shrouded the arena in darkness.

The Sword Emperor slowly walked into the smoke. 

Within the thick haze, soldiers from the chosen people’s army who had been struck by the attack turned into white light and vanished.

The Sword Emperor halted as he walked. 

Before him lay the princess, who had fallen off her horse, her body covered in blood.

“Is this all?”

“S-Sword Emperor…”

“Disappointing.”

No matter how powerful an ability is, the user’s own capabilities are even more crucial. 

It would have been more enjoyable to face the second prince, who, even with an Epic class, would have honed his skills to the utmost.

“Not… yet.”

The princess supported herself with her spear and slowly stood up.

“I am the anointed one chosen by the GM… I cannot lose…”

She gathered her remaining strength into the spear.

Vrrrrr

The spear was enveloped in her magic, but then…

Clang!

—Class ability failed to activate.

It shattered.

“This is difficult to understand.”

The Sword Emperor spoke as he watched the princess slump to the ground.

“When you blocked my first strike, you were strong. I thought perhaps this duel might satisfy me.”

The princess had summoned her shield at just the right moment, diverting the Sword Emperor’s powerful attack. 

With that single act, the Sword Emperor had recognized the princess’s talent and the teachings of the Duke.

“You were stronger when you didn’t rely on your abilities.”

The Sword Emperor frowned. 

The sight of her recklessly charging in with nothing but faith in her summoned army, without proper preparation, was deeply disappointing.

“I am the anointed one, chosen by the GM. How could I not use the power bestowed by Him?”

The princess looked up at the Sword Emperor with defiant eyes.

“The power given by the GM?”

‘Has she gotten involved with some strange religion lately?’


The Sword Emperor recalled a recent conversation with the Duke.

‘So, that’s what it is.’

“Princess, why did you enter this tournament?”

“It was to represent the Empire, to showcase its strength…”

“No. Tell me the real reason. Is it to become the GM’s apostle?”

“Hmph. To stand on the path of trials as an apostle of the GM, and yet you relied solely on divine power instead of using the strength you honed yourself?”

“This is the power given by God! How could a mere servant not rely on this blessing and instead use the paltry strength of humans?”

“No, you are mistaken.”

Thud!

The Sword Emperor drove his great sword into the ground.

“Do you think using only divine power without relying on your own strength is what God desires?”

“What…?”

“Have you ever wondered why the GM granted you that power?”

“Of course! I’ve always wondered! Why me? Why was it me? What does je want from me?”

After gaining the hidden class in Rudera, she had agonized endlessly. 

Why did the GM grant her this special power? 

Was it to become the emperor who would lead the chosen people of God? 

Or was it to bring all to His embrace as his servant?

“To find that answer! To truly become his servant, I entered this tournament!”

“A true servant… Then have you considered who you were before you were chosen?”

“Before… I was chosen?”

“Before you gained this power! Remember who you were before you were chosen by God! God saw you then and chose you! That is the person he desires you to be!”

‘Even if I say this, I don’t know if she’ll become what I want her to be…’

The Sword Emperor observed the princess, who was staring blankly into the void.

“The person God chose…”

It felt as if she had been struck by a hammer. 

The princess slowly rose to her feet.

Because it was power given by God, she believed she had to use it. 

She thought relying solely on the Lord was what he desired. 

She had been so focused on how to wield this power properly, on what he wanted from her, that she had never considered her original self, the person God had chosen.

Before she was chosen, when she trained tirelessly under the Duke to become a rightful leader…

KA-BOOM!

A massive pillar of light erupted from the princess. 

She was the first princess, but born to the weakest consort with the least influence. 

Born in the most unfavorable position among the imperial descendants, she had worked tirelessly, gathering allies and reducing enemies. 

She had never neglected her own training, learning everything she could.

When she crossed paths with the Duke, one of the Three Emperors of the continent, she spent three days convincing him to teach her. 

She had always strived to become a true leader who could guide the Empire justly.

And yet, the fact that she was chosen by God had made her forget all of this. 

The princess’s eyes filled with pure white light.

“Now, I understand.”

The chosen people, the elect, merged completely with the princess’s body. 

She now knew why God had chosen her.

Ding!

—Hidden class ‘SINY’ has evolved.

—You have acquired the mythic class ‘U’P | SINU’.

The armor of the Word, the lance of faith, and the shield of obedience were created.

“I am His true servant. I am a king who tirelessly trains myself to follow His will.”

As the pillar of light faded, the princess, now clad in the pure white power of the spirits, stood revealed. 

SINY, a Hebrew word meaning “to save.” 

The first king anointed by God, chosen in response to the people’s plea. 

As a king, she now descended, worthy of her royal position.

Seeing her, the Sword Emperor grinned.

“That’s how it should be.”

BANG!

The divine lance of the princess clashed with the Sword Emperor’s greatsword.

Meanwhile, Albus, who had been struggling for a long time with fixing a time-freezing bug, only to realize it could ruin Rudera if he did, and thus had returned, now witnessed the princess’s awakening.

“…Huh?”

He stared blankly, his mouth agape, at the sight of the princess’s transformation.

“What the heck is this?”

Class evolution? 

Was that even possible in this game?

Albus had never designed anything like that. 

The only reason the princess had acquired a hidden class was because she had fulfilled the conditions for a hidden achievement. 

That was all Albus had intended.

But now, the class was evolving, growing based on the princess’s own realization and willpower. 


Down in the arena, the princess was battling the Sword Emperor on equal footing, growing stronger with each clash. 

It was as if the more formidable the enemy, the stronger she became in response to the people’s plea for deliverance.

“…I don’t know anymore.”

Was this what developers in game fantasy novels felt like when they muttered, “There’s nothing more we can do”?

Albus’s head throbbed with a headache.



 
  
    Chapter 50: Gald Cup


Boom!

Amidst the dissipating smoke in the center of the duel arena, the Sword Emperor, with his sword enveloped in a blade aura, clashed fiercely with the princess wielding a spear infused with divine power.

Boom! Boom!

The two warriors exchanged blows at such an incredible speed that most of the spectators could only make out flashes of crimson and white light intertwining in the air.

‘This one… With each strike, she’s growing stronger.’

The Sword Emperor’s face was now painted with excitement.

‘How long has it been since I felt my heart race like this in battle?’

Not since his three-day, three-night battle against the Flame Emperor had he felt this exhilarated. 

He now understood why the Tao Emperor had taken this woman as his disciple. 

If it were possible, he would have loved to steal her as his own pupil.

Clang!

The princess’s spear collided with the Sword Emperor’s blade in midair.

“That sword…” the princess questioned, her eyes narrowing at him. 

“It’s not the sword aura I’m familiar with. You’ve condensed it around the blade?”

“Hahaha! Indeed! Only those who’ve surpassed the limits of a select few can do it!”

‘She figured it out just by seeing my blade aura?’

The Sword Emperor was both thrilled and unnerved by the princess’s rapid growth.

Boom!

The princess retreated, taking a deep breath. 

The divine power surrounding her spear began to condense, gathering more intensely around it.

‘…Impossible.’

The princess had grown fast enough to contend with the Sword Emperor, and though it was only a matter of time before she reached his level, it seemed inconceivable that she could master blade aura just by observing it.

“My Lord is with me. Nothing is impossible for Him.”

Boom

A shockwave erupted from the princess, and at its core, divine power coalesced into a small orb, enveloping her spear. 

She had successfully replicated the blade aura using divine power.

“Haha… Hahahaha… Hahahahahaha!”

The Sword Emperor burst into mad laughter at the sight.

“Truly magnificent!”

His greatsword began to tremble violently in his hands as the princess rose high into the air, raising her spear toward the heavens.

Zing!

A pillar of light descended from the sky, striking her spear. 

ehind her, a colossal spear formed, large enough to overshadow the entire arena.

The Sword Emperor’s greatsword also lengthened. 

The blade itself remained the same, but the aura enveloping it grew even longer.

‘The final strike.’

The Sword Emperor looked up at the princess descending upon him with her massive spear. 

The attack held enough power to shake him to his core, but from the look of the princess, it was clear she had no energy left to continue the fight after this.

‘I could dodge this and secure an easy victory. But…’

With his extensive battle experience, the Sword Emperor knew he could evade the attack and defeat the princess. 

But—

Buzz

He channeled more power into his sword and flew towards the princess’s colossal spear.

He didn’t want to dodge it. 

He wanted to meet her attack head-on with all the strength he possessed.

“Arghhh!”

Boom!

The clash of their all-out attacks sent shockwaves through the arena, shaking the barrier surrounding it.

“Ahhh! What just happened? Who won?”

“What on earth am I witnessing?”

Though the audience remained untouched by the battle’s winds, they were thrown into confusion by the overwhelming visual spectacle.

As the smoke filling the arena began to clear—

Thud

“…Magnificent,” the Sword Emperor uttered, collapsing to the ground.

“Haa… Haa… Haa…”

The princess stood, her entire body battered and bruised. 

There wasn’t a single part of her that didn’t ache. 

She had no magic or divine power left within her. 

If the Sword Emperor hadn’t chosen to face her head-on, she would be the one lying on the ground.

Ding!

“Victory! You will be moved to the victor’s waiting room shortly.”

‘I won.’

Her meticulously crafted plans for analyzing her opponents had crumbled, but she knew this was what the Lord had intended for her.

“I am the King whom the Lord has sent to this world. I will protect the people according to His will.”

Flash

“Waaaahhhhhh!”

The spectators erupted into cheers as they confirmed the outcome of the match.

“Hmph.”

A woman seated in a corner of the stands smiled.

“…I asked to become stronger, but this… Isn’t this too much?” 

She muttered, beads of sweat forming on her forehead.

The day after the spectacular duel between the princess and the Sword Emperor concluded the round of 32, Albus sat with Dua, hands clasped, at the highest point in the arena where the round of 16 was about to commence.

Buzz

“It worked!”

A small orb of divine energy floated above Albus’s hands.

“It worked! Look, Dua!”

“You did it! Daddy did it, just like Dua!” Dua cheered, raising her arms in excitement.

The orb, newly created in the empty air, was formed without any of the GM’s powers. 

It was a power that Albus, an ordinary man, possessed. It was a power rooted in reality.


The princess’s awakening before countless onlookers had increased the amount of divine energy Albus could wield. 

Thanks to that, he could now use divine energy to create a small orb. 

Despite showing a grand spectacle to the audience during the opening ceremony, the amount of divine power he had gained wasn’t much, but the moment the princess awakened and defeated the Sword Emperor, it surged.

“All thanks to the princess, I suppose.”

Albus’s divine power grew as those who followed the GM performed miracles.

“When someone who believes in me as a god does something extraordinary, my divine power increases.”

He had found some direction. He now knew how to grow this power. 

However, there was a problem.

“My authority is too strong. If I meddle even a little, something like yesterday’s Perizet incident could happen again.”

Although he had successfully restored Perizet’s soul, there was no guarantee that he would be so fortunate in future incidents.

If he wasn’t careful, irreversible damage could occur.

“The best thing would be for another event like the princess’s awakening to happen… How do I…”

Should he give the princess exclusive access to the personal broadcast system he had planned to implement later?

The first match of the round of 16 was about to begin.

Buzz

In the duel arena, Prince Lindermann appeared in pristine condition.

Flash

His opponent, Akuham, appeared across from him. But—

‘…Huh?’

The prince sensed something was off about his opponent.

‘Something about the atmosphere is different.’

The prince had thoroughly reviewed all of Akuham’s previous matches to analyze his opponent, but something felt wrong.

And indeed, the prince was not facing Akuham.

Instead, it was Orabas, a lich and Akuham’s familiar, who had been sent to fight in his master’s place.

‘Master… You climb this high in the tournament only to ask me to fight in your stead. Isn’t that too much?’

Akuham had disappeared, leaving Orabas to take his place, claiming he was off to find that so-called Zhang.

‘No choice then. As someone entrusted with such an important task by my master, I must fulfill my duty perfectly.’

Dark energy gathered in Orabas’s hands.

Ding

“The match will begin shortly.”

Boom!

The prince’s giant clashed with the lich’s dark magic.

“I’m… I’m sorry, Master…”

After a grueling 15-minute battle, Orabas shattered and disintegrated into white dust.

“Haa… Haa…”

Ding

“Victory! You will be moved to the victor’s waiting room shortly.”

The injured prince panted heavily as he was enveloped in the light of the warp.

‘A tough opponent, but I’ve won.’

He had to keep winning.

To purify the continent’s corruption by uniting with the ‘noble’ beastfolk saintess, he first needed to win the competition for the throne and become emperor. 

No matter what, he had to emerge victorious in this tournament.

Thud

“This… This is impossible…”

A giant frost golem rolled its eyes and collapsed, soon dissolving into white light.

Ding

“Victory! You will be moved to the victor’s waiting room shortly.”

Flash

Leighton, who had just defeated his opponent, the frost giant, sat down on a couch in the waiting room and checked the new message.

“Arrived at the academy. Will begin the search for Valt…”

After confirming his father’s thinly veiled threat, Leighton quickly sent trustworthy guild members to the academy.

“Be safe, Wald.”

The brilliant battlefield where the continent’s strongest clashed, a spectacle rarely witnessed up close, began to spark the formation of a sort of fandom among the players.

“Kyaaa! Leighton!”

“Princess! Show them what you’re made of!”

Many began cheering for their favorite contestants, and in this newfound spectacle, with the potential for massive earnings through betting, their immersion grew deeper.

“Didn’t you see the princess defeat the Sword Emperor? She beat the Sword Emperor! Of course, she’s going to win!”

“What are you talking about? The Executioner Leighton is going to win! He cut down that Elf dictator with a single strike!”

With nothing else to enjoy, the sudden emergence of this grand event and the chance to win big through betting had driven the fans into a frenzy.

This wave of fervor soon spread to the online community.


Title: Do Executioner fans really think he’s stronger than the princess?

Post: He couldn’t even beat that little Elf kid

Title: [Just Arrived] I made the right choice by betting on the princess.

Post: All I wanted was to get on the GM’s good side, so I bet on her. And now, she’s beaten the Sword Emperor, haha! I’m going to be rich.

As the round of 16 commenced and the semifinals neared, the community grew even more heated.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Abusing


“What’s this?”

Albus, skimming through the logs of the duel tournament, noticed something peculiar in the record of Akuyuham, a player who had been eliminated in the round of 16 after losing to the Prince. 

Although the name registered in the status window was indeed Akuyuham, the true identity behind it was someone else entirely.

“I never imagined this could happen.”

Originally, the player Akuyuham should have appeared in the duel arena through the system’s designated warp. 

But for some reason, the system had recognized Orabas, Akuyuham’s subordinate, as Akuyuham.

“It seems that Akuyuham manipulated the part of the status window corresponding to his nickname using dark magic.”

The status window usually reflected the name by which a player perceives themselves, but Akuyuham had partially hacked the system.

“This might mean the game’s system is more vulnerable than I thought.”

What Akuyuham did was merely disguise his subordinate Orabas’s nickname as his own, but the act itself meant he had breached the game’s system. 

First, there was the time-stopping bug, and now hacking to impersonate another player.

Albus felt the necessity for a security system, Rudera. 

Although the abuse so far hadn’t been catastrophic, leaving it unchecked could lead to massive exploitation in the future. 

Given the impact that incidents like this had even in the real world, Albus was deep in thought.

Strengthening the security system was an obvious need. 

He planned to execute it with the help of Dua and the Guide, but the punishment for previous abusers was still unclear.

“Should I punish them publicly…”

In the games Albus had experienced in his past life, those who disrupted the game’s order through hacking or bug abuse were usually banned and publicly announced. 

Although it might have been their first offense, it seemed necessary to issue a proper punishment and publicize it to restore order.

Albus scrolled through the community posts, skimming over those about Leighton.

“The problem is that Leighton is the most promising contender in the tournament right now…”

The two most popular players with the highest chances of winning the current duel tournament were the Executor, Leighton, and the First Princess, Rebecca. 

They were both powerhouses capable of standing among the continent’s strongest, having defeated the Elf Aus and the Sword Emperor, causing their stocks to rise immensely. 

Their unusually loyal fanbases even turned the community into a mudslinging battleground.

Title: “House Moms Forget the Princess is Rudera’s Absolute Deity, Blessed by the GM?” 

Content: “Do you think anyone can beat the Princess, who is practically the GM’s representative, in this tournament she’s hosting? Comments:”


	“Do you even know where this continent is? Where else can you find a god as fair as the GM?”

	“In Rudera, you don’t win just because you believe in the GM. If that were the case, the beastmen would have won everything by now.”

	“The lowest of the continent have also been brought to Rudera and healed by the GM. Do you think they’ll intervene in the middle of the tournament? Does that even make sense?”



‘I’m not particularly fair, though.’

Intervening midway and punishing Leighton for his abusive acts to make the Princess win would have unimaginable repercussions. 

But ignoring it wasn’t an option either, putting Albus in a difficult position.

“First, I should focus on properly establishing the security system.”

Albus opened the system command window.

***

Leighton’s Waiting Room

“Argh! I lost!”

The Executor, Lenya, burst into the room, lightly tapping her head in frustration.

“…Well, your opponent was the Princess. It couldn’t be helped.”

Leighton adjusted his glasses as he greeted her.

Lenya’s opponent in the quarterfinals was the First Princess of the Empire, a woman so powerful she seemed almost divine.

‘If she didn’t use that, even I might not be able to defeat her.’

Leighton’s heart still pounded at the memory of the duel between the Sword Emperor and the Princess.

“Senior, you really don’t understand a woman’s heart! I’m asking for comfort, not analysis! And there’s a bigger problem! Senior Schneizel is going to scold me! Ugh!”

Lenya clutched her head in despair.

“Given your opponent, I doubt you’ll hear much from him.”

Or will you? If it’s Schneizel, then maybe…

Thud.

Lenya grasped Leighton’s hands with both of hers.

“Senior… You’re my last hope.”

“…Huh?”

“Please defeat the Princess in the final match and win the championship. That way, I won’t get scolded when I return! You can do it, can’t you?”

“Hahaha. I’m only human. There’s no way I could defeat such a monster.”

Once Wald’s safety was secured, he had no intention of using that power again. It was something he had to reserve for that day. Although, if he lost because he held back, that man would not be pleased.

“First, you have to defeat the Second Prince in your next match.”

Leighton’s upcoming opponent in the semifinals was the Second Prince of the Empire.

“Yes. He won’t be an easy opponent.”

Although he would be easier compared to the Elf he faced in the round of 32, it wouldn’t be simple without using that power.

“You can do it, Senior! Crush the noble blood of the Empire and show them the true power of the Republic’s freedom!”

“The power of freedom…”

It was the value he once sought and upheld above all else, before learning the truth about his father.

No, now it was something he pursued and yearned for to break away from it.

Lenya left to allow Leighton to rest, and as he lay on the sofa for a while, a sound rang out.

Ding.

– You have a new message.

“…A message!”

Could it be from a guild member at the Academy? 

Leighton immediately sat up and opened the message screen, hoping to confirm news about securing Wald.

But contrary to his expectations, the sender was someone completely unexpected.

“…The GM?”

It was someone he never could have imagined.

***

“The next match is finally~~~~the semifinals! The winner of this duel will advance to the finals. The first participant in the semifinals is~~~none other than the first man chosen by the GM~~~the Beast King Brigand!”

Roar!

A massive figure emerged from a pillar of light, fully armored with enormous gauntlets on both hands.

“And facing him is the GM’s chosen monarch~~~the First Princess, Rebecca!”

Whoosh!

Like the Beast King, the First Princess was summoned amidst a pillar of blue flames.

“Chosen by the Lord…”

The Beast King, locking eyes with the Princess, spoke.

“For thousands of years, our people, the beastmen, have been without a god. Unlike the Elves, blessed by the World Tree, or you humans, graced by Deus and Alia, we lacked divine favor.”

“What exactly… are you trying to say?”

“We beastmen were considered a cursed race, persecuted for eternity, unable even to gather in one place, wandering the continent and barely maintaining our existence. So I devoted my life to saving our people.”

“…I am aware. Your achievements in uniting the forsaken race and founding a nation will be remembered in history.”


“But without a god, our race could never stand on equal footing with others. Without a proper deity, we were bound by limitations!”

The Beast King’s voice grew louder as he raised his fist high, his emotions intensifying.

“They say we can’t have a god? That no deity will accept us? Then I will become a god. I will be the savior of our race. I sought to achieve greatness and more, walking a path with no precedent and no clear end.”

‘So that was the reason for seeking out challenges…’

Before the eyes of all, the true intent of the Beast King, who sought hardship even after stabilizing his kingdom, was revealed.

“Then came salvation. Our forgotten deity descended upon us, lifting our race from the depths of damnation with the divine grace of our great Lord!”

The Beast King’s face now shone with joy.

“We beastmen follow the will of Duamutef and the GM, who brought us salvation. The GM is our Lord; their enemies are our enemies, and their messengers are our angels.”

Ding.

– The match is about to begin.

“Princess Rebecca. If you truly are the monarch established by our Lord, the one sent to us by divine will! We will follow you. So show us. Prove it.”

The Beast King created an aura of power in both fists and leaped high into the air.

“Prove that you are our king!”

Boom.

After a prolonged battle, the Beast King’s massive frame finally collapsed, kneeling.

“…Magic, spear technique, shield mastery, divine power. And even aura. To be proficient in all areas…”

The Beast King’s lips curled into a grin.

“Truly, you are the blessed…messenger of our Lord.”


Thud.

“In accordance with the command of our savior, we beastmen acknowledge and follow you as our king, Princess Rebecca.”

The Beast King knelt and placed his fist over his left chest.

“May the light of the GM always shine upon you. Long live our king.”

It was the first time in the history of the continent that the beastmen had pledged allegiance to a member of another race.



 
  
    Chapter 52: Final (1)


Thud

The prince, battered and bruised from Leighton’s slashing magic, collapsed to the ground. Behind him, a colossal demon also crumbled, defeated in a similar manner.

Leighton, with trembling hands, adjusted his shattered glasses that had begun to slip off his face.

“The winner… Leighton, the Executor of the Republic.”

A duel between the symbol of the Republic’s might, the Executor, and the noble blood of the Empire’s prince had taken place. 

After a bloody battle that lasted an hour, Leighton emerged victorious.

“Executor Leighton advances to the finals.”

Ding!

Victory! You will be transported to the winner’s waiting room shortly.

Flash

Returning to the waiting room, Leighton collapsed onto the sofa as if all his strength had left him.



Previously

Having used the special power passed down through his lineage, Leighton had discovered the ability to stop time. 

However, he had resolved not to use that power and fight with his own strength alone, understanding his clear limitations.

“But to win against the Empire’s first princess in the finals…”

Having defeated the prince and secured his spot in the finals, Leighton’s next opponent was the Imperial Princess, Rebecca, who had already advanced. 

She was a formidable adversary, comparable to the monstrous woman ranked first among the Executors.

Leighton had received a message from a guild member stationed at the academy, confirming the safety of his younger brother, Wald. 

With Wald safely out of their father’s clutches, Leighton no longer had a reason to hold back, yet…

“Is this an act of disturbing the order?”

Leighton recalled the message he had received from the GM before his duel with the prince. 

It had accused him of disrupting the natural order by using the power to stop time and warned that his ability would be erased as punishment.

“If I lose this power…”

To escape from his father and his subordinates, and to gain ‘freedom’ from their twisted plans, Leighton needed this asymmetric power, the ability to stop time.

***

It was an act conducted under the gaze of a god, Leighton knew that much. 

He would have no choice but to surrender his power. 

But then, the GM made a proposition:

“If you are nothing without that power, then you should not possess it… Show your true strength in the finals against the princess without using it.”

Leighton was certain after his duel with the prince: it was impossible to defeat the princess without that power. 

So then…

Leighton slowly raised his index finger, placing it just above his right eye.

“This is a gamble… A human’s gamble under the eye of the gods.”

Crack

When Leighton removed his glove, a unique symbol appeared in the bloodied socket of his eye.

“To abandon reason… that’s the true gamble…”

Thanks to Rudera’s healing system, Leighton’s eye socket began to regenerate, a new eye forming within it.

He would deceive the gods.

He would defeat their apostle.

But Leighton was unaware.

Unaware that Albus had already marked him as a potential code-breaker. 

Whether he won or lost in the finals, his fate was sealed.

If only he had known, he would have fled without looking back.

***

In the waiting room, the first princess, Rebecca, sat cross-legged on the sofa, her eyes closed. A sacred aura swirled around her.

“So, he’s out.”

Rebecca knew from the cheers of the spectators in the arena that the prince had fallen to Leighton. 

Of all her siblings, the only one who could still challenge her in the competition for the throne was now gone.

Unlike her, he was born from the Empress, of noble blood, and had everything handed to him—a fortunate one. 

But losing his mother at a young age, and suffering such traumatic experiences had twisted him into a pitiful soul.

Rebecca had always harbored complex feelings toward the second prince, Linder. 

Unlike her, who had no strong backing or noble birth, she had to fight desperately to survive in the royal court. 

She honed her skills in spear and magic, demonstrated extraordinary talent, and worked tirelessly to build a support base.

She studied endlessly, managed her allies meticulously, and maintained her position as princess through sheer willpower. 

She even begged the very master who scorned her for her lowly origins to take her under his wing. 

Rebecca’s life had been a relentless struggle for survival.

In contrast, Linder, who had everything, chose to shut himself away in his room. 

Rebecca despised him for it. 

She envied him. 

Of course, those feelings had changed after she was chosen by the gods.

Now, the most important thing to her was not Linder, but her opponent in the finals.

“Executor Leighton.”

A human who possessed the strength to split apart that powerful elven queen in one strike. 

A strong man, different in kind from the Sword Emperor or the Beast King.

Rebecca couldn’t gauge Leighton’s power. 

She didn’t know how strong he truly was or how to counter him.

But still, she had to win.

No matter what her opponent was hiding, no matter how powerful they were…

The weight of the GM’s blessing rested on her shoulders.

“I am the queen chosen by the GM.”

As she meditated, focusing her mind, the princess opened her eyes.

***

Title: The Princess’s Victory Once Kept the Community Clean

Content: Now that Leighton keeps winning, housewives are muddying the waters. We worship you, the true king chosen by the GM.

Comments:


	“Your prince just got smacked by Leighton!”

	“The truth is the community has been healthier ever since Leighton started winning.”

	“You’re still clinging to outdated ideas of rank and status inherited by blood.”





Title: The Princess Cannot Lose Now Even If She Wants To

Content: With millions of GM’s followers supporting her, there’s no way the princess can be defeated.

Comments:


	“Sounds like Leighton’s going to win.”

	Title: Mr. Schneizel Analyzes the Finalists’ Strengths at a Press Conference!



Content: Schneizel, the Republic’s second-ranking Executor, analyzed both sides and concluded that Leighton has a 98% chance of winning!


***

As the final match approached, the Demon King, who managed the community, realized just how overheated the atmosphere had become.

“When did it come to this?”

After commentating on the matches from the round of 16 to the semifinals, the Demon King had failed to notice the gradual shift in the community’s tone. 

Extreme devotion to the contestants had escalated into vicious mudslinging between their fans.

“GM… was this your intention?”

Such fanatical obsession, bordering on religious fervor, could give rise to a dangerous form of divinity—a corrupted form of worship.

The GM was terrifying, using the community and the tournament in such a way.

“But still, I must manage the community.”

The Demon King identified the two most frequent users who were instigating the fights. 

Their posts and comments were responsible for most of the toxic behavior. 

The intensity of their actions was alarming.

“Hmm… The Emperor and the Fuhrer?”

These were none other than the fathers of the finalists.

“My, how devoted they are to their children,” the Demon King muttered, chuckling as he permanently banned the two users.

***

In the Fuhrer’s Office

“So, it has come to this,” the Republic’s Fuhrer murmured in his deep, solemn voice.

“Sir, is something the matter?” asked Executor Schneizel from across the desk.

“It’s nothing you need to concern yourself with.”

The Fuhrer couldn’t exactly admit he had been banned from the community. 

“I’ll consider your proposal positively. You may leave.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Schneizel bowed and exited the room.

Once he was sure Schneizel was gone, the Fuhrer pulled a hidden viewing device from his pocket.

Buzz

The image of the arena appeared before him.

“You must win, Leighton!”

For the first time, the Fuhrer’s expression softened, filled with pride and affection for his illegitimate son.

***

In the Emperor’s Chambers

“Let no one enter, Schmidt. Understood?”

“Yes, Your Majesty! I shall guard the door with my life!”

Bang, clunk

The Emperor closed and locked the door to his bedroom. 

He then activated several layers of defensive magic.

“Hah… It’s finally ready.”

The Emperor stepped further into the room. 

It wasn’t his ideal location, but with the first Emperor residing in the most sacred chamber, this was the best he could manage.


Buzz

Activating a viewing device, the image of the arena appeared.

Snap

The Emperor held glowing support wands in both hands.

“Go, Rebecca! Avenge our Linder by defeating that man!”



 
  
    Chapter 53: Final (2)


The Grand Finale.

It was the long-awaited final match. 

No less than the GM himself had organized it—the ultimate showdown to determine the strongest in the continent was about to commence.

Pew pew.

As the Demon King announced the opening of the final match, the sky darkened, and countless fireworks shot up into the air.

Boom boom!

Colorful lights filled the sky, painting it in a dazzling array of hues. 

The display was inspired by the Olympic opening and closing ceremonies that Albus had witnessed in his previous life.

“…Beautiful,” someone whispered.

“Could it be that the GM has a deep appreciation for art? How else could such beauty be displayed in the sky?”

The players filling the stadium stared up in awe, mesmerized by the spectacle. 

However, because the GM had recreated memories from his previous life so accurately, even unnecessary symbols appeared in the sky.

“Five rings? What could they mean?”

The Olympic symbol, the five interlocking rings, also appeared in the sky.

“Five rings… I understand. They represent the five races of the continent, and those participating in this tournament.”

“The five races…? Ah, you must mean the humans, dwarves, elves, demons, and beastfolk.”

“Five different colors, symbolizing the five races that have come together here, not as enemies, but as one, to compete fairly. It’s a sign of peace.”

“A tournament for all the people of the continent… where no one is harmed, and everyone has enjoyed it. Truly, this is the work of a god.”

“But why use blue, yellow, black, green, and red?”

“These are the colors chosen by the GM himself. There must be some significance to them.”

“…Indeed! Those colors! Perhaps they represent the crests of the families, races, or nations!”

“Crests?”

“Yes, the flags representing families, races, and nations all use meaningful colors. But no flag lacks these five colors! It must be a gesture to include everyone on the continent!”

“As expected of the god of harmony, the GM…”

Though the GM had only included the Olympic rings in the sky for the sake of authenticity, the audience believed it was full of meaning and attributed great significance to the symbol.

“Oh, GM, to elevate us beastfolk to the same level as the other races!”

The Beast King looked up at the sky, pounding his chest in gratitude.

“Unifying the continent… No god, not even I in my prime, could achieve such a feat. GM, what exactly are you planning?”

Lenya crossed her arms and leaned against the wall.

“The Lord lights my path, so I have no fear.”

Princess Rebecca’s body was enveloped in the blue light of a warp.

Paaat.

Koo goo goo goo.

Suddenly, the stadium began to shake violently.

“W-what’s happening?!”

“Is it an earthquake?!”

As the audience fell into confusion,

Crack.

the floor of the arena split open, and from the fissure, bathed in blue light, Leighton emerged.

“He’s the strongest slash specialist, who even defeated the Empire’s prince. Who can withstand his strikes? The Executioner, Leighton,” the Demon King announced in a deflated tone, but the audience, captivated by the grand entrance, held their breath as they watched.

Roooaaar!

At that moment, a giant pillar of light descended from the sky on the opposite side. 

It was a divine sight, as if a being from the heavens had descended to the earth. 

In the center of that light stood Rebecca.

“She’s the strongest in the Empire, who has reached the finals. Who dares to stand in the way of the king chosen by the GM? The First Princess, Rebecca.”

The noble descent of the god’s emissary.

The audience gulped as they watched the princess.

Click.

As the two players revealed themselves, powerful lights turned on from the roof of the stadium, illuminating them. 

The brilliant lights bathed the two protagonists of the final match.

“As expected of the GM.”

In the center of the lights, Leighton adjusted his glasses with his index finger.

“This stage is truly worthy of the final battle.”

“…Everything the GM does is always right,” the princess replied with a stern expression.

“Shall we begin?”

Leighton formed a seal with both hands.

“The Lord is with me.”

The stigmata on the princess’s hand began to glow.

“The final match… begins now!”

Boom! Boom! Boom!

In the center of the arena, Rebecca, enveloped in divine power, and Leighton, surrounded by his slashing aura, clashed fiercely.

“Ugh!”

Leighton barely managed to fend off Rebecca’s charge with a slashing spell.

He had guessed at her strength from watching her previous matches. 

He knew that his own abilities would not be enough to take her on.

‘The gap between us is this wide…?’

However, the princess was far stronger than he had imagined. 

It seemed he would have to roll the dice sooner than planned.

“As expected of the king chosen by the gods. My strength alone is not enough.”

“…?”

Leighton created some distance and shook his head. 

Rebecca watched him warily, confused by his actions.

“Did you know? Our duel is the most watched event on the continent right now.”

‘What is he trying to say all of a sudden?’

Attempting conversation in the middle of such an intense battle—this was unlike the Leighton she knew.

“All across the continent, people are watching our fight and betting their labyrinth coins on the outcome. This duel of ours has sparked the largest gamble in history.”

Leighton extended his right hand, palm up.

“Shall we make a bet of our own?”

“A bet…?”


“On who will win this tournament.”

Who among us will claim victory in this tournament? And how will the gods respond to my trickery?

Vwoom.

Leighton raised his hand, with only his index and middle fingers extended toward the sky.

“O GM, master of this world! A lowly human child challenges you to a duel!”

Crack.

Then he gouged out his own eye.

“!?”

‘What is he doing?! Did he just gouge out his own eye in the middle of a fight!?’

“Now then.”

Where Leighton’s right eye should have been, there was only a black hole.

“The game has begun.”

He tossed away his bloodied glove.

Vwoom.

A glowing symbol appeared in his empty eye socket.

“Princess, you have no choice but to accept. The dice have already been cast.”

Leighton began to float slowly.

“Are you ready to place your bets? I’m all in.”

Under the watchful eyes of the gods.

I will deceive the gods and defeat their chosen emissary. 

All I have to wager is everything I have.

 Considering the scale of the gamble, the stakes aren’t even that high.

Vwoom.

As Leighton smiled, a mysterious energy settled over the arena.

“Ugh!”

‘What’s wrong with my body? Am I weakened?’

Rebecca’s body no longer moved as she intended, as if it had malfunctioned.

‘…No, time itself… is slowing down.’

Rebecca realized what was happening. 

Though she didn’t know exactly what Leighton had done, she understood that the time in the space around her had slowed down.

“Princess, I bet you’ll call. Am I right?”

Leighton smiled and formed a seal.

From the sky, countless slashing whirlwinds descended.

The whirlwinds gathered and struck down toward the princess.

“Player Leighton has destroyed his own eyeball, severely weakening the power of the bloodline gene inside it. However, since the power is derived from his bloodline, it remains even after the eyeball is destroyed, and the bug caused by that power still exists. Although the security system is suppressing the time-stopping bug, it seems that the bug has found a new way to bypass the firewall.”

“Can he still stop time?”

Albus began to understand the struggles of the GMs in the games of his past life.

“Thanks to the newly installed security system, a complete time stop is now impossible. No matter how he bypasses it, the bug is likely reduced to a mere slowing of time.”

‘Not a complete stop, but enough to intentionally cause lag in the game, making it as if multiple skills were used at once.’

Albus looked down at Leighton in admiration.

‘Just the fact that I warned him was enough for him to realize that his original ability would be restricted, so he destroyed his own eyeball to bypass the firewall. It means he understands at least part of this game’s system.’

Leighton had verified the possibility of bypassing the system by destroying his eye during practice in the waiting room, where the game system would restore any damage to his body.

But that wasn’t all.

Though he had only recently gained the ability to slow time, he didn’t just apply it to his opponent; he also applied it to his slashing magic, layering the attacks on top of each other. 

This created whirlwinds with unbelievable destructive power, like a series of skill usages all happening simultaneously due to the lag.

‘This guy… he’s something else…’


A human who dares to challenge the gods cannot have a happy ending, no matter how skilled they are.

But Albus’s eyes shone with excitement.

Finally, he had found it.

A brilliant coder, someone who dared to challenge the gods with ingenuity and determination, someone with an excuse to be kidnapped, who had the skills to be useful. 

The perfect coding slave had come along.



 
  
    Chapter 54: Final (3)


The princess lifted her head, gazing up at the barrage of slashes descending upon her. 

Countless slashing spells layered upon one another, carrying an ominous power. 

It was as if numerous sorcerers had simultaneously cast slashing spells at a single point. 

If she allowed this attack to land, not even the divine armor would keep her unharmed.

“Is this all you’ve got?”

Divine power burst forth from the stigma etched into the princess’s hand. 

The holy mark expanded, completely covering her arm.

Then—

Clang!

Time, which had slowed down for the princess, shattered.

“Haaaah!”

A beam of divine light shot from the long spear she held, piercing toward the sky.

KABOOM!

The rain of slashes colliding with the divine light sent a deafening roar echoing through the air. 

The crowd could only watch in stunned silence.

“Leighton, you are truly… incredible.”

Leyna marveled at the sight Leighton had created.

“Show me the growth you displayed when you faced me, princess,” the Sword Emperor murmured, arms crossed.

“Please… Please let there be an upset…” the Elf Queen prayed for Leighton’s victory.

“Crush that bastard, Rebecca!”

“You can do it! You’re my son, the one who inherits the Fuhrer’s bloodline!”

The Emperor and the Chancellor each cheered for their children. 

The entire continent, whether present in the arena or watching through transmission devices, held their breath as they observed the duel between Leighton and Rebecca.

As the light from the explosion faded, Leighton slowly descended.

“Huff… Huff…“

Rebecca was gasping for breath.

“It seems undoing the time-slowing effect consumes a significant amount of stamina.”

It was unexpected that the princess could break through the time manipulation. 

He had never imagined she would shatter the interference of time itself. 

She was a monster so powerful that he could hardly hope to stand against her with his strength alone.

“But now, I’m different.”

Wuuung

The pattern reappeared in Leighton’s hollow eyes.

“Tsk!”

The princess felt her body slow down again. 

Leighton had reactivated the time-slowing lag on her body.

“A representative of God! Let’s see what you can do!”

Leighton formed hand seals, and the tornadoes of slashes began to descend from the sky once more.

“…!”

The princess’s eyes widened. 

She had expended too much divine power breaking the slow effect and blocking the last attack. 

Now, only about 20% of her power remained in the holy mark. 

If her opponent could continue attacking like this, she wouldn’t be able to handle it in her current state. 

The only outcome she could see was defeat.

Defeat?

‘No…’

She had been chosen by the GM, made into a king by his will. 

The Lord had trusted his servant and bestowed upon her the role of Apostle. 

All who followed him were upon her shoulders. 

She was the fence that protected them, the Apostle of God. 

She could not lose to this villain who had dared to challenge God…

Grit

“I won’t allow it!”

Blood trickled from the princess’s lips as she bit down hard.

Clang

The holy mark on the princess emitted light, breaking the time-slowing effect on her.

“Uraaaaaah!”

She grasped her spear tightly and soared into the sky. Leighton, maintaining the slashing storm with his hand seals, rapidly approached.

“1”

Leighton’s eyes widened as Rebecca charged at him. 

She was faster than the slashing storm.

‘At this rate, I’ll be struck down!’

Just before Rebecca’s spear could strike him…

Wuuuung

The light from the holy mark on the princess’s hand extinguished. 

All of her divine power had been exhausted.

“Oh no!”

Rebecca fell helplessly to the ground. 

Leighton had brazenly declared war on God.

She, the Apostle of GM, had failed to stop this challenger and was now facing defeat.

‘Am I… so insignificant…?’

Chosen by God. 

Empowered by God. 

Supported by the faithful of God. 

And yet, this is all I amount to…

I’m sorry, GM. I…

Rebecca closed her eyes as the slashing storm hurtled toward her. 

Just before the tornadoes of slashes could land on Rebecca…

Flash

“Aaah! What is this?!” 


“So bright!”

A brilliant light burst forth from Rebecca, as if the sun had fallen in the middle of the arena.

Boom! Boom!

The intense light erased all of Leighton’s slashes.

“What is… this?”

Rebecca’s eyes widened at the immense divine power she felt within her.

— “Oh King, vanquish those who dare challenge our God!” 

— “Please defeat the bad man, Apostle!” 

— “Rebecca, you must win!” 

— “We, the Faithful, place all our hopes in you. Oh King, show everyone the glory of GM!”

The wishes of many echoed within her. 

Those who believed in GM, those who followed GM. 

Those who acknowledged Rebecca as GM’s Apostle and their King. 

The wishes of all who wanted judgment to fall upon Leighton, the one who dared declare a challenge to GM, converged in one place. 

Everyone who wished for the Apostle of GM not to lose.

“Everyone…”

The holy mark on Rebecca’s arm began to expand. 

Before she knew it, her entire body was covered in holy marks. 

She was the King, the representative of GM, the one who represented the faithful who believed in the omnipotent God. 

In a world where faith could give birth to gods, the wishes gathered through the broadcast system could manifest tremendous power. 

Rebecca placed her hand on her smooth lower abdomen, the only part of her body unmarked by the holy insignia.

‘So warm.’

Rebecca felt GM’s warm hand gently stroking her lower abdomen.

“I am Rebecca, the King appointed by GM!”

Whooooosh

An overwhelming amount of divine power erupted from Rebecca. 

Though temporary, the concentrated wishes of those across the continent had granted her power akin to that of a god. 

Rebecca became a beam of light, shooting toward Leighton. 

Through his hollow eyes, Leighton comprehended the situation unfolding before him.

“…This is too much.”

His vision was filled with pure white light.

BOOOOOOOM!

— “The victor of the final match is Princess Rebecca! She shall become the King established by GM and His first Apostle!”

““WAAAAAHHHHHHHH!””

The arena was filled with cheers.

“No enemy shall stand unscathed before my Lord!”

Thud

Under the black night sky, amidst dazzling lights and resounding cheers, Rebecca raised her spear.

“Those who defy the Almighty shall pay the price for their sins!”

The divine power gathered from the wishes of the faithful, which should have dispersed after fulfilling its purpose, instead accumulated within the princess.

Flash

A golden divine light took the form of a crown above the princess’s head. 

It was shaped by her subconscious.

“It’s a coronation!” 

“The Apostle is being anointed directly by God…” 

“Rebecca, the anointed one of GM… the Apostle Rebecca.”

It was the moment when she passed judgment on God’s enemy and ascended to the rank of Apostle.

Leighton opened his eyes to bright light.

“Where… am I?”

He looked around and was greeted by a white space—an infinite expanse of white, devoid of anything.

“I see… That sacred power… So I was defeated by the princess.”

Leighton recalled the divine grandeur that had overwhelmed him in his final moments. 

The miraculous scene where the faith of GM’s followers had united and struck him down. 

Though he had played the role of the villain, the sight was truly…

“Breathtaking, wasn’t it?”

Leighton turned his head toward the voice that came from behind.

“…Me?”

There stood another Leighton, identical to himself.

“You twisted God’s proposal and deceived Him. You’ve achieved a feat no other human has accomplished before. How do you feel? Are you satisfied?”

“Satisfied? …Haha… Hahahahahaha!”

Leighton began to laugh madly.

“No. The gamble succeeded as I had predicted, but it seems I was still not strong enough to face an Apostle directly blessed by God.”

“It was unfortunate. You played the best possible move, and the gamble paid off, but the opponent was just too strong.”

The other Leighton nodded.

“In the end, it came to this. All I wanted was to escape from my father and grant my brother ‘freedom.'”

Leighton smiled bitterly.

“So, what punishment awaits me for challenging God? What will the Almighty GM do to me?”

The other Leighton smirked.

Wuuuung

The avatar, who had taken on Leighton’s appearance, was engulfed in light. When the light receded, the figure had transformed into the dark-haired boy who had recently enchanted Empress Rhea.

“It’s really you. You recognized me right away.”

“After losing that duel, it was entirely predictable that I would be dragged before you.”

“And if you had won?”

“If I had won the duel, I trusted you would keep your word and set me free. You are, after all, the fair god of Rudera.”

“I could have claimed that your deceit voided our agreement.”

“Rudera has always been fair. It has never denied rewards earned. As the master of this system, you would never do that.”

“So that’s where the gamble came in?”

“…”

“Hahahahaha! I like you!”

Everyone thinks I’m too fair. 

Maybe because it’s their first time encountering a game system. 

Even if Leighton had won, I would have abducted him for his talents, but there’s no need to mention that now.

“So, do you have anything to say?”

“I accept whatever punishment you deem fit. In return, I have one last wish.”

“You, the villain of the century, are about to ask for a final wish? That’s rather brazen.”

“All I want… is for my brother to live.”

Leighton bowed his head. 

Even before an omnipotent being, he lowered himself, showing the utmost respect.

“Please, spare the prince.”

“…”

The omnipotent god simply stared at Leighton without saying anything. 

Leighton remained silent and lowered his head even further.

“Fine.”

Then, as if a decision had been made, Rudera spoke.

“I’ll grant your wish.”

The moment the dark-haired boy raised his hand, Leighton felt a piercing pain. 

Something intangible seemed to latch onto his soul. 

However, Leighton didn’t express any discomfort. 

He merely waited.

“…!!!”

Then Leighton’s eyes widened, reflecting disbelief.

Whoooosh

Golden light engulfed Leighton.

“…”

The light receded, revealing Leighton adorned with golden armor, like a valiant hero from an epic tale.

“It’s a little awkward to move in this.”

He had donned the armor of GM’s faithful Apostle, Rebecca. 

He was not accustomed to armor, and when he saw himself wearing the gold attire, he chuckled. 

There was no smile on Rudera’s face, however.

“You’ll remember this—being rejected by God.”

“…?!”

The warmth that had filled Leighton turned to burning heat, coursing through his body.

“That’s…”

“It’s the consequence of challenging a god.”

Rudera’s voice was cold. 

His body seemed to tear apart as the immense heat and pain consumed him, but he endured it without uttering a sound.

“From this point on, your body shall be bound by the flame of faith, a constant reminder of your punishment.”

“…”

“But I won’t kill you. You won your gamble, and you’ll be given a chance to redeem yourself.”

Rudera extended his hand toward Leighton, the golden armor shimmering once more. 

The light that enveloped Leighton gradually condensed into a ring.

“…”

The pain subsided. 

He looked down at his right hand to see a golden ring.

“When you come to truly believe in something or someone, the flames of faith shall protect your soul.”

“Is that… your gift?”

Leighton looked down at the ring. 

Despite its radiant beauty, he felt an overwhelming sense of dread.

“A god keeps their word. But your punishment shall be with you always.”

The golden light encased Rudera as well, concealing his face.

“I’m sure you’ll survive. I’ll give you time.”


“…”

Leighton stared at the golden ring in his hand. 

The god’s laughter echoed in his ears.

“The final battle is yet to come.”

His vision darkened, and the voice faded into the distance.



 
  
    Chapter 55: Lord of Death (1)


Somewhere in Rudera…

“OCIL…”

Akuyuham, the arc lich, flew swiftly, his entire body transformed into darkness. He was in the middle of a journey, searching for someone of his own kind—Zhang.

“Where are you, Zhang?”

Though they had never spoken, and it was only a hunch that they were alike, Zhang had become an obsession for Akuyuham.

Ding!


	Disciplinary action for abusive behavior is in progress.

	Please check the community notice for more details.



Suddenly, a system message appeared in front of Akuyuham’s eyes.

“…What?”

Abuse? 

Disciplinary action?

What was this nonsense?

Could it be that the GM had noticed that he’d manipulated his subordinate’s status panel and entered them into the competition? 

He thought his skill was flawless, undetectable even by the gods, yet the GM had noticed.

A punishment directly from the gods…

That was somewhat frightening.

Woong.

At that moment, a pitch-black circle unfolded beneath his feet. 

A strong force pulled Akuyuham into the circle.

“W-wait a second!”

Akuyuham tried to float upwards, his body still darkened, but the pull from below was too strong.

“Nooooooo!”

He plunged into a deep, dark pit, falling for hours, maybe days. 

After what felt like an eternity, Akuyuham realized the fall had finally stopped.

“The bottom?”

It seemed he had reached the very base of the pit.

Ding!


	For deceiving the Lord and committing heinous abuse, an eternal punishment would be too merciful. However, out of the Lord’s grace, you are being given a chance. Prove yourself worthy.



“…?”

This message was different from the usual system windows. 

It felt as if someone had written it with free will. 

Akuyuham felt uneasy.

‘Is this a message from one of the GM’s servants?’

Of course, he had no way of knowing that the artificial intelligence, the Guide, who had written the message, had its own personal intentions.

Ding!


	You are on the 7th floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth, in the rogue-like dimension. Complete the quests faithfully.

	The logout function is disabled until you clear the quest.



Flash!

The moment Akuyuham finished reading the system window, a bright light blinded his hollow eyes.

Ding!


	Quest: Reach the Sanctuary of the Divine.

	Rogue-like specification: Abilities are limited.



As his vision returned, Akuyuham realized he was standing in the middle of a vast plain, surrounded by countless graves.

“A quest…?”

Akuyuham checked his system functions and the state of his body. 

As the system had indicated, he could not leave Rudera, and his powers had weakened significantly.

“Then how about death?”

In Rudera, dying would log him out of the game, albeit with a penalty that would prevent him from re-entering for a certain period.

Fwoosh!

Akuyuham set himself ablaze, hoping to escape Rudera by utilizing the death penalty. 

His entire body burned in black flames until he perished.

Ding!


	You have died.

	Returning to the starting point.



But all that awaited him was waking up in the exact same place.

“Am I trapped?”

As a lich in the real world, there was no need to eat or drink, so being stuck in the game didn’t present any immediate problems.

“Still, I don’t enjoy being controlled by anyone.”

Akuyuham felt a wave of disgust. 

He had gone so far as to break a taboo that his master had strongly warned him against, all in order to avoid being manipulated by anyone, even the gods.

And yet now, they wanted to use him as a pawn?

Woong.

Black magic circles formed above his hand.

Snap.

But the dark magic didn’t respond to his will. 

He couldn’t recover his lost power or escape this world.

“…Is there no other choice?”

For now, it seemed he had no option but to follow the GM’s instructions.

Akuyuham began walking toward a distant village, hoping to find a clue about the Sanctuary of the Divine.

In the village square…

A crowd had gathered around a young girl tied to a large cross-shaped structure atop an urn. 

Akuyuham turned himself invisible and slipped into the crowd.

“Oh great Divine One! We offer this unholy child as a sacrifice to you!”

A man wearing a grotesque mask made of insects drew a whip embedded with sharp spikes.

“Into the urn! Into the urn!”

The crowd, driven mad with zeal, shouted and waved their fists in the air.

The man lashed the whip toward the girl.

“Ugh!”

The girl’s eyes reddened, her face contorted with pain as blood splattered from her torn back. Bloody tears streamed from her eyes.

“…This is repulsive.”

Akuyuham’s skeletal face twisted with disgust as he observed from the shadows.

“What did I do to deserve this!?”

“Don’t question it. You were born for this. Don’t be so bitter.”

“Nooo! Please, show mercy!”

The scene brought back unpleasant memories from Akuyuham’s childhood.

“When you’re reborn, may you be pure.”

Just as the priest brought the whip down again—


Thwack.

Akuyuham’s black hand caught the whip mid-air.

“This is repulsive.”

Fwoosh!

Black flames erupted from Akuyuham’s grip, reducing the whip to ashes.

“Wh-what are you?”

The priest dropped the charred remains of the whip and staggered back in shock.

“I only need one of you to answer my questions.”

Dark power gathered in Akuyuham’s hand.

In the next moment, shadowy spikes erupted from the ground, impaling the priest and the surrounding villagers. Blood splattered, and the once chaotic square fell into eerie silence.

Ding!


	You have cleared the village of Ronni, the village of the Urn Potters.

	Rewards will be granted.



System messages popped up, but Akuyuham dismissed them all.

“Half of my power remains,” he muttered, realizing that after slaughtering the entire village, his power had only been restored to half of its full strength.

Swoosh.

The ropes binding the unconscious girl to the cross loosened and fell away. Her body sagged, but she floated in mid-air.

“She’s in no condition to answer questions.”

Akuyuham’s dark magic enveloped the girl, healing her torn skin little by little.

“……”

Akuyuham stood silently, watching the girl. 

A pitch-black blanket materialized in the air and gently draped itself over her.

Time passed.

Crackle, crackle.

The sound of a crackling fire filled the air as the girl slowly opened her eyes. 

She sat up and looked around, noticing the fire and the figure cloaked in black robes sitting across from her.

“You’re awake,” a deep voice rumbled from beneath the robe.

“……”

The girl’s body tensed with fear at the aura of death and terror surrounding her.

Ding!

The energy within her surged and enveloped her, restoring her condition to normal.

“Hoh.”

She wasn’t just an ordinary child, it seemed.

Akuyuham began to understand why the villagers had tried to use her as a sacrifice. 

He stood up slowly, his large form looming over her.

“I have something to ask.”

What was it again?

“The Sanctuary of the Divine. Tell me how to get there.”

The girl’s eyes widened at his words.

“The Sanctuary of the Divine…!?”

“…?”

She looked resolute as she spoke.

“I’ll tell you the way… but you have to take me with you.”

“…What?”

“I need to go there. I’ll show you the way, so take me with you.”

Was she headed there as well? 

That was unexpected. 

He had assumed she was just a helpless child, perhaps a kidnapped orphan looking for her mother.

“Fine.”

It didn’t matter.

If she knew the way, there was no need to find another guide.

“I’ll take you with me.”

Akuyuham extinguished the fire with a wave of his hand.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of Death. Nice to meet you.”

“…Mari.”

Woong.

A dark mist swirled as Akuyuham’s skeletal steed appeared.

“Get on.”

With Akuyuham’s help, Mari climbed onto the horse.

“Let’s go.”

There was no time to waste.

And so, the adventure of the undead archmage and the young girl began.

At that time, Akuyuham had no idea.

He didn’t know that this girl would become the most precious existence to him.

“How’s everything going…?”

Snap.

Albus, who had entrusted Leighton’s education to the Guide, snapped his fingers and brought up Akuyuham’s viewpoint.

Like Leighton, Akuyuham was a cheat user who had committed abuse. 

As the first abusive player in the game, Albus had pondered what punishment would be suitable for him. 


In the end, he decided to use Akuyuham as a test subject for the newly opened rogue-like content on the 7th floor.

This rogue-like was Albus’s ingenious solution to the problem of the game’s development pace not keeping up with the players. 

It was based on both his and the players’ memories, creating rogue-like layers for players to navigate. 

When a player reached the final objective of a layer, that layer would be officially incorporated into the Tower of the Labyrinth.

In this way, all players could enjoy the Tower of the Labyrinth simultaneously.



 
  
    Chapter 56: Lord of Death (2)


Boom!

The ground trembled as a giant urn began to rise.

Long arms and legs shot out from the urn, supporting its massive body.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

The urn charged forward like a mad beast.

Anyone ordinary would have wet themselves in fear and bolted from the grotesque sight.

“Disgusting.”

Crash!

Akuyuham, who knew no fear, obliterated the urn with a single blast of dark flame magic.

Ding!


	You have defeated the Jar Warrior, Rus.

	Rewards will be given.



A golden aura seeped from the shards of the jar and enveloped Akuyuham.

“What a truly vile world.”

!!!

Having dabbled in the forbidden arts of dark magic and fallen to the state of a lich, he had witnessed many horrifying things. 

Even he could scarcely face himself at times.

Yet, this world was filled with horrors that rivaled, or even surpassed, what he had seen.

Akuyuham, who stood at the pinnacle of black magic, felt an urge to leave this world as quickly as possible. 

Even he, who rarely experienced fear, felt his mind fray just by observing the terrors that lurked here.

“……”

Mari pulled her skeletal horse to a halt, staring silently at the shards of the urn.

“…?”

Even as a lich, the sight made his stomach churn. 

And yet, here she was, looking at it calmly.

Akuyuham guided his skeletal steed beside Mari’s and spoke.

“Let’s go. We don’t have time to waste.”

“……But.”

“But?”

Akuyuham turned his gaze to Mari’s face, which was focused on the broken shards below.

Her eyes held sadness.

Sadness? Fr

om seeing the death of a monster?

She’s still just a child.

Akuyuham dismissed the thought, attributing it to Mari’s youth.

***

Hours later.

The night had fully fallen.

Crackle, crackle.

Mari sat huddled by the campfire, wrapped in a black blanket.

Thud.

A dark cloud of smoke descended beside the fire, and from it emerged Akuyuham, draped in his usual robe.

“What a nuisance.”

By his side, an invisible hand carried a freshly hunted deer.

“Can you eat meat?”

Mari nodded silently.

Akuyuham’s magic began to disassemble the deer.

‘It’s been a while since I cooked.’

After becoming a lich, all of his servants had been undead, so there hadn’t been a need to cook.

‘Not since my master passed, at least.’

Though it had been centuries since he last cooked, his magic efficiently crafted a stew.

After a short while, the stew was ready.

“Eat.”

Akuyuham handed a bowl of stew to the girl.

Mari took the bowl but just stared at it.

“It’s better to eat it before it gets cold.”

Mari looked up at Akuyuham.

“Aren’t you eating?”

“I don’t need to eat. My body no longer requires it.”

“…A body that doesn’t need to eat?”

Akuyuham pulled his hood lower over his face as he watched the girl sip at the stew.

“There are such bodies. Now hurry and eat.”

He had considered her just a guide on this journey, but for some reason, he didn’t want her to see his true form.

After finishing the stew, Mari placed the bowl down.

“……Akuyuham.”

“What is it?”

“Why Akuyuham?”

“What do you mean?”

“Was your name always Akuyuham?”

“…No. It wasn’t originally.”


	You are Akuwu. From now on, you will be Akuwu.



He remembered the kind face of the old man.

The one who had saved him from the depths of despair, the one who had been like a true father—his master.

“My master gave me the name. ‘Ham’ is a title that means ‘lord.'”

“I see…”

Mari pulled her legs close and buried her head between them.

“Why do you ask?”

“I was curious.”

“I see.”

“I’m Mari. But I don’t know why I’m Mari. I’ve just always been Mari.”

Just Mari…

Is she an orphan with no family?


“All I know is that I’m Mari. And that I must go to the Sanctuary of the Heavenly God.”

“Is that so.”

Only a guide.

He wasn’t particularly interested in her past, but hearing her story piqued Akuyuham’s curiosity.

***

The next morning.

The two skeletal horses galloped swiftly but came to a sudden stop at the edge of a cliff.

“There’s no path?”

Akuyuham turned to Mari.

“Did you lead us astray?”

Mari shook her head.

“No, this is the right place.”

This is the right place?

Just as Akuyuham was about to question her, a loud noise erupted behind them.

Whoosh!

Boom!

A giant figure crashed down from the sky with a thunderous impact.

Screeeeech!

A monstrous creature screamed, tearing through the atmosphere with its shriek.

“A dragon?”

Though smaller than what he knew, the creature was unmistakably a dragon.

Akuyuham’s eyes gleamed with excitement as blue flames flickered in the empty sockets of his skeletal face.

“I’ve never fought a dragon before.”

A black magic circle appeared in both his hands.

“I’ve always wanted to capture a real dragon.”

Though he had lost much of his power when he was cast into this world, the new strength he had gained from defeating the monsters here made him confident.

Confident that he could defeat even a dragon.

Screeeeech!

The dragon charged toward Akuyuham, its maw wide open.

The cliffside, already ravaged by Akuyuham’s dark flames, now lay in ruin, with every tree burned to ash.

“This is more like a wyvern than a dragon.”

Akuyuham muttered to himself as he gazed at the charred corpse of the fallen beast.

Despite its appearance, the battle had been underwhelming.

Behind him, a giant, translucent gate began to reveal itself and slowly opened.

“So that’s why you called it the key.”

Akuyuham reached out his hand and infused the dragon’s corpse with magic.

“Rise.”

Rumble.

The dragon, reduced to nothing but bones, was engulfed in a black aura and slowly began to rise.

Akuyuham, satisfied that the bone dragon was complete, turned around.

“Tara. We’re flying.”

But Mari only stared up at Akuyuham, her eyes wide.

“……What? Are you shocked?”

He realized that a fight between a dragon and a grand wizard might have been terrifying for a child to witness.

Although he had cast an Absolute Shield spell in front of the girl, she probably hadn’t noticed it.

“Skeleton…………….”

!!!

Had his robe come off?

Despite not having a heart, Akuyuham felt a sinking sensation as he raised his hand to his head.

But the robe was still in place.

No, to be precise, its appearance was unchanged.

‘Did the battle’s aftermath damage the robe’s function?’

The robe had been crafted as an artifact, with a special ability to completely cover the exposed face. 

But the fierce battle, which had involved black flames capable of breaking through magic, seemed to have damaged that function.

Hurriedly, Akuyuham covered his face with his hand.

“……Why are you covering it?”

“…..”

He didn’t want to show it.

A skull lich with eerie glowing eyes.

Of course, a young girl wouldn’t be able to see that without fear.

Mari slowly approached Akuyuham.

“Why are you covering your face?”

“Aren’t you scared…?”

“Scared? Of what?”

“I mean… my face.”

Mari tilted her head in confusion at Akuyuham’s question.

“Why would I be?”

“Well…………… because it’s scary…?”

Even though he could no longer sweat, Akuyuham felt as though cold sweat was pouring down his back.

“……? I’m not scared.”

The girl’s expression was one of genuine bewilderment.

“Why should I be scared?”

“Well, because I’m a skeleton?”

“And that’s supposed to be scary?”

It seemed the girl truly wasn’t frightened.

“Ah, never mind. Just get on.”

Akuyuham climbed onto the bone dragon with Mari.

‘She’s not afraid even after seeing my horrible face?’

Ever since he had taken on this monstrous appearance, he had smashed every mirror in the dungeon.

He hadn’t looked at his own face even once since then.

The mere act of seeing it was too much to bear.

Akuyuham had naturally withdrawn into the dungeon.

The reason he had obsessively clung to Zhang, whom he had once considered a kindred spirit.

It had all stemmed from loneliness.

Though he had successfully avenged his master, the price he paid for using forbidden magic was becoming a lich, reduced to nothing but bones.

An abominable lich, rejected by everyone.

Akuyuham had hidden himself in his dungeon, living in seclusion with his minions for hundreds of years.


He had only seen the undead for all those years.

‘She’s really not afraid of me. Could it be that…’

Somewhere along the way, he had begun to long for the warmth of flesh.

‘No. We’ll part ways soon enough. I shouldn’t be thinking like this.’

Akuyuham shook his head firmly, trying to dispel the thought.



 
  
    Chapter 57: Lord of Death (3)


After defeating the colossal dragon and creating a Bone dragon, Akuyuham and his companions continued their journey for a week. 

The fire crackled quietly as the sun set, casting the world into darkness. 

Mari and Akuyuham huddled together, warming themselves by the fire’s glow.

“Ku.”

“…What is it?”

Akuyuham asked wearily.

“Do it again.”

“…Didn’t I do it this morning?” he replied, slightly annoyed.

“Do it again.”

“Why do you keep asking…”

“Hurry!” 

Mari urged.

“…Sigh.”

Akuyuham reluctantly removed the hood from his robe. 

Then, he positioned himself so that Mari could place her legs over his shoulders, climbing onto his back in a horse-like posture.

“Hehe.”

Mari smiled mischievously, gently resting her hands on his skull.

“So smooth.”

“…Do you really like it that much?” 

Akuyuham asked, bewildered.

“Yeah. It’s so shiny and smooth.”

To think she liked the smoothness of his Lich King skull… Akuyuham wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry.

Since the battle with the dragon, when Mari first saw Akuyuham’s face, she’d occasionally asked to see it again. 

Just three days ago, she had started calling him “Ku” and even asked to touch his head.

Even for someone undead like Akuyuham, it was a bizarre request.

‘At least she’s not afraid of me or disgusted by me… That’s something.’

Akuyuham eventually gave up resisting her persistent requests.

“Ku,” 

Mari called again.

“What is it now?”

“I’ll clean it for you.”

“…What?”

With a determined look, Mari pulled a blanket from her pack and began wiping down Akuyuham’s skull. 

It was the same blanket he had draped over her when rescuing her from the village.

“Well, I’ll be…”

Akuyuham was speechless.

After a moment, Mari stopped, satisfied with her work.

“All done! Now you’re clean!” 

She declared with pride.

“Am I?” 

Akuyuham muttered, uncertain.

Mari slid off his back and tucked herself into his embrace.

“You’re dirty,” she said softly.

“…What?”

“Your body. It’s dirty,” 

Mari clarified.

“Well, of course. I’m a corpse, after all.”

“It’s okay. You’re not dirty,” she reassured him.

“No, that’s not really the issue here…”

“You’re not dirty,” Mari repeated stubbornly.

“Sigh. Fine, whatever,” Akuyuham relented, too tired to argue.

Was this what it felt like to raise a child? 

He wondered.

Mari nestled against his ribcage, resting her cheek against his bones.

“Isn’t it hard?” he asked.

“Ku, you’re hard. But I like it because you’re hard.”

Akuyuham was at a loss for words. 

Raising a child, or whatever Mari was to him, was proving to be more challenging than he had imagined.

As Akuyuham watched Mari cuddle up with her worn-out blanket, his bony eye sockets narrowed thoughtfully.

“It’s getting old.”

Though their journey had only lasted ten days, the harsh battles and rugged environment had worn the blanket down to a tattered rag. 

Holes and tears littered the fabric, and it no longer offered much warmth.

“I’ll make you a new one,” Akuyuham offered. 

“This one’s no good anymore.”

He reached for the blanket to take it from her.

But Mari held on tightly.

“…Hm?”

Akuyuham paused. 

If he tried to take it by force, he might hurt her. 

He had no choice but to stop.

“Let it go.”

“No.”

“I’m not taking it from you. I just want to make you a new one since this one isn’t doing its job anymore.”

“No.”

“But it’s full of holes. I’ll make you a prettier and sturdier one.”

“I said no!”

Mari puffed out her cheeks and glared at Akuyuham, her face full of defiance.

“…Fine. Do as you wish,” 

Akuyuham sighed.


“Hehe.”

As soon as he let go of the blanket, Mari clutched it tightly to her chest.

‘Children are so hard to understand,’ Akuyuham thought with exasperation. 

Unlike the undead minions he commanded, Mari’s behavior was impossible to predict or control.

Normally, Akuyuham would dispose of any irregularities that were beyond his control. 

Yet…

Akuyuham gently placed his hand on Mari’s head as she drifted off to sleep in his arms. 

For some reason, he didn’t feel the urge to eliminate her.

Instead, he felt the desire to protect her… as if she were something small and precious.

“Sleep well,” he whispered, his voice softer than any of his subordinates had ever heard before.

A week later.

Screeeeeeech!

A massive centipede woman collapsed into a fiery heap, consumed by black flames.

“The gods of this world must be insane,” Akuyuham muttered.

The creatures that roamed this world were horrific beyond imagination. 

No dark sorcerer could dream up such monstrosities. 

The deity who created this world must have been seriously deranged.

“I can’t stand this filthy world. I want to escape as soon as possible.”

Akuyuham climbed onto Bone dragon’s head and looked down at Mari.

“Come on. Let’s go.”

But Mari stood still, her head hanging low.

“Why aren’t you getting on?” Akuyuham asked, puzzled.

“Ku…” Mari began softly.

“What is it?” he asked, concern creeping into his voice.

“Ku… You came from outside this world, right?”

“…Yes,” Akuyuham confirmed.

“Why are you heading to the Celestial Sanctuary?”

Akuyuham took a seat in the saddle atop Bondragon.

“My goal is to escape this world and return to my original one.”

It was a quest given to him by the GM, a mission that guided him to the Celestial Sanctuary.

“…Then… when we reach the Celestial Sanctuary… will you leave me?”

Mari’s voice trembled as she raised her eyes to meet Akuyuham’s.

“…!”

Akuyuham could see the tears welling up in her eyes.

“Are you… going to leave me?” she asked, her voice thick with emotion.

Silence fell between them. 

Akuyuham opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out.

What am I…?

When he first arrived in this world, all he wanted was to escape as quickly as possible. 

He had tried every means to leave, from suicide to logging out. 

He was the Lord of Death, a being who had conquered even death itself. 

He had no desire to follow anyone’s commands, not even the GM’s.

But now… he wasn’t sure.

Leaving this world had been his goal, but did he still need to?

Would he really go back to a world where no one waited for him except his undead minions? 

No one like Mari would greet him with warmth.

His minions were loyal, but they were just that—creatures bound to his will. 

Their devotion was expected, not special.

So, was there really a reason to leave this world? 

To leave Mari behind?

“No,” Akuyuham said firmly, stepping down from Bone dragon’s head.

There was no reason to leave.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he told her, walking towards her slowly.

“…Really?”

Akuyuham wiped the tears from her eyes with his skeletal fingers.

“Think about it. There’s no reason for me to leave. Death is already mine. It would be better to become the new Lord of Death in this world,” he said, grinning mischievously.

“Ku…” 

Mari’s eyes brightened as she smiled at him.

Akuyuham couldn’t help but return the smile, a warmth blooming within him as he watched her joy.

With a mighty swoosh, Bondragon took to the skies, carrying Akuyuham and Mari away. 

However, this time they flew in the opposite direction of the Celestial Sanctuary.

Akuyuham had made his decision.

There was no need to reach the sanctuary. 

He had chosen to stay in this world.

After all, the GM’s instructions had stated that reaching the Celestial Sanctuary was the key to escaping this world. 

But if there was a risk that doing so might eject him from this realm, then the sanctuary wasn’t worth the trouble.

More importantly, Akuyuham looked back at Mari.

There were mysteries yet to unravel—like how she had known the path to the sanctuary without knowing anything. 

It felt like some higher power had orchestrated everything. 

Perhaps… the GM himself.

Akuyuham urged Bondragon to fly faster.

‘No longer. I won’t let the GM or anyone else manipulate me,’ he vowed.

Now, he had someone precious to protect.

He would not lose her like he had lost his mentor.

***

Albus checked in on Akuyuham’s progress from the testing server. 

With the conclusion of the dueling tournament event on the sixth floor, it was time to quickly unlock the seventh floor.

Speeding up the time dilation on the server, Albus had expected Akuyuham to have cleared it by now.

“What is he doing?” 

Albus muttered, confused.

Akuyuham had defeated the final boss guarding the path to the Celestial Sanctuary but had suddenly turned around and was now flying in the opposite direction.

He was on the brink of clearing the game, yet he was backtracking.

“Has he gone mad from playing for too long?”

It was understandable. 

After weeks of being stuck in that grim world, constantly fighting monstrous creatures, anyone’s mind could falter.

Unable to observe the connection between Akuyuham and the NPC Mari, Albus simply concluded that Akuyuham had lost his grip on reality.

“I guess I’ll have to give him a little nudge,” Albus said, inputting a command.

He couldn’t delay opening the seventh floor any longer. 

Akuyuham’s test server had to be shut down for the next stage to proceed, so Albus needed him to finish the game.

With a click of the button, a notification appeared in front of Akuyuham.

Ding!

-The game progress has stalled, so assistance will be provided. -You will be immediately transported to the final boss of this roguelike.

“…What?”

Akuyuham stared at the notification, caught off guard.

In an instant, both he and Mari were enveloped in a bright blue light.

“No!” Akuyuham roared, summoning his dark magic to try and break free of the forced teleportation.


But it was too late.

Ding!

-You have entered the Celestial Sanctuary.

He couldn’t stop it. 

There was no turning back.



 
  
    Chapter 58: Lord of Death (4)


Ding!– You have entered the Sanctuary of the Celestials.

Rumble!

Beyond the warp, it was all there.

The instant Mari and Akuyuham stepped into the sacred atmosphere, the ornate temple surrounding them began to shake violently.

The ancient pillars of the sanctuary, built for its master, collapsed into clouds of dust.

“Step back,” Akuyuham said, shielding the girl with his body.

Separated from Bone dragon due to the sudden warp, they were stranded in this unknown place. 

It was nearly impossible to grasp the situation and escape unscathed.

From the swirling dust clouds, something enormous and red began to rise.

Akuyuham whispered, tension building within him. 

Magic surged around him, and black magic circles appeared in his hands.

“A challenger…?” 

From the grotesque form of a giant, whose appearance seemed as though it had been stripped of human flesh, a delicate female voice echoed.

“This place… is forbidden. You cannot… proceed.”

Akuyuham swallowed hard.

‘A guardian of the Celestial Sanctuary?’

He surmised that if they could defeat this monstrous entity, the path to the sanctuary would open, revealing their exit from this world—completing the quest given by the GM.

But…

The hum of magic faded as Akuyuham dismissed his magic circles.

He had no intention of leaving this world.

He had no need to defeat this monster.

‘I feared that being warped into the Celestial Sanctuary would mean being forcefully ejected from this world without a chance to act, but thankfully, that seems not to be the case.’

Slowly, Akuyuham retreated.

‘As long as I escape from this place…’

As long as the monster remained intact, he could continue to exist in this world.

Akuyuham turned around, trying to secure a way out.

Thud.

“Hm?”

A yellow cloud had materialized behind him, forming a wall that blocked his escape.

“This is…!”

It was a game mechanic, a barrier preventing players from escaping once they had entered a boss fight.

Thud. Thud.

“The challenger… shall be crushed.”

The red giant began advancing towards them.

“GM…!” 

Akuyuham gritted his teeth.

‘Do they intend to force me to fight this monster no matter what?’

The GM seemed determined to trap him and ensure he cleared the quest by any means necessary.

‘Is there no way…? There must be a way…’

There was no escape.

The monster was coming for both him and Mari.

If he killed the monster, he would be expelled from this world.

No matter what choice he made, there could be no good outcome in this dire situation.

‘What am I supposed to do?!’

Was there truly no way to stay in this world with her?

“Eradication.”

Crash!

The black bone spikes Akuyuham had summoned intercepted the giant’s descending fist.

‘No…’

His glowing blue eyes flashed with clarity.

‘There is a way.’

Before he met Mari, Akuyuham had already experimented with different ways to leave this world.

One such method had been to end his own life.

Through his experiments, he confirmed that even if he died in this world, time would simply rewind, but he would not be expelled.

Even in death, he would return to the past.

Akuyuham glanced at Mari.

She was watching him with worried eyes.

‘Back to the past…’

Everything he had experienced with her would be erased.

All the happy memories would disappear.

The version of himself that she knew… would vanish.

‘But…’

He would still remember.

The Lord of Death would remember everything.

And so…

He would…

Crash!

The giant’s hand came crashing down towards Akuyuham.

“No… No! Ku!!”

The girl rushed toward him in panic.

“Stop!” Akuyuham, his body fractured and broken, rose to his feet, holding out his hand to stop her.

“Don’t worry. I am the one who rules over death.”

He would not die.

The giant raised its fist once more.

“I will come back for you,” Akuyuham declared. 

Even if the world changed countless times, he would find her.

He would never abandon her.

Akuyuham stared up at the giant’s descending fist and slowly closed his eyes.

Crash!


Yet even as the deafening sound rang out, he remained standing in the Celestial Sanctuary.

“I… didn’t die?”

Akuyuham looked up once more, bewildered.

“Bad… Ku.”

“……!”

Mari stood in front of him, her small hand raised, blocking the giant’s fist. 

An alien pink aura rippled around her.

‘What… is this…?’

Akuyuham thought he must be hallucinating in his final moments.

“Celestial fragment detected. Ascension protocol initiated.”

“You’re bad too.”

With a flick of her wrist, Mari sent a powerful gust of wind toward the giant, launching it backward.

“Who… are you?” 

Akuyuham could hardly believe his eyes.

He had always known Mari was no ordinary child. 

He had suspected she harbored some hidden secret, but…

He never imagined it would be this.

“Everything has come back to me.”

Mari, enveloped in divine energy, began to grow. 

The girl, who once appeared to be around ten years old, transformed into a fully grown woman.

“I am Celestial Maria, born of this land, the one who toppled the tyrant colossus.”

All the energies of the foes they had vanquished on their journey to the Celestial Sanctuary coalesced within her.

“Though the usurper stripped me of my divinity and reduced me to a mere child, I have now returned.”

Betrayed by a companion, her power was stolen, turning her into an ordinary child. 

Unconsciously, she had been drawn to the Celestial Sanctuary, unaware of her true nature.

She had suffered endlessly, becoming the most persecuted being in this world, tossed into countless perils.

Enduring infinite deaths, she experienced the ceaseless cycle of life and death.

Imprisoned in an unending loop of eternal suffering, she would have remained lost had her savior, the Lord of Death, not broken that cycle.

“Mode change. Ascension.”

Boom!

Lightning descended from the sky, striking the giant.

Whooosss!

The giant exhaled a torrent of hot smoke and shrank down to the size of an ordinary human.

“Ahh… Maria, my Maria.”

From within the swirling smoke, a slick young man with narrow eyes emerged.

“So, you’ve finally made it here.”

“Mirakel.”

“How has your punishment been? No, no, you don’t need to say. I can already guess.”

Ding!


	Defeat the Colossus Usurper, Mirakel.



“It seems that you still haven’t learned your lesson. That nuisance must be the reason why.”

‘!!!’

In a moment faster than Akukham could perceive, Mirakel was already standing behind him.

“Perish.”

Just as Mirakel’s hand reached out to crush Akukham’s head—

Tiiing

Maria intervened, deflecting the attack with ease.

“Don’t you dare touch him.”

“…Ha…”

The blood-stained arm of Mirakel healed instantly.

“You insolent wench… How dare you…”

Kooom

Mirakel’s divine power erupted like a volcano.


	Do you truly wish to suffer the torments of hell again?



Mirakel, now in his colossal form, lunged at Maria.

Boom

But Maria’s pink divine power met his assault head-on.

“Ku…”

With one hand holding back the force of the colossus, Maria spoke softly.

“I escaped the chains of hell, thanks to Ku.”

“…What are you talking about?”

“I was stripped of all my powers by the usurper. I was meant to be forged into his perfect vessel through endless torment. An innocent little girl…”

“!”

Akukham recalled his first encounter with Mari in the village of Ronie, where she had been tortured by the villagers.

‘Those villagers weren’t mad after all…’

Maria had experienced death and resurrection countless times, as decreed by divine will.

“But Ku saved me from that hell. He was kind to me.”

A soft hum echoed from Maria, her divine power radiating outward.

“So, this time, I will protect Ku.”

Fwaaang

A wave of pink light burst forth, sending Mirakel’s colossus flying.

“Will you say my name, Ku?”

“…Mari.”

Mari brought her hands together in a familiar gesture—one Akukham often used when forging contracts with his spirits.

“I am Mari.”

CRASH!

Suddenly, pink thorns erupted from the ground.

“Kuu’s Mari!”

Shlik, Shlik, Shlik


	Grrrroooaaaah!



Mirakel’s colossal form was pierced through by Maria’s thorns.

“Disappear!”

BOOOM!

“H-how…?”

Mirakel disintegrated into a golden dust, vanishing from existence.

Woom

With Mirakel gone, Maria’s body returned to that of a small child.

“Hee.”

The little girl turned and snuggled into Akukham’s arms.

“Hey, Ku?”

“…Yes?”

“You know, that’s the first time you’ve called me by my name?”

“…Is that so?”

“I thought you hated me.”

It wasn’t that he hated her.

He simply… had been trying not to get attached.

He had convinced himself that this world was temporary, that they were destined to part anyway.

But now…

“But now I know it’s not true. Kuu likes me too, doesn’t he?”

Maria placed her hands on her hips, puffing out her flat chest with pride.

Akukham couldn’t help but chuckle as he spoke.

“Mari, I…”

But then—

Ding!


	You have defeated the Colossus Usurper, Mirakel.

	You have cleared the Sanctuary of the Celestial Gods.



“No…”

“…Huh? What do you mean ‘no’?”

Maria tilted her head in confusion at Akukham’s unexpected response.

Despite his aching body, Akukham forced himself to his feet.

Crack!

His ribs and thigh bones fractured, but he paid them no mind.

“No!”

Ding!


	The test is now complete.



Fwoosh

As if a screen had been turned off, his vision went black.

When Akukham’s sight returned, he was standing in the middle of a grand temple.

“Congratulations on successfully completing the test, player Akukham.”

Beside him stood a guide, her expression as emotionless as ever.

“This concludes your penalty for abusive behavior. You are now free. You may leave the Tower of Labyrinth. Do you have any questions?”

“Ah… Ah…”

He had promised to protect her.

He had vowed never to abandon her.

He had sworn to always stay by her side…

“You don’t seem well. I’ll begin a diagnostic analysis.”

As the guide began running a log analysis—

Grab

“…?”

Akukham seized her with both arms.

“Player Akukham is currently engaging in unauthorized violent behavior. If you do not release me, additional penalties will be enforced.”

“Girl. You’re the messenger of the GM, aren’t you?”

Akukham’s eyes gleamed with madness.

“Tell the GM this—quickly!”


Thud

He dropped to his knees.

“I will do anything! If I must lick their boots, I will. If I must serve for eternity, I shall! I will give them everything!”

So, please… return me to her!

Let me go back to that world!



 
  
    Chapter 59: Lord of Death (5)


“What? Akuyuham?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Albus, who had been busy tweaking the roguelike system starting from the seventh floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, was left dumbfounded by the guide’s report.

“…………So, that’s why he insisted on going back, even when the final boss was right in front of him.”

It wasn’t because he had gone mad after weeks of witnessing the hellish, dark fantasy landscapes.

“I never thought he’d fall in love with a game NPC.”

Something entirely unexpected had happened. 

Though it wasn’t completely unheard of—after all, the first Emperor of the Empire, Ahenobarbus, had fallen in love with an NPC after conquering the third floor of the Tower of Labyrinth.

But the reason for Ahenobarbus’s affection was that the NPC, Clarice, had reused assets that made her resemble his old mentor. 

Moreover, someone had tampered with Clarice’s memories, inserting the idealized version of his mentor into her.

Akuyuham, on the other hand, had fallen in love with an NPC he met for the first time in his life.

“No matter how much these otherworlders consider Rudera as another world entirely…………”

In a test environment, could someone truly fall in love with such an obviously artificial creation?

Albus couldn’t believe it.

“So. He’s asking to be sent back to that test server? Is that his request?”

“Yes. He swore on his soul that he would pledge eternal loyalty to you if you grant him this. Here is the soul contract he wrote in his own hand.”

The guide projected the image of a contract written on blood-stained parchment.

“The Lich, who commands spirits, has staked his soul on this oath. Once the contract takes effect, he will no longer be able to defy your will.”

After the death of his master, Akuyuham had resolved to never let himself be swayed by anyone again. 

He had lived by that principle ever since. 

And yet, here he was, offering himself up as someone’s slave, staking his own self as the price.

That was how desperate he was.

“Ha. The test server, huh.”

Granting Akuyuham’s request wasn’t an impossibility. 

If anything, Albus felt inclined to help. 

Akuyuham was obsessively devoted to the game Albus had created, after all. 

And there was a bit of guilt for forcibly pulling him out of that world.

However, there was one issue.

“The test server has already been deleted.”

One of the primary features of a roguelike is that the world completely reshapes itself every time the player dies or clears it. 

While certain key points remain fixed, the rest of the map, enemies, and rewards are entirely reshuffled.

Thus, when Mirakel, the final boss, was defeated, the test server ceased to exist. And even if Akuyuham hadn’t defeated the boss and remained within the world, it was designed to collapse within three days due to its unstable nature as a test environment.

“Do I just have to recreate the same world?”

It wasn’t entirely impossible if he reconstructed it based on Rudera’s logs.

“That would be difficult, master,” the guide replied.

“Why?”

“The world’s information changes dynamically with the player’s progress. A single small variable can completely alter the world, making it impossible to reconstruct the world based on the player’s action logs.”

“So, I can recreate the world as it was when Akuyuham first entered the test server, but I can’t restore the world as it was at the time of its destruction?”

“That’s correct.”

Which meant that Akuyuham had only just started the roguelike. 

The memories of that NPC, Maria, could not be restored.

“He’ll have to face the woman he loves, who has lost all memory of him.”

‘Is this some kind of tragic tale?’

Albus didn’t like it.

“I don’t mind if the world is reset to the beginning. Isn’t there any way to at least restore the NPC’s memory?”

Albus didn’t want to subject Akuyuham to such a tragedy. 

He recalled a time in his past life when he had stayed up all night playing a package game. 

After months of following a strategy guide, gathering companions, and finally reaching the ending, all of his data was lost due to a bug.

The bitterness and emptiness he felt then still haunted him.

If Akuyuham truly believed this world to be real, how would he react if the memory of his beloved was erased?

“There is a method,” the guide said.

“There is?”

“Yes, but it is highly uncertain. Success is not guaranteed.”

“I don’t care. What’s the method?”

As long as the chance wasn’t zero, he was willing to try.

However, as the guide explained, Albus’s expression hardened.

“……Is that even possible?”

“We estimate the success rate to be between 10% and 30%. There are too many variables for an accurate prediction.”

“Which means failure is more likely.”

“Yes. However, the will of the player, Akuyuham, is the most critical factor. His determination will greatly influence the outcome.”

“I see.”

An endless journey through countless worlds, searching for the correct timeline. 

Whether or not his will breaks will determine his success.

“Proceed.”

I am the GM. 

The game master of this world who grants users opportunities.

‘From here on out, it’s up to you, Akuyuham.’

If she is that precious to you, then reach out and take her back. 

From beyond the endless worldlines.

…………This is your master’s message.

“Aah…….”

Akuyuham, kneeling on the ground, bowed his head in reverence.

“Thank you, my GM. My master. I will dedicate everything to you.”

“As I said before, player Akuyuham, if you wish to fully restore Maria’s memories of the time you shared together, your will is the most important factor.”

“There is no need for concern, messenger of the GM.”

Akuyuham slowly stood.

“Even if this body, even if my soul, is destroyed, I will never give up. No matter what I face in there.”

“Have you fully understood the plan?”

“Yes.”


A low hum resonated as the guide confirmed Akuyuham’s resolve and opened a portal in the air.

“Beyond here lies the newly restored test server. It is a separate server, completely independent from the Tower of Labyrinth. Enter, and proceed as planned. The passage of time within will be infinitely accelerated until success is achieved, so you needn’t worry about the outside world.”

Akuyuham nodded resolutely and stepped through the portal.

With a flash, Akuyuham disappeared into the dimensional gateway, leaving the guide to murmur softly.

“May the GM’s new servant be blessed.”

Thump.

Akuyuham felt the suffocating air of that vile world envelop him once again.

It was the world he had wanted to escape from as quickly as possible, yet it was also the world where his most precious memories were etched.

Akuyuham melted into the shadows, soaring into the sky in search of her.

“I curse you……………”

A man was torn apart by two snakes as Akuyuham rescued a small girl.

It was her.

His precious Maria.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of Death. I ask for your understanding.”

It was difficult to suppress his emotions, but he pulled his hood lower and spoke softly.

“……Maria.”

Thus began a new journey with the Maria who no longer remembered him.

Boom!

A grotesque monster, unlike any he had seen in the previous world, crumbled as Akuyuham advanced through his journey, eventually reaching the Celestial Sanctuary.

Ding!


	Defeat the giant usurper, Mirakel.



Lightning descended upon the giant.

Countless black magic circles unfolded at Akuyuham’s sides.

Boom! Boom!

“Ugh!” Mirakel collapsed to his knees under the bombardment of Akuyuham’s dark flames, bolstered by the power of numerous blessings.

“This Mirakel…………..!”

Mirakel dissolved into golden dust.

Akuyuham turned to look at Maria.

“Maria! I…………!”

But she too was disintegrating, just like Mirakel.

‘Failure…………!’


	



If the celestial Maria disappears after defeating the usurper, that worldline is a failure. 

Snap your fingers to reset the world. 

The world will reconfigure itself according to the designated triggers.

Akuyuham recalled the guide’s instructions before he entered.

Once again, he snapped his fingers.

Snap.

The world flickered out of existence.

Rumble.

The world crumbled and reformed.

Everything in the world shattered into powder, scattered, and then was pieced back together to create a new world.

After what seemed like an eternity, Akuyuham found himself standing once more in the vast plains at the world’s starting point.

Boom!

A horrific bird with twisted horns lunged at Maria, but Akuyuham soared through the air and saved her once again.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of Death.”


	To regain the celestial Maria you remember, player Akuyuham must find the specific worldline where ‘Maria’ exists.



‘Failure.’

Snap.

Again.

In this newly reconfigured world, Akuyuham saved Maria from crazed cultists wearing triangular hats.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of Death…………….”


	If you defeat the boss, Mirakel, in a specific worldline with ‘Maria’ by your side, it will be possible to restore her memories through the resonance of the worldlines.



‘Failure.’

Snap.

Again.

Akuyuham rescued Maria from a hedgehog-like hippopotamus with spikes covering its body.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of………..”


	However, the number of possible worldlines is infinite. You must continue repeating the journey across endless worlds until you find the one you seek. It may take eons of attempts.



‘Failure.’

Snap.

Again.


	No mortal, not even a deity, could endure such infinite trials. Even if player Akuyuham decides to give up halfway through, no one could blame you. The GM, in his boundless mercy, has decreed that you can live out your days in the newly constructed world with a new version of Maria. You could build new memories and happiness together.



‘Failure.’

Snap.

Again.

Akuyuham found himself standing in the plains of the newly constructed world once more.

Thud.

Akuyuham fell to his knees, exhausted.

Thousands.

No, tens of thousands?

Maybe even hundreds of millions.

He had experienced an unfathomable number of worlds. And yet, in none of them had he been able to reclaim his Maria.

Even her memory was beginning to fade.

The small Maria who once nestled in his arms.

The Maria who used to scrub his head clean.

The Maria who would clutch him tightly, afraid he would leave her.

Was it all real?

Or had he merely gone mad, hallucinating?

Akuyuham collapsed in despair.

“I…………”

Maybe it was time to give up.

He had repeated the journey through an astronomical number of worlds. It had become a lifetime too vast for any mortal mind to bear.

Who could fault him for his efforts?

Perhaps it was time to settle with this world’s Maria.


	My…………Ku.



Suddenly, Akuyuham jolted upright at the sound of Maria’s past voice echoing in his mind.

“No.”

He had promised never to abandon her.

He had vowed not to leave her alone.

He had sworn to protect her.

With a powerful thrust, Akuyuham launched himself into the sky once more.

Just beyond the plains, in the village of the jar makers,

“Put her in the jar! Put her in the jar!”

Amidst the villagers shouting around a girl bound to a cross,

Boom!

A calamity of black flames descended upon them.

Akuyuham gently lifted the blood-soaked girl wrapped in a black blanket.

“I am Akuyuham, Lord of Death.”

The skeletal mage cradled her in his arms.

“……You took too long.”

“Have you been waiting……my Maria.”

Gently caressing the skull of the one who had repeated worlds for an eternity for her,

“I’ve been waiting for so long, you fool, Kuu.”

The girl, who remembered all the worlds, smiled.


“Honestly, dad………….”

Outside the test server

“Noong.”

A small girl touched the server with her hands, infusing it with divine energy.

“If only you’d asked Dua for help from the beginning.”



 
  
    Chapter 60: Warrior Zenith (1)


“I did it!”

“Yes, well done, Dua.”

Albus placed Dua on his lap and gently stroked her head.

“Heehee!”

Dua rubbed her face against his hand, seeking more of his touch. 

The sweet scent of milk wafted from her.

“Using divinity makes things like this possible,” Albus murmured as he watched Akuyuham embrace Marie.

The fact that it was possible to recover the completely lost data of a world amazed him. 

It was now clear to him why the divine power of gods was considered omnipotent.

Even as the GM of this world, he couldn’t do anything beyond the capabilities of a game developer. 

Creating something new or deleting someone was possible, but restoring data that had disappeared was impossible. 

However, Dua’s divinity made it possible.

The guide spoke up, “What would you like to do? Should we assign Player Akuyuham a role like we did with Player Leighton?”

It was a question of whether to capture Akuyuham and put him to work as a sub-GM, just as they had done with Leighton after the duel tournament.

“No, that’s enough.”

Though bringing someone like Akuyuham in might make things easier for Leighton, Albus thought it best to give him some time to savor the game’s ending.

“There’s nothing quite as thrilling as that moment.”

Of course, only “for now.”

“But more importantly,” Albus opened the log screen of the Tower of the Labyrinth.

“How are the other players doing on the 7th floor? What’s the participation rate?”

After confirming that everything worked correctly through Akuyuham’s test, Albus officially launched the roguelike content.

“The percentage of currently connected players participating in the roguelike content on the 7th floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth is 24.31%.”

“…24%?”

Despite the Tower of the Labyrinth’s immense popularity for various reasons, it was still considered endgame content. 

The majority of players were casual users who enjoyed wandering the world, with less than 10% attempting to conquer the Tower. 

Yet, over 24% participation on the content’s first day was an unexpected result.

“The effects of the duel tournament had a significant impact,” the guide analyzed.

Albus nodded in understanding.

Many inhabitants of the continent had witnessed, either in person or through broadcasts, the battles of those who had gained tremendous power from Rudera. 

These battles, fought with divine power or class abilities obtained within Rudera, seemed as grand as something out of a mythological age, making the onlookers believe they, too, could become such heroes. 

This belief led to a high participation rate in the Tower of the Labyrinth, resulting in a gold rush of unprecedented scale and frenzy.

“I’m glad we held the duel tournament.”

Though there had been a moment of panic when Perizet’s soul was damaged, everything turned out well in the end. 

Perizet fully recovered, Albus gained a capable subordinate in Leighton, and he obtained a substantial amount of divine power.

After the tournament ended and Princess Rebecca, who claimed to be his apostle, smashed all opponents and emerged victorious, the spectators from across the continent poured an incomprehensible amount of divinity into Albus.

Rebecca, maintaining her status as the imperial princess, established the “Sanctuary of the GM” on the 6th floor where the arena was located. 

She rose to the position of the GM’s monarch while retaining her imperial title.

Although Albus had no involvement in the final duel, the people of the continent, unaware of the true circumstances, viewed it as an appointment ceremony for his apostle and a coronation. 

Thus, they recognized Rebecca as the sole apostle and monarch of the GM, leading many of his followers to flock to her side.

Albus created an orb of divine power in his palm.

“Good.”

Thanks to the Beast King on the 2nd floor, Kenyon on the 5th, and Rebecca on the 6th, his divine power continued to accumulate. 

Although still weak, Albus believed that one day, he would be able to wield divine power as freely as Dua.

“They’re responding well.”

Ding.

With the situation regarding Akuyuham resolved, Albus opened the community window.

“Let’s take a look.”

Albus scrolled through the highly recommended posts.

***

Title: If you gave up or are still waiting on GM betting because you’re scared, just go die already.

Content: Don’t get it? The GM is giving out coins. Shoveling them out. Especially for those idiots climbing the Tower of the Labyrinth trying to make some coins. Stop fooling around. You’re just getting free coins.

***

GM is God

Comments:


	GM’s always been a god, right?

	Did you bet on the princess? How much did you win?

	Why did I bet on the executor? What was I thinking?

	Get out, housewives! We’re taking over from here!



***

The duel tournament, with its enormous scale, had brought about significant changes across the continent, including the rise of coin millionaires. 

These were people who had amassed a vast amount of labyrinth coins through the betting system provided during the tournament. 

All of them had bet on Princess Rebecca and thus doubled their coins, solidifying their unwavering faith in the GM. 

Although it was a slightly twisted form of faith.

“It might be fun to create a financial product later.”

As Albus read the community posts, he muttered to himself.

By introducing coins with a non-tradable feature and making several trial-and-error adjustments, he might be able to implement an interesting system. 

If done right, it could even yield divine power.

***

The Republic’s executor lost, so does that mean the Empire is stronger now?

Looter: …What?

***

People were arguing in the comments, trying to prove that the nation or player they supported was stronger based on the events of the tournament.

“They’re still at it.”

While the emergence of fanbases was something Albus had hoped for, it seemed they were becoming too aggressive.

“I’ll have to get the moderators to handle this.”

He didn’t want to see the same kind of dirty, mudslinging fan wars he had witnessed in his previous life.

****

Can you only climb the 7th floor alone now?

Loo: Are you the only player in that world?

Looter: Then what about the guilds?

Loo: What do you mean? You have to do it alone.

Looter: It seems like every player is in a different world. How many worlds does the GM manage?

Creator: Is he a creator god? How many worlds has he made?


Unlike the previous floors of the Tower of the Labyrinth, where players faced adventures in shared spaces, the 7th floor presented a completely different experience.

Players could no longer rely on guild-level strategies, nor could they refer to the exploits of vanguard players.

***

Some abilities get sealed from the 7th floor onwards!

***

To maintain balance, roguelike special conditions were added to restrict the powers of exceptionally strong players, making the content far more difficult than before.

***

But

Defeating bosses in the roguelike grants powerful abilities!

You don’t get penalized with forced logouts for dying here!

***

Once the characteristics of the roguelike were revealed, player perceptions began to change. 

Unlike the original Tower of the Labyrinth, where death resulted in logout and a temporary inability to reconnect, in the roguelike, players merely lost their rewards and map progress, restarting from the beginning without any severe penalties.

Moreover, defeating enemies in the roguelike yielded absurdly generous rewards, allowing players to grow stronger in ways that far surpassed their original abilities.

A swordsman who couldn’t sense magic might create a sword aura. 

A mage with only one circle might cast transcendent magic.

And as it became known that completing the roguelike allowed players to retain their power outside its server, players began diving into it with fervor. 

Although no one had yet succeeded in clearing it due to its extreme difficulty, the rewards were enough to entice them.

***

Are you new to this?

Newcomer: What does ‘newcomer’ mean?

Looter: We’ve got a fresh newbie here!

Newcomer: What does ‘newbie’ mean?

Looter: …Smells fresh.

Loo: That’s right. If you climb to the top, you can meet the GM.

Newcomer: Thank you.

Looter: You idiot, don’t fool the poor newbie.

Looter: You’re trash.

***

A devout country girl entered the roguelike.

Before her stood a colossal tower.

The child stood right at its entrance.

“Is this the place?”

Shwoooosh.

Inside, the sound of chains moving echoed, and then—

Rumble, rumble.

The enormous door slowly opened.

Boom.

The moment she entered, the system message appeared, and the tower’s doors closed behind her.

Gulp.

“Don’t worry, Zenith. This was all expected. The Lord is with me. There’s nothing to fear.”

The girl steadied her racing heart and pressed forward.

A long, spiraling staircase lay ahead.

She slowly ascended the steps.

She would express her gratitude to the GM and become his servant.

She would meet the GM in person and become his apostle.

She had come to the highest floor to reach him.

The people in the community said that if she reached the top, she would be able to see the GM.

This enormous tower…

It must be a pilgrimage of trials leading to the Lord.

She tightened her grip on her small slingshot.

Her body was already trembling violently.


The tower, with all its looming hardships, filled her with dread.

But she knew that beyond this tower, he was there.

And she knew that he was watching over her.

“I have nothing to fear…”

With that, the girl took a step forward.



 
  
    Chapter 61: Warrior Zenith (2)


GM’s prophet guide spoke to Rebecca, saying, “Because the king has forsaken the word of GM, so too has GM forsaken the king, preventing him from reigning.”

Rebecca, filled with regret, responded to the guide, “I have sinned. I have disobeyed the word of the Lord because I loved the Lord too much. I beg you, forgive my sin and return with me so that I may worship the Lord.”

Genesis, Chapter 15, Verses 23-25.

After climbing the long spiral staircase, a vast open plaza appeared before Zenith.

“This place…”

It was a round plaza, large enough to hold hundreds of people.

What was this place made for?

Just as she reached the center of the plaza,

Shoo.

Bang!

Something fell from the sky.

“Eek!”

The impact sent Zenith flying to the opposite side.

“Human.”

Thud.

A massive one-eyed giant, who had descended from the ceiling, looked down at Zenith, bowing its head.

From behind, the giant drew a colossal sword.

“Tasty little female human.”

Ding.


	Defeat the giant Goliath of Philistia.



The first boss of the roguelike world created for Zenith had appeared.

“A giant…”

Zenith was just a country girl, who had only ever hunted fierce beasts like bears or tigers with a slingshot in the mountains.

But now, for the first time, she faced a giant—a monster radiating overwhelming intimidation.

“Tasty human!”

Thud, thud, thud, thud.

The giant roared and began charging at her.

Bang!

The giant swung its great sword down, but Zenith quickly rolled away, dodging the attack.

The place where she had been standing had now become a large crater.

A monster unlike anything she had ever seen.

Facing such a beast with this tiny slingshot seemed impossible.

‘But GM is with me.’

The god of the small, the protector of the weak and the sick, watches over me.

Ever since her mother fell ill, Zenith had wandered through the treacherous mountains, searching for herbs, yet not once had she fallen prey to the wild beasts.

She believed it was all thanks to GM’s protection.

The girl steadied her slingshot, loaded a stone, and aimed for the giant’s single eye.

Her right hand, drawing the slingshot, was now enveloped in magical energy.

“Take this!”

Twang!

She released the stone from her slingshot.

Thwap!

“Graaaah!”

The stone hit the giant’s eye like a bullet.

“I did it!”

Zenith clenched her fist and jumped up and down.

Under the care of the Lord, she had pierced the giant’s eye.

“You insolent human!”

The giant, covering his bleeding eye, swung his great sword down at Zenith.

“Huh?”

Bang!

In her joy and excitement, Zenith failed to dodge, and she was crushed by the giant’s sword.

Ding.


	You have died.



Flash.

Zenith found herself standing once more in front of the enormous tower.

“…Ah.”

Having died to the giant, the loop had reset.

“Aaaaargh!”

Even though the GM had directly helped her, she had made such a foolish mistake!

She ruffled her hair in frustration.

I’m sorry, GM! I was so stupid!

After a long moment, Zenith finally calmed herself and assessed the situation.

Though she had been crushed by the giant, she had respawned outside the tower, unharmed.

Resurrection.

GM had granted her a new chance.

This time, she would succeed.

Zenith re-entered the tower.

This was the trial given to her by the Lord.

A hardship she must overcome.

She ascended the spiral staircase once more and stood in the plaza.

“Come at me!”

Crash!

The giant fell from the sky again, but this time, Zenith rolled backward, avoiding the attack.

She remembered what had happened in the previous cycle.

“This time, I won’t lose!”

In a roguelike, when the loop resets, the location of enemies and rewards changes randomly. Even if you remember the last cycle, it’s impossible to recreate the exact same situation and improve perfectly.

But the world created for Zenith was unusual. 

Even when the loop reset, the internal structure of the tower did not change; the random elements were fixed.

Thanks to this, Zenith once again faced the same giant as before.

“Hi-yah!”


Dodging the giant’s falling attack, Zenith aimed her slingshot at the giant’s weak spot, its eye.

Thwap!

The magic-infused stone hit the giant’s eye dead on.

“Graaah!”

The giant writhed in pain, clutching its only eye.

“You insolent human!”

The giant drew his sword and charged at Zenith again.

Zenith recalled the giant’s attack patterns from the previous cycle and rolled out of the way.

Bang!

She dodged the sword strike, and while reloading her slingshot, she aimed at the giant again.

Though the giant guarded its eye with one hand, there was a gap between its fingers.

“Right there!”

Thwap!

Another stone embedded itself in the giant’s eye.

The giant thrashed wildly, swinging its sword in every direction.

And then…

Bang!

Ding.


	You have died.



Zenith failed to dodge the attack in time.

Flash.

“…Failure again.”

Zenith stood once more at the front of the tower.

“But I won’t give up.”

GM was giving me endless opportunities.

Under His grace, there was nothing I couldn’t accomplish.

I would conquer this tower, climb to its peak, and reach Him.

Boom!

“Aaah!”

Boom!

“Aaaaargh!”

With the calmness gained from countless previous attempts, Zenith shoved two pebbles into the giant’s eyes.

The giant roared and thrashed wildly, but Zenith had already learned its attack patterns. She slid smoothly across the ground, evading the berserk assault.

“Hyaah!”

Boom!

“Aaargh!”

This time, a pebble lodged itself into the tendon of the giant’s back leg.

The giant lost its balance and fell with a loud crash.

Thud!

The massive sword the giant was holding slipped from its grasp and hit the ground.

“This is it!”

Zenith sprinted toward the sword.

No one would have believed that such a massive sword could be lifted by a small girl.

“As long as the Lord is with me, nothing is impossible!”

With all her strength, Zenith hoisted the giant’s sword into the air.

Hum…

The sword resonated with her, trembling as if in response. 

It began to shrink, slowly but surely, until it fit perfectly in Zenith’s hands.

This was the route she had discovered through countless attempts in previous timelines.

“Haaah!”

Zenith charged at the giant, now armed with the sword.

She reached the giant’s neck in one swift move, gripping the sword in a reverse hold.

“Take this!”

With a sharp cry, she thrust the sword deep into the giant’s throat.

Crack!

As the blade pierced through, the life slowly faded from the giant’s ragged eyes.

Ding!


	You have defeated the Philistine Giant, Goliath.

	A reward has been granted.



The giant’s enormous corpse dissolved into golden dust, scattering into the air.

Swoosh…

The energy that had once filled the giant now seeped into Zenith’s body.

The one written in the sacred texts as GM’s most cherished king.

GM’s second apostle.

This was the first victory of the warrior Zenith .

***

6th Floor of the Tower of Labyrinth

“So… this is the mission GM has bestowed upon me?”

“Yes, Player Rebecca.”

Princess Rebecca, the conqueror of the tiers, was speaking with GM’s messenger, the Guide, who had come to visit her.

The gift delivered by the Guide, who appeared suddenly before her, was nothing less than a personal broadcasting system.

Albus, having witnessed the rapid accumulation of divinity due to Rebecca’s meteoric rise, decided it was important for others to witness her achievements.

Conveniently, since the broadcast and transmission system had already been set up for the duel tournament, Albus realized that it might be possible to implement the personal broadcast system from his previous life’s internet within Rudera.

With the help of the Guide, Dua, and Leighton, Albus succeeded in creating a personal broadcast system. 

For a test run, he entrusted the task to none other than his apostle, Rebecca, though he had never officially appointed her as such. 

To the public, however, that was how she was seen.

“All I have to do is press this button…”

Rebecca’s hand hovered above the translucent window before her.

Her fingers trembled.

This was the first mission she had received since becoming His apostle.

She had to complete it flawlessly.

She had to prove herself worthy of His choice.

As a servant of the Lord, she must spread His glory far and wide.

“Player Rebecca, I recommend that you proceed from the 7th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, from the entrance to the Roguelike.”

“Huh…? Oh, y-yes.”

The Guide’s sudden interruption startled Rebecca.

The Guide was merely suggesting that Rebecca’s struggle and triumphs, as she overcame obstacles with her faith in GM, would produce the most beautiful imagery when broadcasted.

But Rebecca interpreted it differently.

“She may call himself GM’s messenger, but…’

She saw the Guide’s advice as an act of jealousy, an attempt to interfere and sabotage her mission.

‘Who do you think you are?’

Normally, Rebecca would never have thought this way.

As someone who had begun at the lowest and weakest position within the royal family’s bloodline, she had never looked down on anyone, regardless of who they were.

But after the duel tournament, two things had changed her.

First, the overwhelming wave of divinity she felt had filled her with love for GM.

Second, the dark will of GM’s creations, lurking in the shadows of Rudera, had taken root in her mind.

These two forces were fueling the darkness growing within her.

Once, the prayers of many had covered her skin with holy stigmata. 

But now, her skin had returned to its pristine, alabaster state, except for one remaining mark.

The single holy symbol remained etched on her lower abdomen—GM’s emblem.

‘I am the Lord’s chosen apostle, His first appointed king.’

‘Only I can receive His love.’

‘You’re nothing but a worthless husk, unworthy of even that.’

‘You must be jealous.’

‘You couldn’t attain my rank.’

‘You couldn’t broadcast like I can.’

‘But what can you do?’


‘The Lord’s light shines brightest upon me.’

‘He loves me more than anyone.’

‘I am His only true companion.’

Rebecca gently caressed the emblem on her abdomen.

‘Only me.’



 
  
    Chapter 62: Bbeomnyi Deus


Pope’s Office in the Sacred Kingdom

The pope’s eyes trembled as he stood before the saintess, whose face was stern.

“Kenyon. How could you…?”

The letter came from Kenyon, who had once been known as Paladin, but had now changed his name to Kanion. 

In the letter, he wrote of his decision to worship the true god, not Deus, but GM.

The pope found it hard to believe that Kenyon had sent this letter. 

Kenyon, the most devout among the paladins, had once led the Holy Knights into Rudera. 

How could someone like him choose to turn away?

Was he truly to excommunicate him?

“Do you now understand why I said GM is such a dangerous and evil entity?” the saintess said as she placed her hands on the desk.

“But GM saved the sick across the continent with the [Miracle Potion]. How could an evil god do such a thing…?”

The Sacred Kingdom had never seen GM as a negative force. 

After all, Deus himself had ordered them to retrieve hidden items from that world. 

Believing that Deus thought favorably of GM, the Holy Knights had been actively dispatched.

The pope had thought GM to be a god of virtue, one with a close relationship with Deus.

“It was all a lie! GM merely disguised himself as a bringer of blessings while hiding his true intent to bring ruin to the continent.”

He had lured faithful servants of Deus away with whispers of the devil and led them astray.

Could GM truly be an evil god?

“If that’s true… then why did Deus command us to retrieve the hidden items? Didn’t he want us to be actively involved in Rudera?” The pope’s voice wavered.

If GM were truly an evil god, then Deus wouldn’t have given such orders. 

Wouldn’t he have sent a warning instead?

“Perhaps Deus is unable to communicate with us due to GM’s interference, or maybe he’s too preoccupied with keeping GM in check to manifest his divine will on earth,” the saintess suggested.

“Then…”

Was the command to retrieve the hidden items not meant to be taken literally?

“Was it a warning?” the pope murmured, falling deep into thought.

The saintess observed him closely before speaking again.

“You’ve seen everything that happened during the tournament, haven’t you? You know what transpired.”

“The coronation of GM’s chosen king. The ceremony to appoint his apostles.”

“Exactly. He gathered people from across the continent to show off his power and crown a king. It’s as if he declared his intent to conquer the continent, disrupting the order the gods have established.”

Hearing the story from Eclesia, the pope clenched his teeth.

“Yes, alright, Eclesia. Can you tell me more about the future you’ve seen? The one you experienced?”

At first, the pope had dismissed the saintess’s tale as a mere delusion or a mistake. 

But now, he began to hear it differently.

What if all of this was truly going to happen?

Could it be that Deus sent her a vision to warn them of what was to come?

To reveal GM’s true identity as an evil god and alert them to the dangers he posed?

And we…

A hum filled the room as divine energy gathered in the pope’s hands.

The holy army would prepare for a sacred war, a crusade against the evil god.

“Urrrrgh! Thiiiiis is the beeeeeesttttttt!”

The First Floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth

In the top-floor suite of a lavish hotel, a woman reclined in a massage chair sold at the Labyrinth Shop, enjoying the vibrations with a relaxed expression.

Before her was a massive holographic screen.

Outside of Rudera, she was revered by all as Deus. But here, she was nothing more than a light user indulging in the game’s content.

Having found great enjoyment in betting on the tournament, she was now free from the constraints of Labyrinth Coins and could indulge in all of Rudera’s offerings to her heart’s content.

As a result, she had become so deeply immersed in pleasure that she had forgotten to log out of this world.

Bang!

The door to the hotel room suddenly burst open.

“Hey.”

A brown-skinned woman with a scowl on her face stood beyond the threshold.

“Uhhhhhh, Aliaaaa… Looong tiiime nooo seeeeee…” Deus greeted her from the vibrating massage chair with a slurred voice.

Alia, frowning, strode into the room and switched off the massage chair.

Click.

Bzzzz….

“Ahhhh, that felt sooooo goooood,” Deus groaned as the massage chair stopped, and the backrest lifted her into a sitting position.

“…What brings you here all of a sudden?” she asked.

“What do you think? Are you not paying attention to what’s happening outside?”

Usually, she spoke with dignity to her followers and angels, but in front of her old friend, Alia, the informal tone of her pre-divine self slipped out.

“Outside?”

“Do you not realize the chaos we’re in right now?”

“Chaos?”

“Ugh… What kind of god are you?”

Alia rubbed her forehead in frustration as she watched Deus, who had become a dullard after indulging in the game’s pleasures.

“Deus doesn’t know.”

“Your religion, the Church of Deus, and my own, the Church of Alia, are shaking like mad! Divine power isn’t manifesting!”

“Divine power? …Why?”

“Ugh! Because all that divine power is going to GM!”

“…Ah, I see.”

“‘Ah, I see’? Do you even know how big of a problem this is?”

Alia pounded her chest in frustration.

“It’s a huge problem… My followers no longer believe in me and have turned to GM… But…”

Deus mumbled dreamily, her face still dazed with pleasure.

“Isn’t it fine…? This world GM created is so much more fun than that boring divine realm… I’d rather just stay here and live off what GM gives me…”

She picked up a nearby ice cream, scooped a spoonful, and placed it in her mouth.

“Mmm, delicious.”

“You idiot! We gods exist through the divine power born from faith! If the divine power disappears, we won’t just lose our strength, we’ll vanish completely! The gods of the beastfolk disappeared because they were forgotten by their followers! We’ll vanish too if things keep going this way!”

“Ah, I see…”

“‘Ah, I see’? What do you mean, ‘Ah, I see’?!”

Alia stomped her feet in frustration.


“All your carefully nurtured followers are disappearing! One of your paladins, Kenyon, the one I had my eye on! He’s gone over to GM too! Even the most devout of your followers has turned away!”

“…Kenyon…? Oh… I remember him…”

Before discovering the paradise of Rudera, she had devoted herself to raising her followers to stave off boredom.

She had performed miracles for her followers and cultivated her religion as much as her divine power allowed.

As a result, Deus had become the most revered god on the continent, with the Sacred Kingdom built in her name.

Among her followers, she cherished the saintess and the paladins the most.

And Kenyon had been her favorite paladin.

“…He’s no longer needed.”

Now, he meant little to her.

“I find more joy and excitement here in Rudera than in nurturing followers in that dreary divine realm. Whatever happens, I don’t care. In fact, it might even be a good thing. If someone like him believes in GM, GM will grow stronger and create even more fun things for us.”

Alia was speechless as she watched Deus, who had been ruined by the pleasures GM provided.

“No. I understand now.”

Deus’s eyes bore down on Alia.

“You’ve come to deceive me, to turn me into an anti-GM.”

An anti-GM – one of those who slandered GM and sought to depose him from his position as the ruler of this world.

The dullard from moments before was gone, and Deus now exuded the aura of a wise goddess.

“Deus…”

“Do not call my name so carelessly, you foolish and ignorant anti-GM.”

Deus raised her little finger. 

On it was a red ring.

It was the Red Pass, granting access to the many pleasure facilities on the first floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.


“Every day was a dream before I knew Rudera.”

Unlike the dull heavens, Rudera was filled with pleasure. 

Already intoxicated by the dopamine this world provided, Deus had no intention of leaving Rudera.

“…Oh, Deus.”

Alia’s mind began to blur as she wished for this situation to be nothing more than a nightmare.
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Author: Lord of the Realm

The content of the announcement was clear: something important was about to happen.


	Today: Personal livestream hosted by the Apostle.

	During the stream: Earn streaming points just by watching.

	Betting: Bet your points using the betting system.

	Usage: Points can be used to purchase Maze Coins.



That was the gist of the announcement.

Any interested players were encouraged to tune in. 

The stream could be watched through the Rudera system, much like the previous Duel Tournament, and also through external relays for those outside.

The sudden announcement from the Lord of the Realm sent shockwaves through the community.

“A personal stream? What does that even mean?”

“Is it like when they showed videos during the Duel Tournament?”

“Wait, you can use stream points to buy Maze Coins? I’m in. Does this mean I can earn points just by watching?”

“It’s betting time! The GM is giving us free coins!”

└ I am invincible, and the GM is my god!

In this world, the concept of a personal stream had never existed before. In fact, there had never been any kind of streaming at all. 

So, when the announcement came, people across the continent had no idea what to expect.

But they had already witnessed the omnipotent power of the GM countless times. 

They had seen, with their own eyes, how those who seized the opportunity were blessed with unimaginable strength from the GM. 

Thus, upon hearing the announcement, they eagerly logged into Rudera or grabbed their relay devices, waiting for Apostle Rebecca to begin what she called a “stream.”

***

The Maze Tower

In the desolate wasteland, amidst the crumbling bodies of demons, Princess Rebecca stared at the button that had appeared before her, taking a deep breath.


	Start the stream?

	Yes

	No



“If I just press this…”

The guide, a messenger of the GM, had told her that by pressing this button, she would broadcast her pilgrimage to the entire continent. 

Much like how the GM had shown everyone the glorious battles during the Duel Tournament, the GM would now reveal her journey.

Rebecca felt her nerves tighten.

She had experienced countless miracles during the Duel Tournament. 

She cared little for how others perceived her. 

But this was the first task the GM had entrusted her with since she became an Apostle. 

This was her chance to showcase the GM’s glory in front of everyone.

She could not afford to make a mistake.

“I am the servant of the GM, and the GM is my companion.”

She must not disappoint.

Click.

With a swallowed breath, Rebecca’s finger pressed the “Yes” button.

Ding.


	The stream has started.



“Is it… is it on?”

Though something seemed to have happened, she couldn’t quite perceive any changes.

“……”

“They said the message from the GM has started, so it must have begun.”

This system was born from the GM’s divine power. There was no way it could be flawed.

As her faith in the GM surged, holy power gathered in her hands, forming a brilliant golden spear.

With a swift leap, Rebecca launched herself into the air.

Shrieks filled the air as grotesque demons, much like those that had attacked when she first entered this world, swarmed toward her.

“Only the Lord is worthy of all glory.”

A radiant burst of holy power exploded from Rebecca, incinerating the demons around her.

“Nothing shall stand in the path of one blessed by the Lord.”

***

Meanwhile, Albus

Albus stared blankly at the broadcast screen, astonished.

This wasn’t going according to his expectations. Rebecca was obliterating every demon that stood in her path without a single moment of struggle.

“This is supposed to be a roguelike.”

Typically, roguelike games weren’t designed for players to clear on their first attempt. 

They were about learning through trial and error, improving through accumulated rewards, and growing with each failure.

But Rebecca was tearing through hordes of demons as if they were nothing.

“The Maze Tower’s difficulty is tailored to the player’s abilities, scaling based on their potential.”

But Rebecca’s strength was far beyond the norm. 

As a result, the roguelike world built for her was of the highest possible difficulty. 

The environment resembled the barren wastelands of Mars, filled with endless hordes of demons.

For any other player, the first encounter with a demon would have resulted in an immediate and fatal expulsion back to the starting point. 

But every demon that came into Rebecca’s sight melted away.

LV 342 Tyrant

LV 219 Archvile

These were monsters so powerful that their very presence in the mortal realm would spell disaster, yet they were falling like insects before Rebecca.

Her rapid growth in power and faith since the Duel Tournament, combined with the ever-increasing holy strength that grew stronger with each demon slain, created a perfect synergy.

“To the demons, she’s their doom.”

Literal doom.

Albus glanced at the stream’s chat window.

Viewers: 10,261

Even though the stream had just begun, the viewership had already surpassed ten thousand. 

Yet, despite the large number of viewers, the chat remained oddly quiet.

“Maybe it’s because they’re all new to streaming.”

While Albus, having lived through a previous life on modern Earth, was familiar with the culture of personal streaming, the inhabitants of this world had never encountered anything like it. 

So, naturally, they weren’t engaging with the chat.

“Well, there’s only one thing to do.”

When Albus first created Rudera and its interconnected community, he had employed a little trick to encourage engagement.


	Account Creation

	Autonomous Chat Replication



He had used countless dummy accounts to flood the chat with comments, generating the illusion of an active conversation.


	“Oh!”

	“This is amazing!”

	“As expected of the Princess!”

	“Looks like fun!”

	“What level are those demons? Did I see that right?”

	“Is this the 7th floor of the Maze Tower?”



Though the chat responses were somewhat formulaic, they were enough to spark activity.

“Huh? What’s this?”

“Chat…?”

Players who hadn’t even noticed the chat window were now becoming aware of it.

“We can use this?”


“It’s like a community.”

And as they began to understand its function, real player comments started to flood in.


	“Go, Apostle! Fight on!”

	“Show us your strength!”

	“How dare you insult the princess? She is the rightful heir!”

	“The Princess is amazing! Hehe!”



Now, even without the help of dummy accounts, real conversations were erupting in the chat.

The GM was pleased.

“That should do it. Guide, keep an eye on the chat moderation.”


	“Understood, my Lord.”

	“This chat has been deleted.”

	“That person has been silenced.”



As inappropriate comments were swiftly cut off by the guide, Albus watched the broadcast with satisfaction.

In a world severely lacking in entertainment, the people of this land were starving for anything new and engaging that the GM brought to them. 

Even though Rebecca’s stream consisted of nothing more than her burning demons, the viewers were enraptured.

Viewers: 139,344

The number of viewers only continued to rise, showing no sign of slowing down.

Furthermore, the divine power generated from their collective worship of Rebecca’s achievements was a delightful bonus.

“I think it’s time to let more players host their own streams under certain conditions.”

Albus concluded that the test stream had been a success. 

It was now possible to integrate a full streaming system into Rudera.

While Rebecca’s stream alone was generating divine power, the true purpose of creating Rudera had always been to introduce enjoyable content to this world, just like in his past life.

Albus wanted to see other streams as well.

Just as he had enjoyed selecting various types of content in his previous life, he now wanted to watch a variety of streams—streams created by the players themselves.

“I’ll add a donation feature using Maze Coins… and offer in-game buffs to streamers who receive donations. That should work.”

With that thought, Albus began to fine-tune the personal streaming system, drawing on his past life’s experiences.

However, there was still one issue.

“The people of this world have no concept of streaming culture.”

They had no understanding of how to interact with streamers through donations, how to create missions for streamers, or how to participate in the interactive, symbiotic relationship between streamer and viewer that had developed over time in his previous life.

“Am I going to have to start this with dummies again?”

But this time, it wasn’t just chat. He couldn’t possibly generate all the content for the streams by himself.

As Albus pondered how to bring the culture of streaming to this world, he was interrupted.

“Dad, what are you doing?”

His daughter, Dua, peeked her head around the corner.

“Dua… that’s it!”

Albus clapped his hands together.

“Wha…?”

Confused, Dua tilted her head as Albus pulled her close.

“Dua, would you like to stream with me?”

“Stream…?”


If it was Dua… she could do it.

***

Maze Tower, 1st Floor, A Suite in the Tower’s Hotel

“Hehe, Deus is fun…”

The greatest deity on the continent pressed their face against the relay device with a goofy grin.
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“Can you do it?”

“Mmm…”

Dua, having listened to Albus’s explanation, gently pressed her bent index finger against her lower lip in thought.

“I can try, but I’m not sure if it’ll be exactly what you said, Daddy.”

For the other players to broadcast as Albus desired, the right environment needed to be created. 

This required not only the right conditions but also the participation of broadcasters who would behave accordingly and viewers who would interact with them properly.

However, creating a broadcast with the same chaos as in the chat or the community was not so simple. 

Albus decided to borrow Dua’s divine power.

“It’s okay, Dua. It doesn’t have to be identical.”

It didn’t matter if it changed.

No, in fact, it would be better if it adapted naturally to this world.

Rather than an artificial replica of an Earth broadcast, an appropriately localized, naturally formed version would be more interesting—and more beneficial for future broadcasts.

“Then, shall we give it a try?”

While the viewers’ attention was focused on Rebecca’s broadcast, Albus and Dua began their work.

***

The next day.

Wooahhhhhhhh!

The colossal body of the demon, as large as the imperial capital itself, crumbled to the ground. The golden divine power shone brightly over the site of the collapse.

“As long as the Lord is with me, victory is my only option.”

The sacred marks covering Princess Rebecca’s entire body slowly receded.

Ding!


	You have defeated the boss, Mars Titan.

	Congratulations! You have cleared the roguelike!

	The world, Devil Doom Mars, will now be added to the 7th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth.



Krrrnnng!

The divine power reverberated through the purified world, where all demons had been scorched.


	We knew it, Princess!

	The Lord is great, and His apostle is undefeated!

	Princess! Princess! Princess!

	The coins are doubling!



Even though it was the next day, the viewers still filled the chat window, showing no signs of exhaustion.

It was inevitable—after all, a player who had cleared the roguelike for the first time and conquered two floors simultaneously had appeared.

“Is she truly our king? To conquer the 6th and now the 7th floor…”

The Beast King was in awe.

“She’s become sturdier and stronger… hmm.”

The Sword Emperor wore a satisfied expression.

“Well done, my daughter!”

The Emperor, holding two cheering rods in his hands, was moved to tears.


	The broadcast has ended.



“We did it, my beloved Lord!”

Rebecca raised her hands high and offered praise to her god after the broadcast ended.

The majority of the continent had witnessed Rebecca’s journey to single-handedly conquer the roguelike. 

She had always seemed like an untouchable powerhouse, a figure so far above that even standing behind her seemed impossible.

But through the broadcasts, people had followed her every step.

Though the viewers had merely watched from their seats, they felt as if they had become companions of the princess.


	When is the next broadcast?

	Will our Leighton enforcer broadcast soon?

	I want to try broadcasting too!

	Start the stream again! I’m losing my mind, losing my mind, losing my mind, losing my mind!



The players were already addicted to this thing called broadcasting.

“I expected a good response… but this is beyond my imagination.”

The reactions from the players were far more intense than anticipated.

They craved an adventure like Princess Rebecca’s pilgrimage.

“Guide. If Dua and I proceed with the plan we prepared, what do you think will happen?”

During the one night of Rebecca’s broadcast, Dua and Albus had finished preparing the plan’s execution.


	According to the analysis, if the plan proceeds as the master suggested, taking into account the current state and tendencies of the players, it is expected that more than 50% of the viewers who watched Princess Rebecca’s broadcast will continue to watch.



“More than 50%?”

That meant more than half of the massive number of viewers from Rebecca’s broadcast would stay.

Given that Rebecca’s broadcast had lasted all night and people had continued watching content they were encountering for the first time in real time, this was an exceptionally high figure.

“Good. Execute it.”

Albus was filled with anticipation.

He looked forward to seeing people broadcasting on the stage of the game he had created, and to the rich broadcast content that would emerge from this world.

***

The broadcast has ended.

“……It’s a shame.”

As the screen of Rebecca’s broadcast darkened, the Sword Emperor leaned against a tree.

She was someone who had once sparred with him.

Someone who had learned from him.

Watching the princess, who had continued to grow and was now defeating monstrous beings even he found difficult to handle, was thrilling.

His hand trembled as he embraced his greatsword.

“A roguelike, huh?”

The Sword Emperor had never had much interest in the Tower of Labyrinth. 

It didn’t matter what was sold at the labyrinth store or what hidden classes were offered in Rudera; only the thrill of battle against strong opponents interested him.

And that fierce desire for combat had been satisfied by Princess Rebecca.

He no longer had to madly chase after fights like before.

So after the tournament ended, the Sword Emperor simply relaxed nearby, seeking only rest.

“That rascal of a Tao Emperor… I’m envious.”

To have taken such a raw talent as a disciple.

A supreme student who could learn tenfold from even one lesson.

The Sword Emperor couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy.

His experience with the princess had stirred within him an interest in teaching others.

“But it’s too late now.”

The princess had already grown too strong—beyond the reach of even a transcendent teacher. 

There was no way he could teach her anything more.

“Is there no one suitable?”

He needed a promising talent, someone with enough skill to be worth teaching, who could one day fight an equal battle with him.

Beep.

It was while he was thinking this that the Sword Emperor noticed something on the broadcast system screen. 

Several broadcast screens had appeared.

“Other players are broadcasting…?”

Albus had forced the players challenging the roguelike in Rudera to start streaming.

Most of the players were so focused on the roguelike world that they hadn’t even realized their broadcasts had begun.


“Hmm…”

Still lingering in the aftermath of Rebecca’s broadcast, the Sword Emperor clicked on one of the streams with a similar atmosphere to the roguelike.

“Hya!”

There, a girl was fighting a skeletal knight, wielding a small sword and slingshot.

The Sword Emperor silently observed the girl’s battle.

“The way she holds the sword, the way she moves… nothing is lacking.”

Though her current skills didn’t seem extraordinary, she showed a lot of potential.

Quite a few viewers who had been watching Rebecca’s stream had also entered this broadcast.


	Can’t even kill that?

	She’s so weak.

	This is boring.

	Going to watch something else.



The chat was filled with disappointment regarding the girl’s fight.

The skeleton knight Zenith was facing was a Death Knight—not a weak monster by any means—but to viewers who had just witnessed the overwhelming strength of Princess Rebecca, it was far from satisfying.

“Tch!”

However, a slip caused the girl to stumble, and she allowed the Death Knight to land an attack. 

A small cut appeared on her arm.

The Sword Emperor, almost instinctively, typed into the chat.


	Hey, that’s not how you do it.



He followed up with advice.


	You lack strength in your lower body. Because you’re weak there, your balance is unstable, and you lose your footing when colliding with the enemy.



“Hiyah!”

But the girl couldn’t see his message.

“It’s not getting through?”

Watching someone with talent failing to use it effectively left the Sword Emperor frustrated.

There had to be a way.

Some way to pass along his advice…

As he scrolled through the broadcast interface, he noticed a new button.

Donation?

Ding!


	[Sword Emperor] donated 10 Labyrinth Coins! Thank you!

	Wrap your legs with mana and push forward.



“……Huh?”

In the midst of her battle with the Death Knight, Zenith saw a donation alert appear before her.

Normally, she would have ignored it due to the ongoing fight, but in a flash, she followed the advice.

She wrapped her legs in mana and pushed forward with her sword.


	Kyaaagh!



The Death Knight staggered and slipped as Zenith’s steady advance forced it back.

Ding!


	[Sword Emperor] donated 10 Labyrinth Coins! Thank you!

	Now! Thrust!



Zenith infused her sword with mana, thrusting it forward into the Death Knight.

Crack!


	You have defeated the Death Knight, loyal servant of the cursed fiend.



“Huff… huff…”

As the golden light filled her body, Zenith took a deep breath.

Advice?

Even in the heat of battle, she realized that someone had been offering her advice.

Ding!


	[Sword Emperor] donated 100 Labyrinth Coins! Thank you!

	Congratulations on your victory.



“Sword Emperor… sir?”

With the alert and name flashing before her, Zenith quickly realized who had been guiding her.

So that’s it! He’s an advisor sent by the GM!

“Thank you, Sword Emperor! Thanks to you, I won!”

‘And thank you, my gracious savior, the GM!’


Zenith bowed deeply to the air.

Though the bow was directed in the wrong direction, the Sword Emperor felt a sense of pride.

A young talent had accepted his advice, won a battle, and offered thanks. Of course, he was proud.

The Sword Emperor, who had never done anything but fight, was beginning to find joy in this new experience. Little by little, he was becoming addicted to personal broadcasts.

And so, the infamous backseat player known as the [Sword Emperor] was born, a scourge of the broadcast world
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A week had passed since the day of the forced broadcast announcement.

Many players had gradually come to understand the true value of the broadcast system.

At first, they were shocked by the idea of having their gameplay forcibly displayed to others. 

But soon, they realized that if they could prepare content that would attract the interest of the viewers, they could win their favor and, in turn, earn coins through sponsorship.

Considering that these labyrinth coins could be used to purchase luxurious treasures from the GM’s store, this “broadcast” became a platform for opportunities—one that allowed rapid advancement for players who could amass coins.

Unlike the Empress or the Beast King, who climbed the Tower of the Labyrinth with overwhelming power, players now found that they could steadily earn coins without needing such brute force. 

This led to a surge in players flocking to the new broadcast system.

Viewers shared the same excitement. For them, the broadcast was not only an entertaining source of content but also a treasure trove of useful information and guidance.

Most viewers tuned in for fun or to collect points, but a significant number watched to learn something new.

In this world, learning was a deeply meaningful endeavor. 

To learn magic, one had to spend decades in the Mage Tower. 

To learn a skill, one had to serve as an apprentice for decades. 

Swordsmanship required years of service in a knight order. 

Even vital family secrets could only be learned by those in prominent positions.

“This magic is recommended for beginners who have just formed their first circle. It’s excellent for training the senses needed to use mana properly. Now, if you look here… Oh! Thank you, [Apprentice Mage], for the 10-coin donation. Hmm? You’re saying the contract didn’t work out well? I see. Please watch closely here…”

“We dwarves don’t quite understand this part. You’re saying it doesn’t work? Well, there’s nothing we can do about it. Just watch. First, hit this part with the hammer like so… Huh? Do I need to raise the temperature this much? Of course! A blacksmith who can’t handle 3,000 degrees won’t craft anything worthwhile!”

“This is the most basic sword strike in swordsmanship. Ah, thank you, [Light Swordsman], for the 10-coin donation. Hmm… You say you can’t do it? Well, if you can’t even manage this basic strike, you might want to reconsider the path of swordsmanship.”

To earn coins, countless players shared the tips and tricks they’d gained over long hours of gameplay during their broadcasts.

By simply paying with labyrinth coins, one could listen to lectures from various experts. 

This gave players a reason to take broadcasting seriously.

Broadcasters not only received donations but also gained in-game buffs and valuable advice.

“Huh? Did I just miss a shortcut? …Oh, you’re right! Thank you!”

“Thank you, [Blue Badge], for the 10-coin donation! Wow! I feel so energized! Take this… Ugh!”

Some players even opened broadcasts to receive help with their roguelike games and communicate with their viewers.

From the viewers’ perspective, they could enjoy adventures from the comfort of their own homes, alongside other players, while watching others’ roguelike journeys through worlds they couldn’t reach themselves. 

This led to an increasing number of players getting hooked on the broadcasts.

Queen Aus of the Elves observed the rising trend of these broadcasts and examined the income of the most popular shows.

“This is no joke…”

Although the rankings were still unstable in the early days of broadcasting, it was clear that if one could maintain a top spot, they could earn as many coins as a conqueror of the Tower’s floors.

With enough labyrinth coins, she could recover the losses she suffered in her recent betting debacle at the dueling tournament. 

She could replenish the funds she had secretly borrowed from the treasury.

And that wasn’t all. 

With this money, she could place larger bets in the ongoing small-scale dueling tournaments on the sixth floor of the Labyrinth Tower, potentially winning even more.

For her, this “broadcast” was an opportunity she couldn’t afford to miss.

But there was one problem: she was the Queen of the Elves, a representative figure.

Even though she had a reputation for being laid-back and somewhat reckless with gambling, she couldn’t reveal her face to an undefined mass of people. 

More importantly, she wasn’t confident that her personality and content would draw a large audience.

“I need a stand-in…”

Aus sought out one of the elder elves, Aous.

Aous was over 1,000 years old, the strongest of the elves and one of the most revered elders.

“…Why have you come?” A young, ragged girl opened the door to meet Aus.

Her face was unwashed, and she had twin-tails that looked like they hadn’t been tended to in days. 

She had been avoiding food and drink for some time. 

This girl was none other than the elder elf, Aous.

She had become disheveled after suffering an early defeat in a duel tournament against a young human named Leighton, whom she had faced on behalf of the elves.

“Aous… I have a request for you.”

“A request? Don’t bother. A useless elf like me couldn’t possibly do anything right.”

Aous, who had once been full of confidence, now lay defeated.

Aus grabbed both of her hands tightly.

“No, Aous! This is something only you can do. Only you can save me and our people from despair!”

“Only me…?”

The once despairing elf perked up her long ears at those words.

A little while later, Aous and Aus were connected to the game world of Rudera, standing inside the Tower of the Labyrinth.

“So… You want me to do this ‘broadcast’ thing?”

“Yes, Aous! You’re known for your drastic personality changes in battle! Your unique personality will definitely draw in a massive audience!”

“Don’t… Don’t talk about that.”

Aous’s face flushed red.

Her strange tendency to become overexcited during battle was something she found deeply embarrassing. 

She hated talking about it when she was in her right mind.

But Queen Aus, who had spent time traveling across the human continent, was confident in Aous’s potential success.

There were many people on the continent with peculiar tastes. 

Particularly, many people who were strong but liked to be dominated by petite, delicate-looking girls. 

Aous’s twisted personality would be wildly popular among the viewers.

And that popularity would lead to profits in labyrinth coins!

“So all I have to do is act as I normally would, while adventuring through the roguelike game?”

“Yes, that’s right!”

“Sigh… I don’t quite understand how this will save the elves, but… Fine.”

“Oh, wait a moment!”

Aus infused Aous’s face and hair with magic.

“Keeping your appearance as it is could be risky, so I’ll make a few slight changes.”

Aous’s appearance and hair color subtly shifted. 

It wasn’t a drastic change, but enough that even those who knew her would mistake her for a different elf.

“All done! Aous, in the broadcast, you won’t be known as Aous the Elf, but as Laous!”

“Laous?”

Thus, the continent’s first virtual broadcaster, Laous, was born.

“…A broadcast?”

Dragon Lord Losef learned about this new content system created by the GM and frowned.

“What on earth is he creating this time?”

The GM kept coming up with shocking new content. Losef was filled with anxiety about the changes this would bring to the continent.


His experience with a recent devastating loss in a betting content added to his fear.

“Sigh…”

Losef sighed deeply. 

But as a Dragon Lord with the duty of maintaining balance on the continent, he couldn’t simply hide away like a scared puppy.

“All right. Let’s see what this is all about.”

When Losef pulled up the broadcast list, he clicked on the top broadcast in the current rankings.


	Is that the best buff you can give me? How pathetic♥



On the screen, a young elf with pink hair giggled mischievously.

“…What?”

Her appearance was different, but Losef could see through the disguise magic.

It was the same elf who had caused his devastating loss in the labyrinth coin all-in bet!

“Ugh!”

The memory of his enormous loss came rushing back, and he sprang up from his seat in a panic.

However, his years of wisdom as an ancient dragon soon calmed him down.

“Sigh… Sigh…”

After taking a moment to collect himself, Losef returned to his seat. 

He found solace in the amusing memes scattered across the community screens he had open, allowing him to regain his composure as he blocked out the whining of the users there and refocused on the broadcast.

The next day…

“…This is kind of fun,” Losef muttered quietly.

He had spent the entire night watching the broadcast without saying a word.

During the previous tournament, he had been too distracted by his labyrinth coin bets to really observe the elf girl. 


But now, after watching her journey through the broadcast, Losef found himself becoming addicted to Laous’s show.

It didn’t hurt that she perfectly matched his tastes in women.

Yet, even now, he had no idea. 

He had no idea that within a few days, he would declare himself the official fan club president of Laous’s broadcast.

Nor did he know that he would soon gamble away his newly earned coins on this broadcast all over again.
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A hidden layer, inaccessible to those who are not permitted.

“Do we really have to go…?”

A small girl, on the verge of tears, clutched tightly to the edge of Akuyuham’s robe as she asked, her voice trembling.

“…I am sorry, my Mari. But by His grace, we were given this chance to reunite. It is something that cannot be avoided.”

Akuyuham lowered his head.

He had already pledged himself to the GM.

No matter what orders were given, he had to obey. 

After reuniting with Mari thanks to the GM’s mercy, they had been granted time together, but remaining like this forever was not possible.

“The messenger of the GM said that if I work for five days a week, I can rest for the remaining two. And I only need to work for one-third of the day.”

In a world devoid of labor ethics, where the concept of rest for the undead, who never tire, was practically unheard of, Akuyuham felt the endless compassion of the GM.

Even though he had sinned and deserved punishment, the GM had given him Mari.

Though he had offered himself in exchange for saving Mari, the GM did not treat him as a lowly servant. 

He was treated with warmth, almost as if they were family.

“I will return when the sun sets.”

Akuyuham embraced Mari tightly.

“Just wait a little longer. I will return to you.”

“…You better come back soon, you fool Ku.”

***

Rudera Control Room

“Guh…”

With dark circles under his eyes, Leighton shot up from his chair.

“Am I really allowed to leave?”

“Of course, Player Leighton.”

The guide standing before him answered calmly.

“Though, your insolence of rebelling against the master and disrupting the order of the master’s masterpiece, Rudera, warrants eternal punishment, the master has pardoned you for your service.”

“Oh, thank you, GM! I can only bow my head to your overflowing mercy!”

Leighton immediately dropped to the ground, prostrating himself in reverence.

“But this is only a temporary reprieve. You will need to return to work in two days.”

“Of course!”

For just over a week, Leighton had lived like a slave under the guide’s constant harassment. 

Although he had resolved to endure any punishment until his defeat in the battle with the princess, that resolve had been shattered within mere days of working alongside the guide.

Now, he would kiss the feet of anyone, just to escape this hellish place.

Thus, Leighton’s faith in the GM, who had freed him from this horrendous labor, grew stronger, even though it was the same GM who had thrown him into this nightmare.

It was all due to the emotional manipulation, the environment deliberately created by the guide.

“By the way, you have a new colleague to work with. You should greet them before you leave.”

Woong.

Next to the guide, a warp gate opened, and through it stepped a massive skeleton, Akuyuham.

“A lich…?”

“Ah, yes. I am a lich. My name is Akuyuham. I look forward to working with you.”

Akuyuham extended his bony hand.

With a reluctant expression, Leighton shook his hand.

A lich who had ascended to the ranks of a grand wizard through dark magic, and then further evolved into an archlich—a supreme undead far surpassing an ordinary lich.

And now, such a creature was enslaved, just like him?

Well, considering that the guide served under a god, it was only logical that nothing here made sense.

Leighton looked at Akuyuham with pity in his eyes.

He could already see the future where this lich would be ground down by the guide.

***

When Leighton left, Akuyuham took a seat in the work chair prepared by the guide.

“So, what is my task now?”

“As per the master’s orders, Player Akuyuham is responsible for managing the broadcasts and handling emergency situations in the absence of Player Leighton.”

“Broadcasts…?”

Akuyuham blinked in confusion at the unfamiliar term. 

Well, more accurately, the light within his eye sockets flickered.

***

The Demon King’s Chamber

The Demon King lay in bed, scrolling through the broadcasts on the screen before him.

“To think something like this was possible. It never even crossed my mind.”

A system where anyone could access something created by a single player. It was a rare spectacle, unheard of even in mythology.

Of course, broadcasting in reality was impossible, but anything that happened within Rudera could be shown to other players through this system. 

The impact it had on the Demon King was overwhelming.

“To think that photographs, a phenomenon only seen within restricted communities, would ever exist…”

By meeting specific conditions, players could upload screenshots of their in-game activities to the community.

Dragons would post silly images, and players had quickly become accustomed to using this “technology”—though most still couldn’t fully grasp how it worked.

“People who never had the chance to learn can now gain knowledge from others. Information spreads rapidly. The entire continent is being transformed.”

But that wasn’t all. The true driving force behind this broadcast system’s activity?

“Sponsorship…”

The Demon King, while browsing several broadcasts, tested it out by sponsoring a few with Labyrinth Coins.

He watched as a type of buff was bestowed upon the broadcasters.

“It feels like the power of a miracle, akin to the blessing bestowed upon believers by a god.”

Humans were created in the image of gods, and constellations in the image of humans. 

Watching a broadcast, viewers could experience a similar thrill to that of witnessing divine intervention, though in a much weaker form.

As a result, countless players had become obsessed with the broadcasting content.

Not just ordinary people, but even the continent’s strongest figures couldn’t escape the allure of broadcasts.

Take the Dragon Lord, for example.


	“Adorable Elf Girl Trembling in Fear”

	“A Must-See for All Who Inhabit the Continent Before They Die”

	“A Broadcast That Enlightens the Mind Upon Viewing”

	“Wait Just One Day for Laous to Stream Again! Because now he is…”

	“Hoehh! Baby Laous is streaming!”



Recently, he had stopped posting silly pictures and instead started promoting viral content for a particular broadcaster named Laous.

When the moderators tried to ban him, the Dragon Lord went so far as to use his powers as a Guardian and his access to dragon veins to bypass the ban and promote the broadcaster across multiple accounts.

Broadcasting seemed to have captivated even those who once feared the future.

The Demon King smiled.

“GM, just what kind of world are you trying to create?”


Rudera, the Tower of the Labyrinth, the Labyrinth Store, the Duel Tournament, roguelikes, broadcasts—every time the GM introduced something new, it turned the continent on its head. Yet, the Demon King still had no idea what the GM’s true intentions were.

“I can’t wait to see the world you create.”

Filled with excitement and anticipation, the Demon King smiled.

“Ugh… Sponsorship…”

Ding.


	Insufficient funds.



Ding.


	Insufficient funds.



Ding.


	Insufficient funds.



“Ugh?”

Deus, who had been lounging on a massage chair for the past week, blankly watching broadcasts, suddenly rose to her feet.

She had spent all the Labyrinth Coins she had saved, enjoying herself by sponsoring broadcasts. 

Now, her intelligence finally returned as she realized her predicament.

“This… I didn’t think I would use them up so quickly.”

She reflected on how indulgently she had lived over the past week.

“Ahem…! But it was such a strong stimulus.”

Though no one was in the room, her face turned red. 

Even she found her behavior embarrassing.

“Do I need to earn more now?”

Watching broadcasts without sponsorship wasn’t an issue. 

In fact, most people earned Labyrinth Coins simply by accumulating points from watching broadcasts without making any donations.

But Deus needed those coins.

Having grown accustomed to sponsoring streams, she couldn’t bear to go back to watching bland broadcasts without her contributions.

Deus gazed down at the believers who worshipped her.

Though she had told Alia that she didn’t need anything recently, as soon as her coins ran out, she was already considering asking for them again.

Normally, she would have taken the coins collected by the Crusader Guild and the Holy Knights who served her in Rudera.

“…Huh? Why is there nothing here?”

To her surprise, however, there were barely any coins left.

“So, that’s how it is.”

It was only then that Deus recalled Kenyon had left her side.

He had been her vanguard in Rudera, working tirelessly for her.

With him and the Holy Knights who followed him now under the GM’s faith, it was no wonder the Crusader Guild was no longer functioning properly.

Though Deus had yet to realize it, the Pope was also occupied with issues concerning the Holy Maiden, leaving him no time to appoint a successor to the Crusader Guild.

“What do I do now…?”

Deus was deep in thought.

With her coins depleted and no way to earn more, she was in a bind.

If this continued, not only would she be unable to enjoy broadcasts, but she wouldn’t be able to pay for her room in the hotel either. She could be evicted.

Perhaps it was time to ascend the Tower of the Labyrinth herself, using her divine powers.

But interfering in the middle world with her divine powers was forbidden.

Besides, there was no way she could earn enough Labyrinth Coins without using her powers…

As her eyes darted around the room, Deus’s gaze landed on the still-active broadcast screen.

“Broadcasting…”

A way to earn Labyrinth Coins without using divine powers.

“Yes.”

Deus nodded to herself, making up her mind.


Even the weakest of beings could amass a fortune in coins if they ran a successful broadcast.

And she had the advantage of having watched countless mortals from her divine position, so she knew exactly what viewers wanted.

“Alright… let’s see.”

Deus opened the community screen and began searching for instructions on how to start a broadcast.

The goddess who once stood atop the highest position on the continent was now beginning her journey anew, from the very bottom, as a clown.



 
  
    Chapter 67: Ttatta Deus


 “Has it finally stabilized to a certain degree?”

Albus could finally relax after confirming that the new broadcasting system in Rudera was well received by the players. 

This broadcasting feature, an extension of the roguelike content added after the dueling tournament, was of paramount importance to him. 

As the creator of Rudera, Albus was excited about the unique content that would emerge as the people of this world adapted to the broadcasts.

“Guide, please manage the broadcast system.”


	Yes, Master. Leave it to me.



With the guide’s reliable response, Albus logged out of Rudera. 

He had been locking himself in his room and immersing himself in Rudera for days, and he was exhausted. 

Now that the development and maintenance of the broadcasting system were complete, he was eager to enjoy watching the shows.

Albus took off his connection device and placed it beside him.

Soft breathing echoed nearby.

Turning his head, Albus saw Dua, lying next to him with the connection device on her head, fully immersed in Rudera. 

His daughter, who was thrilled when he introduced her to the roguelike content, was having the time of her life.

“Is it really that fun?”

He had created it for his own enjoyment, but if his daughter loved it, that was more than enough for him. 

Smiling like a proud father, Albus gently stroked her hair.

Beep.

Albus activated the transmitter and projected the list of broadcasts into the air.

“Let’s see.”

Although it had been less than a month since the broadcasts had launched, players from all over the continent had flocked to the system, spawning a multitude of unique shows. 

Given the diversity of races, cultures, and supernatural abilities on the continent, the growth of the broadcasting content had exceeded Albus’s wildest expectations.

“I thought it would take at least a year.”

He had expected it to take as long as Rudera’s growth, but fortunately, that wasn’t the case. 

Slowly, Albus began skimming through the top-ranking broadcasts.


	What a joke! You really think you can move Laous with such a measly donation?



When he clicked on the broadcast, an elf girl with a peculiar way of speaking appeared, extorting coins from her viewers. 

Her ability to extract donations was impressive, but her combat prowess in Rudera was just as remarkable. 

Her strength in battle, combined with her unique characteristics that appealed to certain audiences, explained her success.

“So it’s that elf from the tournament. Some people are already hiding their appearance while broadcasting, huh?”

Using his GM privileges, Albus checked the broadcaster’s status and was amazed by the emergence of virtual avatars.

To think that this kind of broadcast had already appeared. 

Perhaps the broadcasting environment would soon resemble that of Earth from his past life.

Albus switched off Laous’s broadcast and clicked on the next one.

“…!”

On the screen, a sensual woman with a nearly transparent, barely-there outfit twisted her body seductively. 

Her wings, tail, and horns marked her as a succubus, one of the demon races.


	Oh my, thank you for the 100 coins, [Raging Bull] brother!



As the donation poured in, a buff flowed into the succubus, causing her chest to swell slightly.


	Ah♥



As a result, her thin garment began to slip down.

“…A…a camgirl?”

Albus blinked in confusion at what he was witnessing. 

It seemed that the broadcast was using a third-person perspective rather than the usual first-person view, drawing viewers in with her body.

Ding!

Just as her clothing was about to fall, a new donation alert popped up.


	Ah! Thank you for the 100 coins, [Knight of Justice] brother!



The new buff caused her chest to shrink back to its original size, and the falling fabric securely covered her again.

“What… what are they doing?”

It finally dawned on Albus why this broadcast had climbed to the top ranks. 

No matter how alluring a succubus might be, it wasn’t enough to secure such a high ranking just through donations alone. 

But when you pit the viewers against each other, the story changes.

“So it’s a battle between those who want to enlarge her chest to strip her and those who want to shrink it to protect her?”

By creating a competition between lustful creatures and chivalrous “sweet bulls,” the broadcaster cleverly milked their coins. 

It was a method that reminded Albus of certain programs from his past life that had a similar structure.

“She’s got a sharp mind.”

Albus admired the succubus for coming up with such a broadcast idea from scratch.

“Of course, as a GM, I can’t allow this kind of broadcast.”


	The broadcast has been terminated.



With a twinge of regret, Albus took action and permanently shut down the succubus’s show. 

Having seen firsthand how dangerous it was to incite such desires and drag people down into the abyss, he couldn’t allow this kind of content to tarnish his broadcasting platform or Rudera.

“I’ll have to keep an eye on her, though.”

Succubus Anna. 

While she had tried to exploit inappropriate methods, Albus saw her as a talented individual.


	Thank you for the 1,000 coins, [Suspicious Prince]! …Yes? Ah! Understood.



The next broadcast Albus clicked on had a different vibe altogether.


	You want a statue of a tiger beastman with a thick mane? …Yes, yes! I can do that! I’ll make it right now!



The broadcaster, after reading the donation request, began to channel their magic, shaping something in the air.

“A statue?”

As the magic solidified, the shape became clearer, and it was as if the broadcaster was sculpting a statue out of thin air with magic.

“A sculpture stream, huh?”

The content of this broadcast was simple: the viewers sent in requests via donations, and the broadcaster used their magic to create sculptures based on those requests.

“This is pretty clever.”

Although the player had exceptional magic control, they didn’t seem to be able to utilize it effectively in combat. 

Yet they had ingeniously turned their skill into an art form for their broadcast. 

As a result, this sculpture stream was flooded with requests and donations.

“Creating content is a skill too… But why is everything so hairy?”

Albus noticed that the requests were oddly specific and focused on a certain niche.

After finishing the commission stream, Albus moved on to the next broadcast.

“This time, it’s a combat stream!”

The broadcast showed a woman gripping a staff. 

Albus was convinced he had finally found the kind of show he had been looking for.

What Albus originally envisioned was a broadcast where players overcame challenges and adversity through roguelike gameplay. 

It was a type of show that Albus himself enjoyed, and through Princess Rebecca’s example, he had learned that such human struggles could easily build divinity.

Filled with anticipation, Albus focused on the broadcast.

The woman had a serene appearance and exuded a composed atmosphere. 

From her demeanor, she appeared to be highly skilled.


	Uwaaaarrrgh!



A massive ogre burst through the trees in front of her, its size and strength overwhelming. 


Only a seasoned warrior could handle such a high-level monster, and any ordinary person would flee in terror.

“A cursed monster with no intelligence.”

The woman remained calm, closing her eyes and extending her staff.

Even though the ogre could easily crush her with a single blow, Albus couldn’t shake the feeling that the woman would emerge victorious. 

There was something mystical about her aura.

“Flame of the Sacred Light.”

Her staff emitted a mysterious glow, conjuring a small fireball before her. 

Unlike an ordinary fireball, this one gleamed with a golden light, exuding the power to incinerate the ogre entirely.

“Go.”

With a flick of her hand, the golden fireball shot towards the ogre.

Uwaaaargh!

The fireball struck the ogre squarely in the chest. 

It seemed like it would bore a large hole through the creature’s torso, but…

“It’s blocked?”

Uwaaaargh!

To Albus’s surprise, the ogre roared as the fireball failed to penetrate its thick hide, leaving only a small scorch mark before fizzling out.

Realizing that the woman couldn’t seriously harm it, the ogre lifted its massive club and charged at her. 

It had been cautious when it saw her using magic, but now it recognized that she was weak prey.

Today, it would feast on soft human flesh!

The ogre’s terrifying charge seemed unstoppable, but the woman, who had seemed so poised just moments ago, panicked and began to flee. 

However, her speed was no match for the charging ogre.

The ogre’s massive hand descended toward her, but by sheer luck, a thick branch blocked its strike. The woman narrowly escaped death.

Uwaaaargh!

Once again, the ogre swiped at her, but the trees along her path hindered its advance.

In its frustration, the ogre wildly swung its club, breaking the trees around it. 

Soon, the clearing was devoid of obstacles, and the ogre stood towering over the woman.

“Huff…”

The ogre sneered as it approached her slowly. 

The viewers in the chat were convinced that the woman would meet a gruesome end at the hands of the ogre.

Just then, a small golden ember from the earlier fireball fell onto a broken log.

Uwaaah?

Fwoosh.

The ember caught, spreading rapidly across the broken log and igniting the surrounding area.

Uwaaargh!

The ogre recoiled in surprise, but the fire spread too quickly. In no time, the golden flames surrounded the beast.

Uwaaarghhh!

Trapped within the fire, the ogre screamed in agony. 

Moments later, its charred body collapsed into a pile of ash.

“Phew. Is it finally down?”

The woman, who had been screaming in terror just moments ago, now wore a calm smile as she picked up her staff.

“This creature was no match for me, Eus. In the end, my victory was inevitable.”


	Is she always this lucky?

	She has no skill, but she keeps winning!

	Now I’m curious how far she’ll get with just luck ㅋㅋ

	Is a god directly blessing her?

	Is she one of the GM’s apostles?

	Us! She’s a goddess!



As soon as the woman’s victory was confirmed, the chat exploded with comments. 

The viewers all believed that she had won purely by luck. 

After all, they had seen her fail to inflict any real damage on the ogre and flee in terror at the sight of its charge.

“…They think that was luck?”

But Albus, having watched her closely, knew better. 

She wasn’t just some weakling relying on luck.

The woman had been orchestrating the entire battle from the start. 

The trees, the fire—everything had been under her control, guiding the ogre to its demise. 


Like a god bending the rules of the world, she had manipulated the environment to achieve her desired outcome.

“She’s a true god…”

Albus’s hands trembled.

The broadcaster who called herself Eus. 

She was disrupting the laws of Rudera, summoning the true master of the world.



 
  
    Chapter 68: Succubus Marfa (1)


The First Floor of the Labyrinth Tower

Village District

Luxurious Hotel

Suite Room Prepared for Deus

“Ah~ah. Today was fun too.”

Returning from the broadcast, Deus stretched and flung herself onto the massage chair.

“There are a mountain of amusing things in the world, but…”

She conjured an ice cream out of thin air and took a bite.

“Among them, the most entertaining is when a weak, powerless human, by sheer luck, defeats a strong opponent and feels a sense of catharsis.”

“Don’t you think?”

Though there was no one else in the room, Deus muttered as if asking someone nearby.

Bzzz

“How did you know?”

Albus revealed himself from what appeared to be thin air. 

Taking on the appearance of his alternate persona, Jean—a black-haired boy—he casually crossed his legs and sat back on the sofa.

“How did you know I would come, Divine Deus?”

“Hmph.”

Deus smiled seductively, her expression calm and composed.

…But inwardly, she was panicking.

“Who… Who is he? Could it be that the GM has sent an envoy?”

***

Somewhere in the Labyrinth Tower
– “The broadcast has been suspended.”

“What? Suspended?”

A succubus, her face filled with shock, pounded on the broadcast interface.

“No…!”

The broadcast, which had been proceeding smoothly, had abruptly been cut off. 

No matter what she tried, it wouldn’t restart. 

The screen remained dark despite all her efforts.

– “The broadcast on this account has been permanently suspended. Please check the community notice for details related to usage restrictions.”

Permanently banned.

Marfa, the succubus, realized that she could no longer stream. 

Her legs gave out from under her as she collapsed to the ground.

Thud

She had been so close. Just a little more and she could have saved enough to purchase the [New Miracle Water] from the labyrinth shop…

But now, her efforts had come to a dead stop, right before the finish line.

“Eris… What should I do now…?”

Tears began to well up in her large, round eyes.

***

The advent of Rudera and the [Day of Miracles] had been a historic moment.

On that day, the benevolent GM had bestowed [Miracle Water] upon every player in Rudera, saving countless sick and ailing souls. 

Those who had been bedridden, unable to find proper treatment, rose from their deathbeds after just a taste or touch of the miraculous water.

It was a true miracle. 

A divine act that would be remembered forever.

But there were those who even this miracle could not save.

[Miracle Water] could only cure a single debuff. 

Those who suffered from more than one affliction could only be healed of one, leaving the other illnesses still plaguing their bodies.

Many illnesses come with other diseases or complications, leaving countless sufferers bedridden despite experiencing the miracle. 

Marfa’s sister, Eris, was among those unfortunate cases.

The most common and deadly disease in the demon realm was the Black Demon Plague. 

Demons afflicted by this illness would see their skin rot and turn black. 

The disease also severely weakened the immune system, leaving Eris vulnerable to an even more dangerous condition: Erosion Disease.

The plague slowly ate away at her body, while the Erosion Disease, a rare illness with a 90% fatality rate, invaded her weakened body and began to consume her. 

To survive this disease, one needed to reconstruct their body and expel the dark energy within—something only the strongest demons could manage. 

But Eris was too weak to rebuild her body.

The [Miracle Water] had cured Eris of the Black Demon Plague, but the Erosion Disease continued to ravage her. 

She was dying, little by little, and no treatment could save her. 

As a weak succubus, Marfa could do nothing to help her sister. 

She had searched everywhere for a cure but found nothing. 

In the demon realm, where power determined status, there was little a weak succubus could do.

As Eris’s body grew darker with each passing day, Marfa heard news of a competition hosted by the GM within the Labyrinth Tower. 

The prize? The second [Miracle Water], known as [New Miracle Water]. 

Unlike the first, this new miracle could heal a second debuff, offering hope to those the first miracle had failed to save.

If she could obtain the [New Miracle Water], she could cure Eris’s Erosion Disease!

Though weak, Marfa was determined to do whatever it took to save her sister, her only remaining family.

She entered the competition, armed with her succubus abilities, but was quickly eliminated in the first round. 

She wasn’t naturally powerful, and she had never been properly trained by anyone other than her mother. 

She had no chance.

After the competition, the [New Miracle Water] was added to the labyrinth shop at a price far beyond her reach. 

Marfa hadn’t earned enough coins during her time in the Labyrinth Tower to even dream of affording it.

“Is there really no way? Is there no way to save Eris?”

Despair settled in as she realized that even if a miracle came one day, it wouldn’t be in time for her sister. 

Eris had only a little time left. Marfa needed a miracle now.

Then, the community notification appeared before her.

***

Marfa’s chance had come in the form of the broadcasting system.

By watching the broadcasts, players could earn coins. 

Desperate to save Eris, Marfa began streaming herself, relying on her succubus charms to lure in viewers and make money. 

Though inexperienced with men, she quickly attracted attention. Her broadcasts grew rapidly in popularity.

Her methods were unconventional, but they worked. 

By pitting her viewers against each other in competition for her affections, she amassed a large amount of coins in a short period of time. 

It was more money than she had ever seen in her life.


[New Miracle Water] was expensive, but Marfa was confident that she could earn enough to buy it through her broadcasts. 

She continued to stream, day and night, even as it took a heavy toll on her mental and emotional strength. 

But she pushed through, knowing that Eris was suffering far more.

“I’ll save you, my dear sister. No matter what it takes.”

But then, without warning…

– “The broadcast has been suspended.”

Her account had been banned.

She had been so close to reaching her goal, but now, it had all come crashing down.

“No… No, this can’t be happening…”

Without her broadcasts, there was no way for her to earn coins. 

Even if only a little was left, the price of the [New Miracle Water] was still beyond her reach. 

Climbing the tower or entering a roguelike wasn’t an option with her limited power.

“What should I do now…?!”

In her desperation, a reckless idea took hold.

“That’s it! Betting!”

There was still a chance. 

The betting system introduced by the GM during the tournament was still active on the 6th floor, where smaller-scale tournaments were being held.

Though Marfa had always avoided gambling, the dire situation and her sister’s impending death had pushed her to the edge.

She wagered everything she had on the current undefeated champion.

And lost it all.

The champion, with a 100% win rate, fell the moment she placed her bet.

“That’s… impossible…”

All her coins were gone. 

The broadcast was shut down. 

There was no way to earn money. 

And [New Miracle Water] remained far out of reach. 

Eris had little time left, and Marfa had nothing left to offer.

“What will happen to my Eris now…?”

Her only option now was to make Eris’s final moments as comfortable as possible.


***

When Marfa’s despair reached its peak, the room began to hum with energy.

A miracle had arrived.

“Player Marfa. The Master wishes to see you.”

Before her stood a messenger of salvation.



 
  
    Chapter 69: Succubus Marfa (2)


“How did you know I would come? The great god, Deus.”

A delicate boy sat leisurely, crossing one leg over the other. 

Outwardly, Deus seemed calm, but internally, she was in turmoil.

‘A disciple? A messenger? …Could it be… the actual GM himself?’

Judging by the overbearing attitude, the chances were high that the boy before him was indeed the GM. 

But why?

Had her minor tampering with Rudera’s system during a broadcast been discovered? 

Was the GM here to punish him as Rudera’s overseer and ruler?

“It seems that broadcast was indeed meant to summon me,” the boy said, rising as he noticed the relaxed expression on Deus’s face.

“……”

!!!

Deus felt her face flush with heat. 

Standing before her was none other than the true master of the world he adored so deeply—the GM.

In this mundane life, Deus had finally found something that excited her. 

It didn’t matter if the GM was male or female; to Deus, the GM had always been a figure of admiration.

But now…

‘Adorable!’

Deus could hardly believe how perfectly the GM matched his taste. 

Warm air escaped from Deus’s nostrils as her excitement grew. 

She had the overwhelming urge to embrace this cute, young god with her ample chest. 

But this was their first meeting. 

She had to keep her composure.

No matter how minor the GM might be, in front of him, Deus wanted to maintain the appearance of a dignified senior god.

“Heh.”

Deus forced himself to calm down, flashing a seductive smile.

“So, you’ve figured it out, GM. Yes, I know you oversee everything in this world. I thought you would notice the trick I used in that broadcast right away.”

She was the head deity of Deusism, the religion with the most followers on the continent. 

If there was one thing she prided herself on, it was her ability to present herself well.

“And, as I predicted, you came to meet me. Isn’t that right?”

Deus hadn’t expected the GM to come find her, but she lied smoothly without missing a beat.

“Is that what this is all about?” Albus mused, now certain of his suspicions.

The moment he saw Deus’s broadcast, Albus had called upon a guide to analyze it. 

This guide, capable of uncovering even the identities of Dragon Lords and Demon Kings, had determined that this mysterious broadcaster was the head deity of the continent, Deus.

Albus clutched his head, astounded. 

After all the surprises—Dragon Lords, Demon Kings, and now a god—he hadn’t expected such a powerful player to enter the game. 

What he couldn’t understand was why such a mighty deity would resort to clownish broadcasts.

Surely, she had a reason. 

Someone of her stature wouldn’t be doing this for a few coins.

Although the reason Deus had begun broadcasting was indeed to earn coins, Albus, having heard the guide’s analysis, was convinced there was a deeper motive.

Perhaps she was here to protest the growing number of defections from her faith, particularly after the Miracle Water incident and the recent rise in converts to the GM’s religion, like Canyon.

It seemed like a reasonable conclusion.

And so, Albus, tense with anxiety, had come to meet Deus in her hotel room, never imagining that the great deity before him cared nothing for her followers and was instead obsessed with the GM.

“It’s clear you summoned me as a way to warn me, didn’t you?” Albus asked.

Deus’s smile deepened.

Her delicate lips parted, and Albus, on high alert, had countless commands prepared in case she tried to start a fight.

But what came from her mouth was entirely unexpected.

“No? That’s not it.”

“…Not it?”

‘Alas! What do I do? She’s too cute!’

Deus struggled to suppress her desire to hug the adorable young god standing before her, going so far as to dig her nails into her palm to control herself. 

She felt like she was staring at a small, prickly creature that mistook her for a competitor.

“The reason I wanted to meet you,” she began, ‘I’m not your competitor, I’m your fan.’

Of course, she couldn’t say that out loud.

She wanted to remain the cool, senior god in front of the GM.

“I wanted to thank you.”

“Thank… me?”

Albus blinked in disbelief.

Deus nodded vigorously.

“Yes. You saved those I couldn’t properly protect—[Miracle Water]. I would have never been able to pull something like that off. I’m grateful to you.”

‘More than anything, for creating this paradise called Rudera.’

Her eyes were filled with affection as she gazed at Albus.

‘What… is this?’

Albus was utterly perplexed, as this reaction defied all of the guide’s analysis. 

The GM had stolen her followers, yet she was expressing gratitude?

‘Is she one of those benevolent gods who only cares that her followers are happy? Is she really that loving?’

In truth, Deus was nothing more than a goddess eager to devour the cute young god before her, but no guide could possibly analyze such irrational behavior.

“So, I’d like to give my adorable junior god a gift.”

“A g-gift? No, I think I’ll pass…”

Instinctively, Albus took a step back, a chill running down his spine. 

But he soon found his back against the hotel wall, with nowhere to retreat.

“A special gift from your senior god. Don’t refuse.”

Deus’s thick, luscious lips filled his vision.

Stunned, Albus found himself back in his domain, sitting dazed for a long time. 

The experience had been far too overwhelming.

Never had he imagined that the goddess would… do such a thing.

“Master, I have secured the player Marfa as you ordered,” came a report from the guide, snapping Albus back to reality.

“Marfa…? Oh!”

Only then did Albus remember the command he’d given the guide upon returning from his encounter with Deus: to bring in the succubus streamer from that Excel broadcast.

He had been planning to recruit her ever since the broadcast debuted less than a month ago. Her creativity marked her as a significant talent.


“Bring her to me.”

“Understood.”

Moments later, the guide reappeared in Albus’s domain, accompanied by a succubus.

“Bow before the creator of this world, the rightful ruler of Rudera,” the guide ordered.

“A-ah! Please forgive my impudence, great GM!” Marfa stammered.

Albus, sitting on his throne, could barely see her due to the blinding light that hid him from view. 

All she could do was assume that the GM was there.

“Rise,” Albus commanded.

The succubus hesitated, unsure if it was appropriate to get up in front of a god.

“The master said rise!” the guide snapped.

“Y-yes!”

With a jolt, Marfa leapt to her feet, her sizable chest jiggling with the movement.

‘So this is a succubus,’ Albus mused, his gaze drifting downward momentarily before he quickly corrected himself.

“I’ve seen your broadcasts.”

Leaning his head on one arm, Albus recalled the succubus’s Excel stream.

“The kind that overly engrosses viewers and encourages them to compete with one another by donating coins.”

Lewd content didn’t bother him, but manipulating viewers into unhealthy competition for donations was something he couldn’t allow.

“H-huh? T-that…”

The succubus fidgeted nervously, struggling to respond.

“You’ve abused my creation by twisting it for profit. How dare you.”

“Ha-haa…”

“Normally, I’d banish you from my world entirely. But your talents are too valuable to waste.”

Albus extended his hand, and a golden light enveloped the succubus.

“I hereby appoint you as my overseer.”

Ding!


– You have been granted a new job.

“…What?”

Marfa blinked, noticing a blue mark had appeared in her status window.

“You have received the master’s blessing. If you defy it, punishment will follow. But should you serve faithfully, you will receive great rewards,” the guide explained.

Though still fearful, Marfa realized this was her opportunity—a chance to save her beloved younger sister.



 
  
    Chapter 70: Second Miracle (1)


GM bestowed seven great miracles upon the continent, the first of which was the erasure of all diseases, later known as the Day of Miracles.

After Saint Marfa laid down everything and pleaded with the Lord, GM, in his mercy, shone his light upon the continent. This became the second miracle.

Marfa 1:1-3

***

‘If it’s him, he can save Eris.’

The god who brought miracles to the entire continent.

A once-in-a-lifetime chance had come to meet such a god in person.

With just a gesture from his hand, Eris would recover and be whole again.

‘But can I really do this?’

Marfa trembled with fear. 

She had been brought here because she had broadcasted false messages, disrupting GM’s intentions. 

She deserved punishment, yet the GM had forgiven her and even granted her power.

To ask him now to save her sister would be an outrageous overstep.

‘But Eris doesn’t have much time left.’

Most of Eris’ body had been blackened by dark magic. 

Except for a small portion of her face, everything was consumed. 

The end was near.

There was not enough time to accomplish GM’s will, reclaim the coins she had lost to betting, and prepare the New Miracle Spring.

‘It’s not a matter of can I do this.’

Marfa closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

Her beloved sister. 

She could sacrifice her own life if it meant saving her.

‘…I must.’

She opened her eyes wide, filled with firm resolve, hiding the trembling fear beneath her determined gaze.

“Almighty GM!”

“…?”

Marfa, still kneeling, raised her upper body slightly and shouted.

“Even after I have committed the sin of arrogantly trying to disrupt your great mercy, GM, and tarnishing it, you personally pardoned my sin and blessed me. Even if I were to die and be reborn a hundred times, I could never repay such grace.”

“…What is she doing?”

Albus, who had simply intended to offer her a managerial position because she seemed talented and had been unfairly punished for overly harsh competition rules, was baffled by Marfa’s sudden shift in demeanor.

“However, I have one request for you, GM.”

“A request?”

“Yes, my lord.”

‘A request? Come to think of it, no one has ever asked GM for anything directly before.’

In the past, in online games, players frequently called upon GMs to resolve bugs or disputes. 

But in this world, GM was perceived quite differently, so no one had ever made a direct request.

‘Well, I didn’t exactly include a request feature, anyway.’

Albus, curious about Marfa’s request, was about to ask when—

“How dare you!”

The guide intervened first.

“The person before you is the creator of Rudera, the almighty GM! He has pardoned your sin and granted you his mercy. Yet you are not satisfied and dare to make a request?”

Albus was slightly surprised by the guide’s reaction. 

Normally, she was an emotionless AI assistant who silently supported him. 

Now, however, she seemed almost… passionate as she scolded Marfa.

“H-how…”

The strong resolve Marfa had just shown vanished.

 She stood trembling before Albus.

‘…I’m scared. I want to run away, to beg for forgiveness. But… But…!’

Marfa bit her lip hard.

‘If I back down here… If I, as her sister, back down, who will protect Eris?’

The fear of losing her sister outweighed any fear she had of GM.

“I apologize for my greed, which makes me forget my place even after receiving GM’s grace. But please, just this once, hear my sister’s plight, O Almighty One.”

Blood trickled from Marfa’s bitten lip. 

She was prepared for any consequence, ready to sacrifice herself if it meant saving her sister.

“I only wish to speak of my sister.”

“I continued the broadcasts using wrongful means because of her dire condition.”

Albus sat quietly, listening to Marfa’s tragic story.

‘Guide.’

-Yes, master?

‘Is her story true?’

-Analyzing the past logs of Player Marfa and her presumed half-sister, Player Eris, the likelihood that her story is true is very high.

Albus continued his silent communication with the guide, inaudible to Marfa.

-Player Eris consumed the Miracle Spring item given on the Day of Miracles. This cured her initial dark magic disease but left her with the encroaching curse.

‘You calling it the Day of Miracles is a bit strange… Anyway, you’re saying her story checks out?’

Because she had two terminal illnesses, even drinking the Miracle Spring had left her at death’s door.

Albus remembered when he had distributed the Miracle Spring to all players after unlocking the Labyrinth Shop.

‘I didn’t do it to be a hero or to save the continent.’

He had simply disliked the idea of tragedies happening because of choices he didn’t make. 

It bothered him when people died because of actions he hadn’t taken.

‘I’m the one who placed a restriction on the Miracle Spring.’

He had done so because, given the influence this world had on reality, an unrestricted item could cause untold chaos. 

So, he had designed it to remove only a single debuff. But now this had happened.

Albus felt uneasy.

‘Because of my choices, people who could have been saved weren’t.’

If he hadn’t placed that restriction, perhaps more people could have been saved.

-That’s not true, master. If you hadn’t placed the restriction, there would have been those who abused your mercy. You made the right choice. Besides, that woman’s sister suffers from more than just two illnesses. Even if her curse was cured, she wouldn’t have lived for long due to the other diseases.

The guide tried to comfort him, but Albus barely heard her.

“It doesn’t matter what happens to me. I will accept any punishment you see fit, but please, save my sister…”

Marfa placed her hand over her heart as she pleaded. 


Her eyes glistened with tears.

Moved by her heartfelt plea, Albus rose from his seat.

“…Huh?”

The next moment, Albus was standing right in front of her.

Marfa looked up, startled, as the boy gently wiped away her tears.

“It must have been hard for you.”

“!!!!!”

At his words, all the tension in Marfa’s body melted away.

“Ahhh…!”

She collapsed into Albus’ arms, sobbing uncontrollably.

“This is blasphemy!”

The guide tried to pull Marfa away, but Albus stopped her with a raised hand.

The warmth in his voice was something Marfa had never felt before—not even in broadcasts filled with lustful creatures. 

Faced with a godlike figure she had feared, she had steeled herself for death. 

But now, in the arms of that god, comforted by his warmth, her emotions overflowed and she couldn’t hold back her tears any longer.

“It’s okay. You’ve done well.”

In Albus’ embrace, Marfa felt a peace that reminded her of the safety of a mother’s womb.

“…Done well?”

Albus felt a pang of discomfort. 

He had unintentionally ruined this woman’s livelihood, kidnapped her, and frightened her.

It felt as though he had accidentally gaslighted her.

“Bring your sister to Rudera.”

“…”

Still in his arms, Marfa looked up at Albus. 

They locked eyes, their closeness resembling that of lovers.

“This is blasphemy…!”

Overwhelmed by emotions, the guide bit down on her sleeve.

With a flash of holy light, the succubus girl was bathed in GM’s radiance. 

As Albus’ hand touched her, Eris’ darkened body returned to its natural state. 

The dark magic that had consumed her, along with all the resulting complications, disappeared.

“…Huh?”

Unaware of what had happened, Eris opened her eyes, feeling light for the first time.

“Eris!”

“Sister?”

Marfa, tears streaming down her face, hugged her beloved sister tightly.

“She was suffering from seven different illnesses, including the encroaching curse. Without GM’s infinite mercy, she never would have…”

The guide began to sing Albus’ praises, but Albus raised a hand to stop her.

“Today is a joyous day. Details don’t matter.”

“My lord…”

“Sister!”

“Eris!”

The sisters shared a tearful, joyful reunion.

Albus felt his own eyes grow misty without realizing it. 

But he wasn’t finished yet.

“Guide, prepare to make an announcement to the entire server.”

Albus, keeping his head bowed to hide his tears, turned and called to the guide.

If I can choose to save lives, I don’t want to miss that chance. 

Even if that choice brings chaos to the continent.

“What will you announce?”

The guide inquired.

What will I announce…?


They called the last event the Day of Miracles, didn’t they?

That’ll do.

“Miracle.”

Albus’ eyes gleamed with a brilliant light as he raised his head.

On that day, GM’s radiant second light shone across the entire continent.



 
  
    Chapter 71: Second Miracle (2)


Those afflicted by the stone disease and the dark plague, whose bodies had begun to decay, were healed.

The crippled stood up, and the blind regained their sight. 

It was all through the grace of GM, and they were saved by their faith in His word.

“This is all so sudden,”

The Demon Lord, Diana, opened the community notice board.

Title: Notice – GM’s Word
Author: Head Moderator

This is a message sent by GM. 

It feels reminiscent of the [Day of Miracles]. 

Diana was certain that this event she was recording would surpass that past event and become a monumental event in history.


	All players logged in at midnight today will be cured of their diseases.

	If you know someone who wishes to be healed, even if they are unconscious, place a VR device on their head and activate it.



Having written down the message from GM, the Demon Lord leaned back against her throne.

“He’s going to heal every player who’s logged in?”

According to the message from GM, everyone logged into Rudera at midnight would be healed of their diseases. 

No deity had ever accomplished such a feat before. 

If something like this were possible, there would be no suffering or death from illness on this continent.

“To think that he’s going to accomplish something even the gods with countless priests and saints couldn’t do… in a single day?”

Having just entered the initial stages of divinity, she could better grasp the scale of what GM was attempting. 

Even Deus or Alia, who commanded countless followers, would have to sacrifice all their divinity, perhaps even their existence, to achieve this. 

And even then, they would likely fail. 

If it were possible to save everyone from the continent’s diseases, someone would have done it already.

But GM, who had not spent long amassing divinity, was going to do it? 

It was impossible.

“But this is GM we’re talking about.”

GM had always accomplished the impossible. 

The [Day of Miracles], for instance, was an unprecedented event in the history of the continent.

For some reason, Diana felt that GM might actually pull this off.

“A task even the gods can’t achieve. Could you do it?”

She hovered her hand over the “Complete and Post” button.

If she posted this, it would set off an unstoppable chain of events. 

The entire continent, having witnessed GM’s past miracles, would rush to hear the news. 

They would expect GM to bring about a miracle of healing. 

Those suffering from incurable diseases, those too poor to afford treatment, they would all cling to hope.

If the miracle did not occur…

“GM’s faith and divinity, which he’s built up until now, would suffer irreparable damage.”

Click.

Ding.


	The post has been uploaded.



Diana thought about the storm that would follow but pressed the button anyway.

“But I believe in you.”

She had faith in GM.

“If you pull this off…”

Saving the entire continent, something no god had ever done. 

If GM succeeded, his position would become incomparable to anything before.

“What kind of world will unfold?”

Diana squirmed with excited anticipation.

– A notice has been posted!
– What’s happening this time?

The moment players received the notification of Diana’s post regarding GM’s message, they immediately checked the community notice board.

The Tower of the Labyrinth, the Duel Tournament, the broadcast, and even the Day of Miracles. Whenever GM conveyed something through the head moderator, it always signaled something major was about to happen, and they believed this time would be no different.

– Healing?
– He’s going to cure our diseases?
– Do we just need to log into Rudera?

The players were confused as they read the head moderator’s post.

Did it mean that simply logging into Rudera at a specific time would cure all their ailments? 

It seemed that way from the context, but it was hard to believe.

– Of course, it means GM will cure all our diseases.
– Do you not believe in GM? He is a god! A god who can achieve anything!

Some accepted the message at face value, believing that GM would heal all the players’ diseases.

– How can you believe that!


If that were possible, there wouldn’t be any diseases left on the continent. 

Are you out of your mind?

– Even if it’s possible, there’s no way he would do it for free. We haven’t offered anything in return.

Many people couldn’t believe it. 

The idea that they could be cured of their ailments just by being in Rudera without offering anything in return was too incredible.

– At least we have nothing to lose!
– This is a test of our faith. GM is testing whether we are worthy of following His word.

Nevertheless, players dragged their sick acquaintances to put on VR devices. 

If logging into Rudera was all it took, then they were willing to give it a try.

If that alone could save them from their illnesses…

Those suffering from incurable diseases or who couldn’t afford treatment entered Rudera, clutching at straws, and waited for the appointed time.

Tick, tock.

Time passed as all the players watched. 

Some still doubted GM and hadn’t logged in, but most had logged in, albeit skeptically, and waited for the designated time.

Tick.

And then, the time finally came.


	A special blessing from GM is bestowed upon all players currently logged in.



Fwoooosh.

A radiant beam of light shot down from the heavens to the earth.

“Whoa!”

The beam enveloped a beastman who had been kneeling in prayer, hands clasped tightly.

He stood up in surprise.

“…Huh?”

But he was even more astonished when he realized his once-paralyzed left leg, injured in a past battle, was now moving freely. 

He immediately understood.

The light was GM’s blessing.

Through this blessing, he had been completely healed.

“Oh, my great Lord!”


He immediately dropped to his knees and cried out.

Whoosh.

Countless beams of light followed, enveloping the watching players.

“It’s so warm…”

“The Lord’s touch!”

Those engulfed in the light felt warmth, a love akin to the embrace of a mother from childhood.

“My eyes! I can see!”

Someone born blind opened their eyes.

“The pain that used to constrict my chest is gone!”

Another, who had been suffering from a weak heart since childhood, was now whole.

“The curse that covered my skin…”

A person who had been awaiting death from a consuming disease regained their clear skin.

Their diseases had carried over from reality into the virtual world of Rudera, where the disease remained because Rudera operated on illusion magic. 

But now, after being healed in Rudera, they were also cured in reality.

Diseases that priests couldn’t heal. 

Ailments that even saints could only cure once in a lifetime through a [miracle]. 

All those people were now completely healed. 

They would no longer suffer from their illnesses.

“…This is…”

“Father! Father! Can you see me!? Oh, God!”

“…Mother?”

“Oh my God! Hans! You’ve come back! You’ve really come back!”

Those who had collapsed from illness and couldn’t open their eyes awakened the moment the light of salvation reached them in Rudera. 

All those who had been preparing to say their final goodbyes to their families experienced a miracle.

“Thank goodness.”

Albus, watching the scene, let out a sigh of relief. 

He had undertaken this action due to an uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach. 

Knowing the impact his actions could have, he didn’t want to have any regrets, so he went ahead with it. 

The situation had escalated beyond what he had imagined, leaving him quite tense.

There was no guarantee that this healing [miracle] would have an impact on reality, so had he acted too hastily?

Even though he confirmed that Eris, the succubus who was Marfa’s younger sister, was fully healed in reality, the entire continent might not be the same.

Fortunately, the [Healing Protocol] he activated for all players logged in worked correctly in reality. 

All those who chose to log in through faith experienced a [miracle].

“Well done, Dad.”

Dua, perched on Albus’s shoulders, patted his head.

“Dua will praise you.”

“Haha, thank you.”

Albus closed his eyes, feeling the soft touch of Dua’s hands.


	Thank you, Lord!

	Almighty GM! We praise you!

	Thank you for saving my mother!

	I will serve you forever. I promise to repay the grace you’ve shown by saving my child!



Voices of gratitude echoed around.

People who might have died from their illnesses had they not made this choice. 

Those who had been suffering due to disabilities they couldn’t afford to heal.

All of them had received proper healing.

This choice might lead to significant repercussions later. 

But even if that happened, I won’t regret this decision.

Of all the choices I’ve made since creating Rudera, this feels like the best one.


Heaven.

Bam!

A lavishly decorated desk shattered under the divine punch.

“So this is how you want to play…”

Alia, the god of the Divine Kingdom, twisted her face in fury.



 
  
    Chapter 72: Second Miracle (3)


A Little While Ago

The Holy Kingdom

National Holy Treatment Center

One of the Apostles of Alia, Apostle Radan, poured all his holy power into the patient lying in front of him.

A disease where the body rapidly petrifies, turning into stone, leading inevitably to death. Even with treatment from a high priest or a saint, the chances of survival were extremely low—a most dreadful disease.

And this man, receiving treatment from Radan, was no exception.

“Wake up….”

Sweat poured down his face as he infused more holy power, but the man showed no signs of opening his eyes.

“Wake up already…!”

The man lay motionless, like a corpse. At a glance, one might think he was already dead.

“…Such a pity,” murmured a priestess who had been assisting him, wiping his sweat.

“What is so pitiable?” 

Radan, focused on his treatment, asked with a sense of curiosity.

The priestess picked up the patient’s personal records that lay nearby. “This patient has been married for just a year. He’s a newlywed.”

“A newlywed, huh.”

Less than a year into what should have been the happiest time of his life, after reaching the blessing known as marriage, this man faced death, struck down by the accursed disease.

“So what does that matter?”

Radan didn’t find this patient particularly pitiful.

“There are many cases far more tragic. You’ve seen them, too, haven’t you?”

This National Holy Treatment Center, which Radan oversaw, was the frontline for treating the common people of the Holy Kingdom.

He had encountered many patients whose circumstances were far more tragic than the man before him.

And most of them did not survive.

‘No matter how great the holy power of Alia that accompanies me, there is a limit to the lives I can save.’

Though he had spent a long time trying to save this patient, even if his treatment failed and the man died, even if his young wife became a widow, Radan would not feel sorrow.

He would soon forget about it, for even more tragic cases would continue to pour in.

“But there’s more… Just yesterday, this patient’s wife gave birth.”

“…?”

The flow of holy power, which was flowing from Radan’s hands into the patient’s body, briefly faltered.

“A child… was born?”

Could she have given birth alone, even as her husband lay on the brink of death from this petrifying disease?

“A healthy daughter, they say. The patient himself is unaware of it, though…”

Radan felt a knot form somewhere deep in his chest.

“…Get up!”

With a sudden burst, he released a dense concentration of holy power into the patient.

“I, Radan, Apostle of Alia, command you to rise from your bed!”

He was now biting his lip so hard it began to bleed.

“You must rise and see your daughter! Watch her grow and see who she marries, isn’t that what you want?”

“S-Sir Apostle! Your lip…!”

The priestess hastily wiped the blood from Radan’s lips with a cloth, but she couldn’t bring herself to heal the wound, fearing it might interfere with his treatment.

Then—

A twitch.

“…!”

The body of the man, which had been still, moved.

“Yes! That’s it! Rise!”

Radan continued pouring holy power into the man for a long time. He had hope that the man would soon open his eyes.

But…

“…”

Even after a long while, the man showed no signs of awakening.

“Sir Apostle… perhaps it’s time to let go.”

“You have done all you can. This man is beyond saving…”

The priests who had been watching his desperate treatment came to urge him to stop.

The man’s revival seemed hopeless.

With a heavy thud, Radan slumped into a chair, his eyes vacant.

‘My treatment is the last hope in the Holy Kingdom. If I cannot save this man, his life will simply end.’

Other priests would pass their most severe patients to a higher priest if they could not save them.

But when he, the Apostle at the pinnacle of the priesthood, gave up on a patient, there was no further recourse.

“I…”

Radan could not bring himself to declare the end of the treatment.

“Sir Apostle!”

At that moment, a young priest burst into the treatment center, holding a device in his hands.

“I have found a way!”

All the priests’ eyes turned toward the young priest.

“…A way?”

Radan, who had been hanging his head low, lifted it slightly.

“Are you saying there is a way?”

“Yes!”

The priest presented the device he was holding to Radan.

“…Rudera’s Connection Device?”

Even Radan, busy with his duties, had heard about Rudera, the hottest topic on the continent.

“At midnight today, in about ten minutes from now, Rudera’s GM will personally heal those who are connected to Rudera!”

“GM will provide healing…”

Radan stared blankly at the device.

“Do you have any sense left in you? You’re blessed by Alia, and now you want to believe in some strange god?”

The head priestess scolded the young priest.

“But this patient has no other options! If we can save him, shouldn’t we try anything?”

“Such decisions rest with Alia! Relying on the gods of heretics is itself a heresy and an act of apostasy!”

As the priests’ argument grew heated—

“Let’s try it.”

Radan, still holding the device, muttered quietly.


“…What?”

“Yes, Sir Radan!”

He slowly approached and placed the connection device on the patient’s head, activating it.

A soft hum filled the air as the unconscious patient began to connect to Rudera.

Radan gazed blankly at the patient.

This was a choice he would never have made under normal circumstances.

He had devoted his entire life to Alia, healing patients with her holy power. 

Even if he had to give up on a patient, he would never have turned to another god.

And yet, Radan had made the choice to use the device, as if grasping at straws.

Even if it meant becoming an apostate, he desperately wanted to save the patient before him.

‘On what they called the [Day of Miracles], I heard many were healed by the benevolence of the GM.’

On that day, when those with Rudera’s potions were cured, many of Radan’s patients also recovered.

‘Maybe, just maybe, it could happen again.’

After a brief wait, the time announced by the GM arrived.

“This is unbelievable!”

“It’s a miracle!”

“Oh, Alia!”

The petrified traces on the man’s body began to dissolve, revealing healthy skin beneath.

It wasn’t forcibly melting the stone skin away.

It was restoring the corrupted skin back to its original state and allowing new flesh to grow.

‘A true miracle… one even an Apostle cannot achieve.’

Even Radan, who had healed countless patients, found this sight hard to believe.

The light of the GM had indeed brought true healing.

The priests present cried out the name of their god, Alia, but they all knew the truth.

The one who had brought forth this miracle was not their god, but the GM.

The Next Day

Radan sat in his chair, staring blankly at the sky.

When the man suffering from the petrifying disease was healed, not only him but everyone who had connected to Rudera was cured.

Unlike the paltry treatments he had provided, they had been freed from all diseases and disabilities.

‘What have I been doing all this time?’

Radan clenched and unclenched his hands repeatedly.

‘My Alia has never performed such a healing.’

He had dedicated his life to her, risen to the position of Apostle, and tirelessly worked to save those who believed in her.

‘But so many I could not save.’

Many patients had survived thanks to his healing, but just as many, if not more, had died despite his best efforts.

Despite being chosen by an almighty god, he could not save them all.

Yet the GM had brought salvation to the entire continent.

He saved everyone who believed in him and entered Rudera.

Unlike Alia, his god.

Those who believed in the GM and connected to Rudera were all healed, while those who did not remain afflicted by their ailments.

Many of Alia’s devout followers did not connect and thus did not experience the miracle.

Could Alia, whom he had worshiped all his life, truly be the answer?

Might there be another answer?

‘If so…’

With a rustling sound,

‘I will find that answer.’

Determined, Radan picked up the connection device.

“Forgive your unworthy servant, Alia.”

With a hum, the device activated.

Once the most devout servant of Alia, Apostle Radan.

He threw himself into the realm of the heretics’ god, the GM.

And then…


As he wandered through Rudera, searching for answers to his faith,

“It’s good to see you, Kenyon.”

“I go by Canyon now. It’s been a long time since we met in person.”

He met a kindred spirit on the fifth floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.

Someone who had also questioned the god they once served.



 
  
    Chapter 73: Second Miracle (4)


“I had some expectations, but… this is beyond imagination.”

Deus sat in a massage chair, trembling with awe. 

A cute and talented junior god. 

Through contact with the mucosa, he had passed on a portion of his own divinity to him, as a reward for enjoying the amusing gift of Rudera, and in hopes that he would grow into a more magnificent god.

!!!

Though he was confident that, considering GM’s talents and potential, he would soon surpass her to become a mighty god…

“But so soon…”

Deus smiled faintly. 

All those who were connected to Rudera across the continent had been healed—instantly, without any side effects. 

Even she couldn’t foresee the repercussions this event would bring.

There was hardly anyone who had not suffered from some illness, or who did not have a family member who was ill.

The entire continent would worship GM.

“Should I serve him now?”

Deus chuckled, eagerly looking forward to the day when he would meet GM, who would grow into a full-fledged god.

Meanwhile, the saint and the pope, connected to Rudera, silently watched the miracle unfold. 

The pope, who had witnessed countless events over his many years, found the sight before him more shocking than any other. 

It was like a scene from a myth, incomparable to any crude miracles of previous saints.

“Eclesia…” The pope’s voice trembled as he spoke. 

But even Saint Eclesia could not believe what her eyes were witnessing.

The evil god GM. 

In the previous world, he had slowly invaded the hearts of the continent’s people with numerous miracles. 

But they were nothing like this. 

At best, they were mere tricks, things barely worthy of being called miracles—like hastily healing a broken arm.

“Healing everyone’s illnesses… This is…!”

It was a feat that not even Deus, whom she believed in and followed, could achieve. 

It was true [salvation] itself. She felt dizzy with confusion.

‘GM’s goal must be to win over the hearts of the people and gradually erode this continent, right?’

Such a miracle wasn’t necessary to accomplish that. 

To cause a miracle like this… It was not an act of malice but… perhaps…

‘A divine being. A true savior?’

Her pupils shook with turmoil. 

The Sword Emperor, who had been watching the broadcast and inputting instructions, was enveloped in light.

Standing in the center of a pillar of light, the Sword Emperor raised a hand to his face, where an eye patch covered one of his eyes—a lost eye from countless battles and conflicts in the past. 

Though many of his wounds had been healed to some extent, this eye, damaged too severely and repeatedly, had never been fully restored.

Yet…

A soft sensation.

“Could this really be…?”

The Sword Emperor removed the eye patch and brought his hand to where there should have been an empty socket, feeling an unfamiliar sensation.

He had regained his lost eye.

“GM… who are you, really…?”

The thought that gods were only for the weak to lean on began to crack in his mind.

[The Day of Miracles]

It was the day the Labyrinth Shop opened, and GM distributed the [Spring of Miracles] to everyone. With the advent of a new miracle, the day’s name changed.

[The First Miracle Day]

It was a distinction from the subsequent [Miracle of Healing].

[The Second Miracle Day]

This referred to the day when all who had followed GM’s words across the continent were healed.

There would be no one to obstruct the path of those who believe in the almighty GM!

After the [Second Miracle Day], the faith in GM expanded explosively.

There had been numerous events—Rudera, the [First Miracle Day], the Duel Tournament, the apostles, and even the broadcast—but until now, not many people had abandoned their existing faith to convert to GM.

Conversion itself is never easy, and moreover, GM did not have a nation established for worship, like the Sacred Kingdom of Deus or the Holy Kingdom of Alia.

The followers of GM’s faith were primarily among those who had no prior faith, like the Beastmen. 

However, even they had only been worshiping GM for a few months. 

They lacked the experience of spreading their religion over a long period, like the Sacred Kingdom or the Holy Kingdom.

Princess Rebecca, who had recently been recognized by all the Beastmen through the Duel Tournament, was organizing them and creating a system. 

Amidst all this, the people of the continent directly witnessed and experienced a miracle.

If the previous miracles were achieved through items, making it feel like GM had opened his treasure vault, this time, a pillar of light descended from the sky to grant healing.

“I, too, will be GM’s servant! I must repay my debt of salvation to the Lord!”

“Where do I go to convert to a follower of GM?”

“What must I do to become an apostle of GM?”

Princess Rebecca found herself suddenly overwhelmed by this unexpected boom in followers.

Already with a lot on her plate, the influx of new believers was becoming too much for her to handle.

‘Through this miracle, my lord will gradually rise to become the greatest god of the continent.’

The greatness of my GM, which only I knew, has been revealed and acknowledged by the world. 

As his servant, she should have been delighted, but a corner of her heart felt discontent.

‘He is mine alone. I am the only true servant and apostle of his. Who are you people to claim him?’

Her face twisted like that of a demon.

“Your Highness.”

“…?”

When she turned around, Brigand, with a worried expression, was standing behind her.

“You’re working too hard.”

After the Duel Tournament, the broadcast, and now reorganizing GM’s followers, he was concerned about the Princess who hadn’t stopped working.

“No matter how much it is for GM, if you overdo it, you will ruin everything. You need to rest a little.”

The Beast King believed she needed rest.

“…No.”

Rebecca closed her eyes briefly, then opened them again.

“I am his only apostle. Only I can understand him. Only I can follow his command. How could I rest?”

“…”

The princess, who once used honorifics with him, had grown cold. 


Though the Beast King wasn’t particularly concerned with such titles, he could see that something about her had completely changed.

“Only I am GM’s ruler. Only I am…”

Elsewhere, Grand Dragon Carthesia watched the Day of Miracles in speechless awe.

Albus, surely, was human. 

She had seen him since he was a child, having abducted him and taught him everything from magic, transforming this crude Rudera into what it is now.

She had always thought of Albus as human. 

Even when hearing news that a new god, Duamutep, had been born through Rudera, she dismissed it as the rise of a minor god—a common enough occurrence.

But…

“This is a whole different level.”

The miracle of healing that covered the entire continent. 

The salvation of all the sick. 

This was not something that could be so easily dismissed.

“Albus… Are you really becoming a god…?”

This could not be explained unless he truly was a god.

On the fourth floor of the Labyrinth Tower, the former Empress Lea, who had led the Empire to its peak, had achieved a partial resurrection within Rudera by preserving her soul, but as a spirit, she could not leave the fourth layer of the Labyrinth.

She had thought…

“So warm…”

Within the pillar of healing light, a warm glow enveloped the Empress.

With her eyes closed, she felt the [Healing Protocol] flow through her entire being.

“This is the light my darling has sent to me.”

Within her, the ripples of enlightenment stirred, born of divine light, ascending to another dimension.

Even though the [Healing Protocol] could heal all illnesses and disabilities, it could not restore what was already dead, so it did not fully revert her spiritual state.

“This is the light to tell me.”

However, through experiencing the power of healing, the Empress awakened to the divinity of healing.

“A hug… from my darling.”


She felt a warmth through the pillar of light. 

Surely, this was a gift from her darling, meant to save her, trapped in this world. 

The healing divinity condensed within her, and soon, flesh began to regenerate, not as a spirit, but as a body.

“Just wait a little longer. I will come to see you soon, my sweet darling.”

The Empress, who had died without ever meeting her match, had resurrected and, after being separated from her ideal partner, had begun to reconstruct her physical form while trapped.



 
  
    Chapter 74: Saint Marfa


Somewhere in Rudera

“Then, as you said… is it my job to manage that broadcast?”

The succubus, Marfa, cautiously wiggled her fingers as she asked the guide. 

The GM’s messenger, who initially seemed stern and intimidating, now had her cheeks puffed up in a slightly pouty manner. 

Marfa found her more adorable than frightening.

“That’s correct, Player Marfa. The GM has entrusted you with managing the broadcast system. You are to monitor all broadcasts conducted by other players, halt any problematic ones, and report them. Here is the suspension manual drafted by the Master’s command.”

The guide pulled out a document from her sleeve and handed it to Marfa.

“This is…”

Marfa received the document. 

It contained a guide to managing and monitoring broadcasts, along with a list of inappropriate broadcasts that should be suspended.

“A command from the Master…”

Marfa carefully placed the document down and bowed deeply, offering a reverent salute.

It was a solemn act of worship to the GM.

“A sinner who has committed a great crime against the Master. Yet, the Master personally pardoned that sin and even entrusted me with an important task.”

She was a being directly acknowledged by the GM, and her attitude toward the Master was most commendable.

At first, the guide didn’t think much of her, but she began to find her endearing.

“If you have any questions in the future, feel free to contact me anytime. It is my duty to ensure that the task the Master has assigned to you is progressing well.”

“Yes! Thank you, GM’s messenger!”

‘Maybe this won’t be so bad.’

With a soft hum, the guide departed through a warp, leaving Marfa bowing her head behind.

“Phew… The Master has entrusted me with a job.”

When the broadcast was suspended and she lost all her coins due to betting, she thought she had lost Eris forever. 

She almost lost the sole meaning of her life, but…

“Thanks to His mercy, our Eris has been saved.”

She had received a great gift incomparable to her own worth. 

Even if she served Him for a lifetime, she would never fully repay that debt.

“No matter what it takes, I must satisfy Him! I’ll do my best! Go, Marfa, you can do it! Go, go!”

With both hands, she slapped her cheeks and carefully picked up the document.

***

[Several Days After the Second Day of Miracles]

Title: Have You Heard About the GM Appointing a New Broadcast Manager?

Content: So, you know that new broadcast the GM just created?

I think a lot of people will use it because there are so many entertaining shows and useful information.

But what if weird broadcasts start popping up?

You know, like those disgusting or cruel pictures that are nauseating to look at.

If that kind of thing is shown in real-time on a broadcast, it would be truly horrible.

So, I was wondering how the GM would handle it, and it seems they’ve appointed a manager for broadcasts, like the head moderator of a community.

This manager appears in various broadcasts. You should go check them out.

Unlike the head moderator, they’re actually really cute.

Comments:


	“Is the GM your friend? Use honorifics when you speak! From now on, any attack on the head moderator is considered an attack on me!”

	“Is it a wild animal or something? You’re saying they ‘appear’?”

	“Seeing granny’s groin or a huge pile of dung live on the broadcast? The broadcast was really dangerous.”
└ “It’s okay now. Since there’s a manager, there won’t be any more terror attacks.”

	“I also saw the manager while watching Laous’ broadcast recently. They were so cute! Just by their way of speaking, you could mistake them for an academy girl!”
└ “Sure, the way they talk is cute, but I doubt there’s a girl behind it. All the people who use cute speech in the community are hairy old men, you know?”
ㄴㄴ “Furries?”
ㄴㄴㄴ “No, not furries, I mean those dark-skinned old guys. The head mod also talks cute, but there’s probably a wrinkled old man inside. All priests are like that, right? So, since the GM’s manager is also likely an old man.”
ㄴㄴㄴㄴ “Head mod: Everything above here is fake.”
ㄴㄴㄴㄴㄴ “I apologize, Head Mod! I spoke rashly! (This comment has been deleted.)”



Marfa, who was appointed to the general manager position of the broadcast by Albus, was seen by many players banning over-the-line viewers or suspending dangerous broadcasts across various broadcasts.

At first, viewers were confused about who she was, but as they watched her manage the broadcasts, they realized she had been appointed by the GM to be the broadcast manager.

All that was known about her was that she had been granted authority directly by the GM and that there was a blue badge next to her name, but she quickly became a superstar in the broadcasting world.

***

Broadcast of Laous

(Deleted Chat)


	“Blue Badge: [Dohwang], you’ve received two warnings. If you post malicious comments again, your account will be permanently suspended.”

	“Blue Badge! You also like Laous’ broadcast!”

	“Blue Badge: Huh? No, I just heard there were many malicious viewers here, so I came to check.”

	“Blue Badge! Show us your chest!”

	“Blue Badge: Eh? My chest? How… but if I show it, I might get scolded by the GM…”

	“What cup size are you?”

	“Blue Badge: Cup? If you’re asking about my bra, it’s J-cup… Ah! That’s based on the demon realm standards!”

	“Blue Badge! Blue Badge! Blue Badge!”

	“Blue Badge: Everyone, this is Laous’ broadcast! Please focus on the show!”



Despite being an absolute authority in the broadcast, she often showed a cute, clumsy side as a novice manager.

While she was a special existence who had gained power from meeting the GM directly, she was awkward in everything she did.

Whenever asked questions, she tried to answer everything without withholding any information.

The community manager, Head Mod, used a cute tone but never actually showed any cute behavior. 

Instead, he was more like a cold and dignified ruler.

Moreover, the Head Mod never talked about himself, but the Blue Badge often answered most questions, excluding only the essential personal details.

In contrast to the Head Mod, the Blue Badge, Marfa, became extremely popular among the broadcast viewers.

Whenever the manager appeared in the chat room, the viewers went wild talking about her.

At first, the broadcasters weren’t too pleased that the attention was focused on her rather than their shows, but seeing the flood of viewers that her presence brought in, both viewers and broadcasters started worshipping the Blue Badge.


	“Do you believe that? What? J-cup? And demon realm standards? Did you know that cup sizes in the demon realm are a notch or two stricter than on the continent? A J-cup by their standards would be in the top 1% size! She might not even be a woman!”



Since she had never revealed her face or gender, some doubted her stories.


	“The GM would never appoint a liar as his deputy! Everything she says is true!”

	“My 20 years as a lifelong bachelor tell me! That cuteness can only come from a pure academy girl!”

	“Who talks like that and isn’t a girl? …Actually, it’s even better ♥”

	“I want to see Blue Badge!”



For various reasons, Marfa’s popularity continued to rise day by day.

One day, as she was becoming an idol in the broadcasting world:


	“Blue Badge! Blue Badge! Do you know why the GM bestowed the miracle?”



A viewer casually asked a question, like on any other day.


	“Blue Badge: Oh? A miracle? Ah… There’s a bit of a complex reason behind it.”



And as she usually did, she answered.


	“So, the GM who healed my sister also went on to shine the light of healing on all players!”



That response turned her into a superstar beyond broadcasts, making her a continental superstar.

‘Hehe. With this, everyone should know about the GM’s compassion and his vast, profound love, right?’

To spread the greatness of the GM, who saved her and Eris, she told the story of how the GM saved Eris and later brought about [The Day of Miracles].

Though her answer was out of pure reverence for the GM…


	“Did Blue Badge request the GM to perform the [Miracle]?”

	“Is it true? The [Day of Miracles] happened because of Blue Badge?”



The viewers misunderstood her story.

A poor girl who approached the GM to save her dying sister.

She offered herself as a sacrifice and prayed for salvation.

Hearing the girl’s earnest plea, the benevolent god, the GM, did not judge her for her blasphemous sins but granted her request and bestowed [The Miracle] upon the continent.

Later, she became the manager of the broadcasts by the GM’s command.

This was the story that viewers, through misunderstanding, had pieced together.


	“Blue Badge, thank you! Because of you, my father was able to survive!”

	“Without you, Blue Badge, my wife would have died by now! Thank you so much!”

	“Blue Badge: No, everyone! I didn’t do anything! Please thank the GM! Phew!”



She realized something had gone wrong and tried to correct it.


Title: The Truth Behind [The Day of Miracles]

Title: There Was a Saint’s Sacrifice Behind the Salvation.

The misunderstanding spread rapidly through the community.

“Hoaaang!”

Marfa had suddenly become the saint of the GM who had saved the continent.



 
  
    Chapter 75: Menhera


Monitor Room Managing Rudera

“…Huh?”

A sound of bewilderment escaped from Albus, who was sitting comfortably in his chair, checking the condition of Rudera.

“What is this…?”

The monitor in front of him visualized and displayed in real-time the divine energy flowing into him, using a chart that looked like the candlestick charts of stocks or cryptocurrencies from a past life. 

As a long, thick red bar shot up on the chart, Albus unknowingly let out a small sigh.

“…Did something happen again without me knowing?”

Since the [Second Day of Miracles], the faith in GM had solidified and a massive amount of divine energy had flowed into him.

However, the amount he could actually use hadn’t increased significantly compared to before. 

To measure this properly, he had set up a divine energy measurement and quantification device with the help of Dua and the Guide.

Thanks to this, Albus had realized that the divine energy flowing into him had suddenly begun to swell.

Ding.

A community screen popped up in front of Albus.

“…GM’s…Saint?”

Scrolling through the community, Albus checked the popular posts he hadn’t seen before and quickly grasped what had happened.

“Did they mistake Marfa for a saint I appointed myself?”

A holy woman who directly pleaded with the gods, offering everything to them and bringing divine salvation to the continent. 

As rumors about the birth of this saint and the divine narrative spread, a solid myth began to form, and the faith in GM grew even stronger.

“…It might not be entirely wrong.”

Leaning back in his chair, Albus continued to read through the community posts.

If it hadn’t been for Marfa, he wouldn’t have even thought about bringing down the [Miracle]. 

Moreover, it was true that he had appointed her as a broadcast manager, so it wasn’t exactly a lie to say she was chosen by the gods.

“Saint… That could work.”

Tap, tap, tap.

Albus manipulated the command window and created a new class.

[Saint of GM]

After the Apostle, a Saint.

It was a new case where public perception, rather than Albus’s intention, had manifested into reality.

“…But, does that mean both administrators are demons?”

He hadn’t thought about having a quota for races or anything, but he felt strangely uncomfortable, as if he were favoring demons for no particular reason.

***

A pitch-black space filled with dark energy where not even an inch ahead could be seen.

“So, it’s a succubus this time, is it?”

A young girl with an alluring appearance sat elegantly on a majestic throne, crossing her legs clad in fishnet stockings. 

Her hair, heavily coated with dark mascara, was tied in twin tails. 

Beneath her dress, adorned with ribbons and a choker, were platform shoes.

At a glance, she appeared to be a smooth-skinned woman in her late teens or early twenties, but her surroundings were thick with demonic energy.

“Hm…”

Her long, glimmering black nails tapped against the armrest of the throne.

“Is it that some memories of a past life are being revived, even just a little?”

The demon god, Menhera, looked displeased as she watched the ceremony appointing Marfa as a saint.

First, Albus had appointed Diana, the Demon Lord, as a community manager. 

Now, he had appointed a succubus as a saint. Aside from the Apostle, Rebecca, all of his key subordinates were demons. 

It was as if he had an obsession with demons.

“Despite being born as a human child, he has an unusual affinity for demons. It must be that some memories of his past life as my daughter are returning.”

Menhera had been watching Albus ever since he created Rudera and caused its rapid growth. 

She saw him as a potential threat to her grand plan, which had been in the making for thousands of years.

After seeing him appoint the Demon Lord as a key subordinate, she had begun to wonder.

And when she saw his form as the most beautiful demon boy possible, ‘Jean,’ she became convinced that Albus was the reincarnation of her child.

***

Thousands of years ago, Menhera, a god born from dark energy, created the demon race by molding that energy, in hopes of creating a being that resembled herself. 

It was to alleviate the loneliness she felt while dwelling alone in the cosmic void for eternity. 

Under her care, the demons flourished in the Demon Realm.

“No… This isn’t right.”

But they were far from satisfying her. 

The gap was too vast, and Menhera began longing for a true companion.

This time, she resolved to create a proper partner. 

She gathered and condensed dark energy for ten thousand years, creating a new being inside a space untouched by anything else, who would be her companion.

At the end of that long period, her creation, her son and another demon god, ‘Noir,’ was about to be born—a true companion, with the stature of a demon god from birth.

“My beloved child…”

Hearing the pulsating sounds from within her womb, she was convinced that this child was her one and only, her understanding partner.

“Mother can’t wait any longer. I want to see you soon.”

She believed that only a grown child could become a true partner. However, Noir never saw birth.

As the cosmos circulated and dimensions intersected, a collision occurred between the Demon Realm, the world of demons, and the Intermediate World, the present continent. 

The dimensions collided and began to annihilate each other.

Menhera descended herself to prevent the annihilation of the dimensions and stabilize the status. 

As the owner and guardian of the Demon Realm, it was only natural, but she expended so much energy that the divine flow supplied to Noir became disrupted.

“No… My child, my child! Nooo!”

The demon god miscarried her child. 

The child she thought was the first and last of its kind in the universe was gone. 

Losing all will to act, the demon god sequestered herself in her domain for centuries.

The idea of creating a new child did not even occur to her. 

Noir was her one and only. 

No substitute could exist.

As she remained confined in her realm, her mind began to warp. 

One day, completely deranged, a thought surfaced in her head.

Noir had died just before birth. 

Generally, gods do not enter the cycle of reincarnation but simply perish. 

However, if he died before birth, he might have reincarnated.


“The soul of my child might have been reborn into another being…”

If she could only find that soul, she might be able to recover Noir!

It was an utterly absurd thought, but the demon god, with her broken mind and immense power, began a plan to retrieve her child. 

A grand plan to sacrifice both the Demon Realm and the continent to resurrect Noir.

Menhera had been meticulously progressing her plan over countless generations, refining demon lords and gathering dark energy.

And then Albus appeared before her.

A human child with no resemblance to Noir whatsoever. 

Born in the Duchy of the Empire, a child with no magical talent or affinity for magic. 

There was nothing to suggest that he was the reincarnation of Noir.

But the moment she saw ‘Jean,’ she concluded that Albus was the reincarnation of Noir. 

He was the spitting image of the Noir she had only seen in her dreams.

From that moment on, Menhera began to monitor everything about Albus.

She subtly assisted in the formation of the GM religion.

Her heart longed to reveal that he was her son, make him her heir, and hand over everything to him, but she had to wait for the right time. 

It seemed that he was slowly regaining memories of being a true demon god. 

Soon, he would realize his true identity.

When he awakens as [Noir], not as Albus the White, but as a demon god of blackness, I shall bestow everything upon my child.

Creating duel tournaments and broadcast systems to earn a massive amount of divine energy. 

Capturing the hearts of the continent’s people through [Miracles].

Seeing her son, born in a human body, steadily walking the path to becoming a god, Menhera felt a deep sense of pride.

Before she knew it, not only her demon lord but many other races were worshipping him as a god.

He was growing into a god all by himself.


But then, he suddenly made a succubus a saint.

Though the succubus was one of her creations, Menhera did not like that he had chosen such a sexually inclined race as a saint.

“To choose such a child over your own mother…”

It seemed she would have to properly educate her child once everything was revealed.

The demon god pouted.



 
  
    Chapter 76: GM’s Meister (1)


Ding!

Marfa, who had been diligently managing the broadcast system, jumped in surprise at the sudden appearance of a system window in front of her.

“…A message from the Lord?”

Looking at the message, which seemed to have come directly from the GM, Marfa quickly adjusted her attire.

She couldn’t afford to be seen in such a state when a message had been delivered directly by the Lord, her Master.

After preparing herself reverently, both body and mind, through a ritual bath, Marfa prostrated herself in worship before opening the message screen.


	You have obtained the title [Saint of the GM].



“Ho…e…!”

Upon confirming the content of the message, her legs went weak.

“Oh, Lord… How could you bestow upon me such an honor beyond measure…!”

She collapsed to her knees, offering worship once more.

The tears flowed from her clear eyes like streams.

“I will worship You with all my body and soul. I will eternally spread Your name and bring glory to You!”

From Albus’ perspective, it was merely a title given for appearance’s sake, but it was enough to completely captivate a succubus who had never once felt true affection.

The GM has appointed a saint!

The shocking news, which had been taken as an open secret in the broadcasting world, spread across the continent.

When Albus conferred the title of saint upon Marfa, the title [Saint of the GM] appeared next to her blue badge on the broadcast screen.

The news erased any doubts about whether she truly was a saint, whether she was even a woman, despite being an apostle and representative of the GM.

“I told you! Given her cute way of speaking, the blue badge must belong to a fresh, lively academy girl!”

“What are you talking about! A saint, a saint! Surely she must be a lady with a generous heart! To become a saint directly protected by God, she must possess a great reservoir of holy power!”

“No way! The GM’s first saint, the savior of the beastfolk! It must be a woman with lots of fur!”

Because nothing concrete had been revealed about the one with the blue badge, countless factions were embroiled in debates over her true identity.

However, there was one fact they all could not deny:

Since she was the first saint appointed directly by the GM, the one with the blue badge was an attractive woman who enjoyed the GM’s full favor.

And the story goes that thanks to her, a [miracle] had descended upon the continent.

It must have been to authenticate that story that the GM made her a saint.

“Praise be to our savior, the GM and his saint!”

“Long live the GM! Long live the Saint!”

“Hu-eeh! S-so embarrassing!”

“Hahaha! Such a pure reaction, befitting a saint!”

“You beastfolk! Stop teasing our saint! Our saint is a person untainted by the secular world!”

“Ahahahaha!”

Despite having persuaded the GM to save all the sick, she sought no gain and gave all the glory to the GM.

The saint listened to and responded to the stories of all the viewers, from the lowly to the high.

Her every reaction was like watching a small, precious daughter, a cute saint.

Anyone who came to the broadcast even once and saw the saint with the blue badge was captivated by her charm.

Yet no one could have imagined that she was actually a succubus, a species that should have been the furthest from purity.

Meanwhile, Albus was stunned by the divine power flowing in, far exceeding his expectations.

He had thought that making her a saint would have some effect on increasing divine power due to Marfa’s popularity, but he hadn’t expected the effect to be this great.

“Is this… really okay?”

Albus, who had often caused ridiculous butterfly effects due to his position as the GM of Rudera, couldn’t comfortably laugh even at the good things.

Bang!

The saint with a grim expression slammed the table hard.

“A saint’s appointment, huh.”

The GM who appointed a saint and an apostle and then used them to advance his influence across the continent.

He had appointed a dirty and vile demon to the position of saint, allowing a depraved woman of the devil to contaminate the continent.

How many brothers and sisters had been deceived by that despicable woman and died in vain?

But the people of the continent, unaware of such facts, were only excited by the adorable appearance of the GM’s saint.

“They’re all mistaken.”

Watching the [miracle] of the GM healing all the sick, she wondered if she had misunderstood something in her previous life.

Is it that the GM contains both ‘G’ and ‘M’, and if the benevolent ‘G’ is devoured by the malevolent ‘M’, he might become an evil god like in her previous life?

She had been confused for several days, her head spinning, but after seeing the continentals become fanatics, falling head over heels for a single saint, Ekklesia cleared her mind.

“The GM is an evil god. I will only destroy that evil for my Lord’s sake.”

She slapped both her soft cheeks lightly, taking stock of her situation.

The Pope, who should have been her strongest ally, was in a state of confusion, only seeking Deus after witnessing the [miracle].

If she could gain his help, forming an anti-GM army to destroy the GM would be much easier, but in his current state, it would be a waste of time.

Not only the Sacred Kingdom, but she also needed to quickly gather her comrades from her previous life to oppose the GM.

‘Is this where my journey ends? Sigh… I at least wanted to confess my feelings, but with the saint around, I couldn’t do it in the end. Saint, please take care of him for me… at least my share.’

‘W-wait a minute…!’

‘I am the Meister of Dwarfs, forged from mountains and earth! From this moment on, none shall pass me!’

“Orrun. If it’s her…”

The saint thought of her comrade from her previous life, who had sacrificed herself to protect her and her Lord.

When those of noble blood among the elves undergo a rebirth through awakening, they become a race known as the High Elves.

Dwarfs also had a corresponding higher race, known as the Dwarven, the pinnacle of artisans.
Born as a Dwarven, she inherited all the talents an artisan could have, becoming the greatest Meister in history.

However, due to an accident in her youth, she had to live with a permanent disability.

Though despondent, she had spent decades shut away in her room, but she stepped forward under the cause of defeating the god, using her brilliant mind…


Though she may not remember her past life now, surely she would choose to join her.

Surely.

And her joining would lead to the joining of the dwarf race.

The saint summoned a holy knight and ordered him to prepare a horse.

She would meet Orrun, reveal her memories of the past life, and convince her.

She would form the Anti-GM army to oppose the GM.

“Please wait just a bit longer, my Lord.”

She wanted to run to him immediately, but she had to hold back.

To be with her Lord and live peacefully, raising children like toads, they must save the continent first.

“Hyah!”

The saint, now alone on horseback, began to gallop toward the deep mountains of the canyon.

“Lot… 01.”

The dwarf woman, who appeared to be in her teenage years by human standards, stood blankly, clenching and unclenching her hands repeatedly.

As she confirmed that her hands had completely recovered, her face lit up with joy.


Her hands, which she thought she would never use again after the accident ten years ago when her magic circuits were completely burned out…

She had heard that no existing technology, no divine power, could ever heal them.

“My hands… they’re healed!”

Her hands had returned to their pristine state before the accident.

“This is a miracle! The GM’s [Miracle]!”

Orrun, the greatest genius in Dwarf history, clenched her hands tightly.



 
  
    Chapter 77: GM’s Meister (2)


The Lord GM took a young dwarf named Ollun as his artisan. 

Through the Lord’s mercy, she was healed, and Ollun began crafting the Lord’s items, spreading them throughout the land. 

Soon, hunger disappeared. 

This was the Lord’s third miracle.

Dwarven Meister Ollun.

A genius girl, born as the eldest daughter of the most powerful artisan family among the three noble Dwarven families.

At the age of one, she perfectly understood all the theoretical knowledge passed down through her family’s traditions. 

At three, she identified flaws in a masterpiece created by her father, the head of the family, and suggested a solution. 

By five, she completed a work that left all existing Meisters in awe.

A genius who might appear only once in a thousand years, an avatar of Pythe, the god of the furnace—these were the kinds of titles used to describe her from a young age.

She was a small, young girl, but even the Meisters of the great furnace, with hundreds of years of experience, couldn’t easily dismiss her. 

As she grew older, her talent didn’t fade; it only blossomed further.

She analyzed ancient documents about long-lost weapons and succeeded in restoring them. 

She built the Dwarven super-high-temperature furnace, which had only been a legend. 

This invention matched the power of the best existing furnace in the “Central High-Temperature Underground City,” but required far less manpower to operate.

Several years later, after completing her coming-of-age ceremony, she was recognized as a full-fledged dwarf. 

She was immediately awarded the title of “Meister,” the highest title granted only to the best artisans, by the Elder Council.

Normally, one would have to spend centuries as an apprentice to build up the necessary experience to be considered for such a title. 

Yet, there wasn’t a single dwarf who objected to her becoming the youngest Meister at barely 100 years old.

Each of Ollun’s creations surpassed the current Dwarven techniques by far. 

Dwarves from across the continent flocked to learn from her. 

She was an outstanding developer, artisan, and teacher. 

All those who received direct instruction from her experienced a rise in their own craftsmanship.

Although she was considered young at barely a hundred years old, just having completed her coming-of-age ceremony, all the dwarves revered and followed her like a senior Meister. 

Some Meisters were jealous of her, but in the face of her overwhelming talent, such trivial emotions crumbled away.

The dwarves believed without a doubt that they would soon witness the birth of a “Dwarven Queen,” a master artisan only known in legends.

However, ten years ago, when Ollun was around 110 years old, an incident occurred while she was developing a new project using a super-high-temperature furnace fueled by magma.

“Whoa!”

“The magma is out of control!”

“You must evacuate, Chief Meister!”

The magma supplying heat to the furnace began to behave erratically, unlike ever before, running wild.

“No! I’m fine! The furnace is under my control! Evacuate everyone while I hold it back!”

“But if you stay, Chief Meister—!”

“Enough! Get out, now!”

The furnace had completely escaped her control. 

Though there were numerous safety mechanisms in place for such situations, the magma’s rampage was too swift and violent.

If she had simply fled, she could have escaped unharmed. 

However, the other dwarves working in the furnace with her could be exposed to the magma’s danger.

“…This is my furnace. I designed it, and I built it. I must take responsibility.”

She held her hands inside the furnace’s control device, maintaining her magic to suppress the eruption until all the dwarves in the development room evacuated.

“Is everyone out?”

After confirming that all the dwarves inside the furnace had safely escaped, Ollun finally left the furnace control room.

“It’s a blessing from Pythe!”

“No one died!”

“Thank you, Chief Meister! We could evacuate safely thanks to you!”

“Glory to Pythe! Glory to Ollun!”

Given that dwarves typically set up furnaces and workshops deep underground to utilize geothermal energy, it was not uncommon for incidents involving magma to result in casualties. 

Yet, despite a major volcanic activity, not a single dwarf, except for Ollun, was injured or killed.

“Wait, everyone! Look at the Chief Meister’s hands!”

But her hands, unlike the others, were completely blackened and burnt.

She had kept her hands inside the control device until all the dwarves had evacuated, to stop the magma from flooding the entire furnace facility. 

As a result, her hands were burned by the extreme heat.

Not just the outer skin, but even the internal magic circuits were damaged. 

With the magic circuits burnt out, no amount of healing magic could restore her hands to their former state.

Despite many recovery spells and potions being used, her hands remained unusable, even though their external appearance was restored to how they were before the accident.

She had saved the dwarves from the natural disaster of the furnace’s runaway at the cost of her own hands. 

Even without her hands, she could continue developing. 

She could keep researching the theoretical aspects or continue lecturing to nurture future generations. 

But she, who had lost the pride of her hands as a Dwarven Meister, lost all her passion and shut herself in her room.

Many dwarves, unwilling to lose the greatest talent in Dwarven history, came to encourage her, but Ollun refused to meet anyone.

Her parents, both dwarves, initially tried to persuade her, but they couldn’t continue, knowing how significant her hands were to a Meister. 

Ollun spent her days alone in her room, aimlessly passing the time.

That is, until she encountered ‘Rudera.’

Many dwarves sent her gifts to try and restore the listless Ollun. Most of these gifts ended up discarded in the corner of her room, lifeless under her vacant gaze. But one gift was different.

“A…connection device?”

It was a divine object that allowed one to transport to another world and live there while using it.

The moment she encountered the device, she was fascinated. 

Despite knowing and understanding all dwarven technology, she couldn’t comprehend even a fragment of this device’s principles.

How does it work?

What is the principle of traveling to another dimension?

The only thing she could find was a trace of illusion magic, at most. 

She couldn’t figure out the method to connect to the world ruled by the GM.

Determined to uncover its secrets, Ollun became a player and entered Rudera.

Though injuries sustained inside Rudera could be easily healed, disabilities or aftereffects outside remained unchanged. 

Even in this completely different world, her hands were still crippled.

But she didn’t despair.

The sheer wonder of the many foreign artifacts in Rudera was too overwhelming for her.

Robots, which operated without any magical core like golems, and countless devices whose principles were hard to understand without any magical mechanism.

The objects brought from another world by the GM were so attractive that they seemed to far surpass even Pythe, the god of the furnace.


How can these things exist?

The GM is no ordinary god.

Perhaps an exceptional engineer… maybe the greatest artisan, even surpassing Pythe.

Their existence, their very conception, was full of things that defied imagination.

Albus had only created elements he’d seen in numerous science fiction works from his previous life and inserted them into the game using his administrator privileges, but still—

I want to create.

I want to craft something as magnificent as the GM’s creations.

She lamented.

“If only my hands were still intact… If only they hadn’t ended up like this, I could have made it!”

As she lamented, the GM’s light descended upon her.

“…Huh?”

When the healing light warmly enveloped her, all her magic circuits were fully restored.

The hands that she thought would never heal returned to how they had been before the accident.


“My hands… they’re healed!”

“Dwarves, you say?”

After putting Dua to bed, Albus stepped out of the dormitory and contacted the ancient dragon, Carthesia.

While discussing the events that had transpired, the story of the [Second Miracle] came up, and she mentioned a dwarf.

A dwarf who had lost her hands due to a magma incident caused by her mistake during the creation of Rudera.



 
  
    Chapter 78: GM’s Meister (3)


During the thousands of years of her dragon life, the ancient dragon, Carthesia, indulged in countless amusements, always seeking thrills and stimulation beyond what she already knew.

She became intrigued by a human who had created a small world using illusion magic. 

Carthesia kidnapped him and helped him build a new world called “Rudera.”

She enjoyed this fantastical new world filled with amusements, but after experiencing the “Day of Miracles,” she found herself unable to do so any longer.

“A mere… human, with some talent, or so I thought.”

Healing every disease and disability of all living creatures on the continent? 

Such a feat was beyond the realm of illusion magic.

“Perhaps…”

Perhaps Albus was not an ordinary human but rather a god who delights in play.

Certainly, the worlds created by Albus in Rudera were filled with mysteries that did not belong to this one. 

It seemed impossible for a mere human child, who had spent his life in a single territory, to achieve such wonders, as if a god had stitched together pieces of different worlds.

“But if that were the case, he would have no reason to speak of divinity.”

Albus had once asked her about the divinity flowing from his palms. 

If Albus were truly a god, there would be no reason for him to bring it up.

Carthesia pondered for a long time.

Eventually, she made up her mind and reached out to Albus through magic.

“Did you call for me, Lady Carthesia?”

Albus’s voice, heard for the first time in days, was as gentle and cute as always. 

But with doubts about him growing, she could no longer simply enjoy that voice.

“You’ve done quite an extraordinary thing recently. The ‘Miracle,’ I mean.”

Carthesia struggled to calm her mind and hide the tremor in her voice.

“Ah!”

On the other side of the communication, a voice full of surprise came through.

‘Is it an act or the truth?’

Even though she was a dragon capable of discerning truth from lies, if he were a god, even the dragon’s powers might not be enough to see through him.

“I’m sorry, Lady Carthesia! I should have contacted you and sought your advice beforehand, but I foolishly acted on my own!”

A flustered Albus quickly began to speak.

“You see, it all started when I was monitoring the broadcast system and came across the story of a succubus and her sick sister.”

He explained why he had decided to bestow a miracle upon the sick and why he had acted so quickly.

“I just wanted to save lives that would have been lost if I did nothing. Fortunately, it even affected reality. Imagine if it hadn’t carried over into reality; that would have been a disaster!”

Albus chuckled, trying to lighten the mood.

‘How much of this is true?’

Carthesia was thoroughly confused.

“It’s hard to believe. That you healed every intelligent being on the continent with such a simple act.”

Normalizing all the sick on the continent—such a feat seemed impossible, even for a god.

If it were that simple, there would be no place for diseases on the continent.

“It may be hard to believe, but it’s true.”

Albus’s voice was unchanged from its usual tone.

Carthesia found it impossible to discern the truth.

“If you are capable of complete healing once more, I have someone I’d like to introduce you to.”

“An introduction?”

“Dwarven Meister Ollun. A dwarf who was once the greatest artisan on the continent.”

She had been skilled enough that Carthesia occasionally requested her services before she lost both hands in an accident. 

Carthesia also felt a slight guilt toward this dwarf girl.

“A dwarf?”

“Yes. A dwarf who, even among her kind, was considered a genius, having reached the highest level through awakening. She was called the greatest genius among dwarves.”

Ten years ago, a massive energy surge occurred while helping Albus build the servers for Rudera. 

The surge affected the magma activity beneath the earth, causing unusual activity in a volcano far from her lair, one of the dwarves’ volcanoes.

This was an accident that went completely beyond Carthesia’s calculations. 

It wasn’t her intention; it was merely a natural disaster caused by a series of unfortunate coincidences. 

Yet, she felt a slight sense of guilt toward Ollun.

After losing both hands and having her pride as a Meister utterly shattered, she had quit all her crafting work and shut herself in her room, doubling the tragedy.

“However, due to the incident ten years ago, she sustained severe injuries and effectively retired. With her help, the connection devices to Rudera could be further improved.”

Carthesia, being an excellent artisan herself, was skilled enough to design the devices alone. 

However, with Ollun’s help—the only dwarf with a skill that surpassed hers—the devices could be even more advanced.

If Albus could heal her, it would bring salvation to Ollun and benefit Albus as well.

“And by confirming the scene where she is healed…”

She would determine Albus’s true identity.

After ending the communication with Albus, Carthesia immediately set off for the Dwarven capital, the “Underground City.”

Arriving in the Dwarven district, she knocked on Ollun’s door.

“I greet you, great one!”

Ollun’s father, the head of the most prestigious Dwarven family, bowed deeply to her. 

His wife, standing beside him, also offered the highest form of respect.

As a dragon, the guardian of the Middle World, and a great dragon at that, Carthesia was an existence so lofty that even the highest-ranking Dwarves found it challenging to approach her.

“I wish to see Ollun, your daughter.”

“Ah, I am humbled, great one. But my daughter is currently in seclusion and unable to come out.”

Even though Ollun’s hands had been healed due to the “Miracle,” she was still shut in, so her parents were unaware of this fact.

“It is fine. I have come with a way to heal her hands.”

“What?”

It was still the day of the “Second Day of Miracles,” so Ollun’s parents were unaware of the miracle that had spread across the continent. 

They had no idea what the great dragon before them was saying.

“Do not worry. You will soon find out.”

With a creak, the door opened.

Led by the Dwarven couple, Carthesia entered Ollun’s room.

Buzzing sounds filled the room, and countless sheets of paper covered the walls, filling her view.

“…Blueprints?”

The sheets of paper were filled with diagrams that looked like blueprints for something.

“Ah! It’s been a while, Lady Carthesia!”

Ollun, deeply absorbed in drawing blueprints, noticed Carthesia’s presence and looked up to greet her.


Unlike her parents, her greeting was more casual, as she had been relatively close to Carthesia, a former client, before the incident.

This greeting caught Carthesia off guard.

‘She’s lively.’

Contrary to her previous state, where she had lost all motivation and energy after losing her hands, she was now full of life.

“Are your hands… healed?”

Peering closely with her dragon eyes at Ollun’s hands, which were busily moving, Carthesia realized that Ollun’s hands had fully recovered to their state before the accident.

“Yes, they have!”

Ollun responded brightly. Her voice was filled with hope and joy.

‘Her parents were unaware her hands had recovered.’

Carthesia glanced at the connection device in a corner of the room.

‘It seems she encountered Albus’s ‘Miracle’ while inside Rudera.’

She quickly deduced how Ollun’s hands had been healed.

“That’s fortunate. The damage to your hands was a loss for the entire continent. Now, I can request your services once again, as in the past.”

“I’m sorry, Lady Carthesia. I don’t think I can accept your request today.”

“Why not?”

“It’s because I have so much creation and development to catch up on that I couldn’t do before.”

Even while speaking to Carthesia, Ollun didn’t put down the pen she was holding and continued sketching the blueprint.

“Forgive me for not stopping my hands. I have so many ideas I want to bring to life after seeing the creations of the many GMs within Rudera.”

Scratch, scratch.

She continued drawing her design.

On the paper was the design of a suit, something like a robot.

“Hmm. I see.”

Carthesia stroked her chin.

This was somewhat unexpected.

It seemed she wouldn’t be able to witness the process of Ollun’s hands being healed.

“It seems difficult to place an order today.”

“My apologies, Lady Carthesia.”

“In that case, I must adjust my plan.”

“My purpose in coming here today was to introduce you to a GM with whom I am acquainted… But if you are busy, then there is no helping it.”

Scratch—

Ollun’s hand, which had been moving without rest, suddenly stopped.

“…What? Who?”

“A GM. The master of Rudera, GM.”

“Are you saying you’ll introduce me to… them?”

Ollun’s eyes widened in excitement. 

Her cheeks were flushed, like a girl in love.

‘That’s somewhat annoying.’

“Yes. I will let you meet the GM inside Rudera.”


Somewhere in Rudera.

“Bow down. You are in the presence of the Creator of this world, the rightful owner of Rudera.”

Ollun was finally able to meet her savior, who had pulled her out of the abyss of despair.

A god with a transcendental plan and vision that surpassed all the crafting history accumulated by the continent, filled with robots, warships, and countless mechanical devices.

A new paradigm that would completely overturn the history of Dwarven development.



 
  
    Chapter 79: GM’s Meister (4)


“I greet the master of Rudera, Lord GM.”

The dwarf girl, Ollun, knelt gracefully, paying her respects.

The enormous throne was obscured by a shroud of light, making it impossible to see what sat atop it. 

But the overwhelming presence emanating from beyond told Ollun that GM was indeed there.

“Is it that she hopes for a favor…?”

Albus, seated upon the throne, rested his chin on his hand, lost in thought.

Carthesia, who had arranged this meeting with the dwarf girl, had asked him to look after Ollun. 

He had heard her story:

“She lost both her hands in an accident while creating Rudera, didn’t she…?”

It was a tragic tale of a natural disaster triggered by the energy released during the making of Rudera, stealing ten years of her life.

“These hands are not just any hands. They are the pride of a Meister, everything to me. With the divine light of the great GM, I was able to reclaim my pride.”

Ollun offered her prayer of gratitude with a bright face, as if giving testimony of her faith. 

Yet, deep inside, Albus felt a pang of discomfort.

A story he had never known until now.

Even if it was an indirect accident, even if it was something he hadn’t done personally, it still stemmed from his own deeds, and that left Albus feeling uneasy.

“No.”

“……?”

The voice of a god resonated from high above the throne, causing Ollun to halt.

“You deserved to be healed.”

“……!”

Albus found it uncomfortable to witness Ollun weeping with gratitude.

“Is there something you wish for?”

He wasn’t sure if he could compensate for those ten years, but if he could repay her even a little…

“This body has already been healed! To ask for more would be far too much!”

“Then let it be this.”

Ding.

As Albus manipulated the command window, a system notification appeared in front of Ollun.

“Become my Meister.”

— Class: GM’s Meister acquired.

“I shall grant you a reward.”

“Will this be alright?”

As Ollun left his domain, Albus muttered to himself.

When he asked her what she wanted, hoping to grant her a favor, Ollun had expressed an interest in learning about robots, GM’s special creations.

Albus realized she was referring to the robots he had built to serve as event staff on the sixth layer.

He had only crafted those science fiction-themed robots to give off the feeling of NPCs from a game he remembered from a past life. 

But to the dwarves, just the sight of them sparked inspiration and made them want to study these fantastical beings.

To grant her request, Albus immediately generated several robots and handed them over to her under the guise of soldiers to protect the divine craftsman.

Ollun tried to refuse repeatedly, saying the healing of her hands was already too much, but Albus’s persistent offer left her no choice but to accept and depart.

He wasn’t sure if this would be a sufficient compensation for the lost decade, but he hoped it would satisfy her.

“But if I just created the robots simply with GM’s authority, would their internal structures be properly implemented?”

Yet Albus didn’t fully understand the capabilities of the dwarves.

So he had no idea what kind of astonishing creations might be born when Ollun, the greatest talent in dwarven history, was given a glimpse of SF technology.

“This is it!”

Meanwhile, Ollun, who had received several robots from Albus, returned to reality and began sketching her designs based on the information she had gleaned from the robots.

“Is it complete?”

Carthesia, who was leaning against a wall on one side of the room with her arms crossed, asked her.

“Yes! Oh, Carthesia. GM is truly a god.”

“A god…?”

“Thank you, Carthesia. Thanks to you, I was able to meet the great GM! How could I ever repay this grace…!”

Ollun’s words were just an expression of her faith in GM, but they sounded different to Carthesia.

“Looks like my first project after returning will be one of GM’s robots.”

Ollun turned to Carthesia and asked,

“Would you like to join me?”

Carthesia, contemplating, pushed herself off the wall.

“Do you intend to create the robots used by GM?”

Ollun shook her head.

“No. I believe I can manage to create them, but that intelligence…”

She tapped her temple with her index finger.

“I cannot create that intelligence. That part belongs to the realm of gods.”

“A god… Indeed, he is…”

“Exactly! GM is a great and ingenious god!”

The two women spoke of GM, uttering the same word but thinking very different thoughts.

“In any case, I intend to use the robot’s technology to build a rideable robot.”

“A rideable one?”

“Yes. If I can’t create intelligence, then the pilot will have it. Like a wizard controlling a golem from above.”

Just from her brief study of the robots Albus had given her, Ollun had come up with countless ideas.

The moment she came into direct contact with SF culture, her imagination had soared.

“Then! Let’s get to work right away!”

A week after [The Day of the Second Miracle]

“Hyah!”

After days of hard riding, the Saintess Eclesia arrived at the entrance to the Dwarven Underground City.

“Halt! Identify yourself!”

A guard’s voice came from the communication station near the cave at the entrance, but she quickly revealed her identity as the Saintess and was allowed entry.

The goodwill between Deus, the deity of the Holy Kingdom, and Pythe, the god of the dwarves, had worked in her favor.

Upon entering the underground city, the Saintess headed straight to Ollun’s home.

‘At this point, Ollun should have been disheartened by her crippled hands and withdrawn from the world, I think.’

She recalled the comrade who had fought alongside her against GM in her past life.

‘But when GM revealed his true colors and darkness descended upon the continent, she had risen to the forefront, uniting the dwarves as their chief Meister to join the resistance.’

Ollun had been the most steadfast and righteous of allies.


If she told her what GM had done in the previous life, she would surely join her.

With that thought, the Saintess reached Ollun’s mansion.

After passing the dwarf servant at the entrance and greeting the master and his wife, she made her way to the back garden where Ollun was currently conducting research.

‘Researching? That’s odd. I heard she had given up on research at this point due to her injury.’

Feeling something was amiss, the Saintess stepped into the garden.

Shuuuu.

She heard something fly swiftly through the air.

Then,

Bang!

Something landed right in front of her.

Startled by the sudden situation, the Saintess quickly put up a divine shield.

In front of her, a metallic figure in human form slowly rose.

Whirr.

The face of the metal man opened up.

Inside, she saw the face of a long-unseen friend.

“Ollun?”

“…Do you know me?”

Ollun removed the helmet of her adamantium suit. 

Her golden hair fluttered as it was freed.

An armor of a completely unfamiliar, shocking design.

Eclesia’s expression gradually hardened.

She had never seen such armor during the war in her past life.

And this… looked strangely similar.

To GM’s…

“Robot?”

“Oh! You know about robots?”

Ollun smiled brightly, having heard Eclesia’s muttering.

“May I ask who you are? It’s been quite some time since I last saw a human.”

“…I am Eclesia, though unworthy, a Saintess serving Deus.”

‘Why is a robot-like suit of armor here?’

It was a robot design she had seen countless times as GM’s minions in the past war.

There shouldn’t be a robot-like suit of armor here, at this time…

A servant of GM should not have emerged beyond Rudera…!

“Ah! So, you are the Saintess! It is a pleasure to meet you!”

Ollun extended her hand to Eclesia, who shook it.

“May I ask why you have come looking for me?”

“That is…”

A flood of thoughts raced through Eclesia’s mind.

Could it be that GM has already made his move?

Has he already reached out to her?

Should she give up on persuading her?

No.

Even if that were the case, righteous and good-hearted Ollun would surely understand the truth and stand with me.

Having resolved herself, the Saintess began to recount the story of the previous cycle.

As she listened, Ollun’s eyes grew cold.

“A gift?”

Albus picked up the large box placed in front of his dormitory door.

“Is this from Carthesia?”

He had heard through communication that she and Ollun had created something and would send it as a gift, but they hadn’t said what it was.


They’d insisted he receive it himself to find out.

With a bit of excitement, Albus brought the box into his room.

When he opened it, he found—

“…What is this?”

Inside was a suit of metal armor, straight out of a movie.



 
  
    Chapter 80: Spring of Rudera (1)


“This is… what on earth…”

Albus swallowed hard as he stared at the futuristic suit, a design so advanced it seemed out of place on this continent.

It was a hunk of metal, straight out of a science fiction movie.

Did they say they made it with Ollun?

“What on earth did you create?”

As Albus rummaged through the box, he discovered a small letter tucked inside. 

It was a message from Carthesia.

It explained that they had succeeded in bringing robotic technology to life with Ollun and had sent him this prototype armor. 

It would protect him in case anything happened before she arrived.

She left out any mention of the suit’s built-in tracking function.

Albus reached out absentmindedly to the suit.

Whirrrr…

“Huh…?”

The metal suit activated, crawling up his arm.

The adamantium suit wrapped around his arm.

“What am I even looking at?”

The spectacle before him was so incredible that Albus couldn’t tell if it was real or some hallucination from Rudera.

Could something like this be created in reality just by seeing it briefly?

And not just any robot, but an object from within a game?

What in the world were these dwarves?

Though it was a collaboration between Carthesia, who helped create Rudera, and Ollun, the result was still too shocking to accept.

Bang!

Ollun, clad in the suit, smashed his fist against Eclesia’s divine shield.

“…!”

The shield, nearly shattered by the adamantium’s disruptive properties, held firm thanks to Eclesia’s extraordinary divine power.

“Impressive defense. I see there was a reason you dared to insult the GM.”

Whirrrr…

A threatening sound emanated from Ollun’s suit as he clenched his fists together.

Eclesia had to face a truth she didn’t want to acknowledge, a fact she had tried to ignore.

The comrade she trusted most from the previous rounds had already fallen to the GM.

And she knew she could never get her back.

“However, befitting the title of a saint, I will not execute you summarily here. If you leave now, I will not attack further.”

Eclesia had no choice but to leave Ollun’s estate.

“Phew. I survived.”

The saintess, who had continuously preached against the GM’s wickedness, had pushed Ollun’s suit to its limits in their many skirmishes.

“All…”

“I’m sorry, GM. I wanted to punish those who insulted you and make them repent, but my skills were too lacking.”

Despite her purely defensive stance, without a proper offensive, Ollun’s suit had been damaged due to the saintess’s formidable defense.

“……………I must improve it. So that those who insult the Lord are never left unchecked again.”

Ollun, filled with determination, headed to the workshop.

Neither Albus nor Ollun herself knew what shocking result this incident would bring.

***

Title: Everyone Sees the GM as a Savior, but I See It Differently

Content:

Everyone says the GM saved the people of the continent because of some miracle day or whatever, but I see it a bit differently.

The GM healed all players connected to Rudera in reality.

Through this great achievement, he showcased his omnipotent power, but he didn’t heal those who weren’t connected to Rudera.

If he were truly a savior, he would have healed all the sick, but he only offered healing within Rudera.

Something about this smells fishy.

Really fishy.

A post questioning the GM’s actions appeared on the community board.

Comments:


	“Another Satan appears! Begone at once.”

	“Reported to the moderator.”

	“Isn’t it obvious? Only those who believed in the GM’s words and connected should be saved. Why save the non-believers, you moron?”



Most of the people who had been healed after connecting to Rudera had turned into fervent fanatics, resulting in predominantly negative reactions.


	“You’ve realized, huh? Come to the Flame Emperor.”



Amidst them, there were also those who acted in secrecy.

Ding!


	“You have been suspended by an administrator for 300 days.”



“Quick, aren’t they?”

A boy muttered in a dark room, looking at the community screen in front of him.

The moderator’s sanctions were getting faster.

The Flame Emperor, one of the renowned warriors of the Great War and part of the Three Sovereigns, had created the [Rudera Liberation Front], an organization opposing the GM, a few weeks after the broadcasting system spread throughout Rudera.

He secretly collected access devices and used the alternate accounts of impoverished people to manipulate the community.

Through these actions, he gathered those who, like him, held grudges against the GM, forming an anti-GM organization.

He left messages to potential allies, inviting them to join, and many who disliked the moderator’s actions or sought to overthrow the GM’s regime joined his cause.

However, as his activities became more visible, the community administrator created new rules prohibiting secret gatherings and friendship activities, and began suspending the Flame Emperor’s accounts.

The speed of these suspensions was increasing daily, making it hard to keep up with new accounts.

The Flame Emperor realized that it would be challenging to recruit more allies at this rate.

Rudera, which should have belonged to everyone, had been completely taken over by the GM, leaving even the community under his control.

If activities in the community were suppressed, it would become harder to gather more allies.

The Flame Emperor placed his hand on the wall beside him.

Then, he swept aside the cloth he grabbed.

Bright sunlight poured in through the carriage window.

“A catalyst is needed.”

As he looked out the window, a giant academy city, Lichten Academy, came into view.

“A catalyst that will let the entire continent know of our existence and our cause.”

He had to reveal the falsehoods of the GM and spread their cause across the entire continent.

He needed to solidify the anti-GM front.

Creak.

The carriage stopped in front of a small building at the edge of the academy.

The door of the carriage slowly opened.

A boy stepped out of the carriage, slowly descending.


In front of him were several people, allies who had joined under the guise of academy students, waiting.

“Thank you for coming such a long way.”

The boy put on the coat handed to him by a comrade and entered the building.

“Were there any unusual circumstances?”

“No. No notable abnormalities were found to report.”

With the organization’s members flanking him, the boy entered the club room, which had been converted into an operations room.

“Good. The operation will commence tomorrow. It’s the first signal flare to bring the GM down from Rudera’s throne. Not a single thing must go wrong.”

“Yes. We will strengthen surveillance to ensure no variables arise.”

After confirming that all the organization members had taken their places in the operations room, the boy stepped up onto the podium in front.

“I will explain the operation.”

All eyes of the organization members focused on him.

“After the GM performed [The Second Miracle], most of the people on the continent fell to him. Not only beastmen but a considerable number of humans, elves, and dwarves as well. This has made our situation much more difficult, as we aim to liberate Rudera from his control.”

The members listened to him attentively.

“Therefore, we must inform everyone on the continent of what is wrong with the GM and why Rudera must be liberated. We must make them aware of the danger he poses and the reason everyone must join us. And the battlefield to deliver that message is right here.”

The flames flowing from the boy’s hand slowly took shape, forming a miniature model of the academy.

“Lichten Academy.”

The news of an assault incident at the continent’s top academy, where talented individuals and young nobles from all over the continent gathered, would spread across the entire continent in an instant.

“This place will quickly transmit our message.”

To rally allies against the GM.

Swish.

The boy pulled out something capsule-shaped from his coat.

“This is a device prepared to aid our noble mission.”

Hiss.

As he twisted the capsule, its top and bottom parts released smoke, opening up.

“Activating this device will temporarily change the surrounding space to an environment similar to Rudera, allowing us to bring equipment and powers that could only be used inside Rudera into reality.”

The warriors of the organization, gathered to liberate Rudera, were selected from among the most skilled in Rudera itself. 

The members here were the cream of the crop.

“If the territory of Rudera unfolds, even the academy faculty won’t be our match.”

The boy smiled coldly.

“We will liberate Rudera from the gods.”

He would never forget it.

The tyranny of the moderator who banned his account for passionately supporting her on the broadcast.

The GM’s mistake in appointing and empowering that moderator.

The evil of the GM who restricted the enjoyment of the broadcast.

“Freedom for Rudera.”


The boy clenched his fist and placed it over his heart.

“Freedom for Rudera.”

The other members rose from their seats, mirroring his gesture.

‘We will liberate the world from its creator.’

Freedom will reign in this blessed world.
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The Next Morning

One of the two entrances to the academy, the front gate, was guarded by security staff. 

Behind them, dark shadows began to loom.

The moment one of the staff members, sensing something amiss, tried to turn around, something leaped out from within the shadows and clamped over his mouth.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!”

“Shhh…”

A figure covered in shadows strangled the staff member while keeping his mouth covered. 

The staff member struggled to break free, but he couldn’t do it alone.

Before long, his body went limp. 

He had fainted.

Soon after, other staff members also collapsed, having lost consciousness, subdued by the intruders.

The first shadowy figure that had emerged pulled out a small, spherical communication device from their pocket and brought it to their lips.

Beep.

After a brief moment, the connection was established.

“Front gate team here. All targets have been subdued.”

“Bind them so they can’t move, but keep them somewhere safe,” came the command from the other side of the device.

“We did not come here to conquer, but to liberate. All of them might join us, so no one should die.”

“Understood,” the intruder replied.

The assault team gathered the security staff in the front gate security office and restrained them.

“Move to the veil point,” one of the figures commanded.

The shadows expanded, and several of the intruders vanished.

***

The Operations Room in a Remote Corner of the Academy

In a darkened room, Yeomhwang stood alone, surrounded by multiple screens as he monitored the progress of the operation.

“The back gate has been secured,” a voice reported.

“Good. Well done,” Yeomhwang responded.

Both of the academy’s entrances, the front and back gates, were under their control. 

The next step was the deployment of the ‘Veil.’

This was a barrier deployment device to isolate the academy completely from the outside world.

The Veil is the most advanced isolation barrier currently in existence, but it cannot be deployed in reality.

It is a new technology designed and developed in Rudera, and the environment of Rudera is required for its deployment.

To deploy the Veil, the domain of Rudera must be expanded before the deployment device can be activated.

Yeomhwang glanced down at the small capsule resting in his palm.

They said if I channel my mana into it, the Rudera device would activate.

“North team, veil deployment device installation is complete.”

“South team, complete as well.”

“This is the East team. Installation complete.”

Reports of completed installations came in one after another.

“West team, done here.”

With the final report, the veil deployment devices were set up at the four boundaries of the academy.

“Good.”

Yeomhwang stood from his chair and placed the capsule on the conference table.

As the domain of Rudera is deployed, so too will the Veil.

If that happens, the academy will be completely cut off from the outside world, and no cries for help will reach beyond it.

The academy will be taken over without any hindrance.

But, once Rudera’s domain is deployed, everyone within the academy will know.

The eminent professors in the academy would sense the anomaly and rush to stop them.

Even though they were the elite filtered out from the organization, capable of subduing all students and staff, there was one person that even Yeomhwang was wary of…

“Wakapha.”

Wakapha Harknuwong, the archmage who served as the head of the academy. 

Despite being an old and decrepit being, she appeared in the form of a little girl — a perverted old hag.

However, she was also a monstrous mage scholar who had overturned battlefields multiple times during the Great War.

She was the greatest variable in this operation and the reason why Yeomhwang came in person.

“…”

The tense young man closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and placed his hand on the capsule.

The moment he infused it with mana, the operation would begin. 

This was the turning point in history to expose the unjust rule of GM and rally the continent to fight against him.

Just as Yeomhwang opened his eyes again and began to channel mana into the capsule—

Thud.

“…!”

A staff suddenly appeared from the side and struck his hand upwards.

“I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but I cannot allow it,” a voice said sternly.

The academy’s headmaster, Wakapha, had suddenly appeared and knocked his hand away.

“Wakapha!”

“You brat, you look young, but you’ve got no manners. Tsk…”

Clicking her tongue, Wakapha stomped her staff on the ground, and the mana around them froze solid.

“These days, youngsters have all gone astray. There isn’t a shred of decency left,” she muttered.

“My mana…”

Yeomhwang tried to raise his mana, but the frozen mana wouldn’t budge.

“This is my domain. To dare trespass into the realm of an archmage… You must be prepared for the consequences,” Wakapha declared, stretching her short body and attempting to strike a dignified pose.

Though she had been performing her duties as the headmaster as usual, she had sensed a faint and unfamiliar flow of mana. 

After scanning the entire academy, she discovered the covert assault.

Fortunately, none of the staff had been seriously injured or killed yet, but the actions of the assailants seemed dangerously suspicious.

Mysterious objects had been placed at the four corners of the academy, and another device, which appeared to be their core, was about to be activated.

She didn’t know exactly what was happening, but her instincts told her it couldn’t be left unchecked. 

She appeared quickly to subdue Yeomhwang, who seemed to be the leader.

“An archmage’s domain…” Yeomhwang smirked. 

“This has turned into the worst-case scenario.”

They say mages are those who prepare. 


Generally, in a one-on-one fight between a knight and a mage, assuming they are on a similar level in skill and mana, seven out of ten times, the knight would have the upper hand.

But if the battle took place in a mage’s full-fledged dungeon, even if the knight’s skill level was higher, it would be considered wiser to bet on the mage. 

A well-prepared mage was a feared opponent.

Especially if it was an archmage like Wakapha, with her level of practical experience and mastery.

In this situation, without the environment of Rudera, Yeomhwang had no chance of victory. 

It was a hopeless situation.

This old hag knows my abilities; if she fights me with all her strength, I won’t be able to win, let alone activate the capsule.

But…

The plan needed to be adjusted, but there was one piece of good news:

She doesn’t recognize me.

Despite countless encounters on the battlefield in the past, she did not recognize Yeomhwang’s changed body.

If that’s the case, things change.

Fwoosh.

White flames ignited from Yeomhwang’s chest and spread throughout his body.

“Flames?”

Impossible.

I froze the mana!

Even though all the surrounding mana had been frozen, preventing any use of abilities, the flames burned quickly, catching Wakapha off guard for a moment.

“Hah!”

Seizing the brief opportunity, Yeomhwang rolled forward and grabbed the capsule.

It happened in the blink of an eye, just as the flames began to burn.

“Those flames…! You are Yeomhwang!”

“So, you figured it out, old hag?”

Seeing the unique flames that had no equal on this continent, Wakapha realized who she was facing.

“But how…?! You were supposed to be a woman!”

Still, she found it hard to accept that he was Yeomhwang, given the completely different appearance of the boy before her.

‘It wasn’t a magical transformation. The mana freeze remained intact, even with the flames covering his entire body. Had his body changed completely?’

“I’ll explain later, once this is all over,” Yeomhwang replied.

Fwoosh.

Mana surged from the center of the boy’s chest. 

The flames had made the frozen mana move again.

“No!”

Wakapha, driven by her instincts, knew the device had to be stopped, but the capsule activated faster.

Buzzing sound.

The device began to hum as a dome-shaped barrier rapidly expanded outward from the capsule.

“Oh dear!”

The shockwave caused by the expansion made the building explode, and Wakapha was thrown backward.

“Huff… huff…”

Standing atop the debris of the shattered building, the boy cloaked in flames muttered.

“Equipment, engage.”

Buzz.

At his murmured command, the equipment from Rudera began attaching itself to his body, as if he had stepped into a game world.

“Veil deployment successful. Commence the staff subjugation operation,” reported his comrades.

Hearing the reports from his comrades, the boy smirked.

“What have you done…”

Across the rubble, Wakapha regained her footing.

“Merely bestowed a blessing. A blessing for us all.”

“A blessing?”

She had forbidden the staff from even mentioning Rudera and made it a taboo, so she had no idea what was happening now.

However, she knew something had gone terribly wrong.

Moments later, Wakapha lost consciousness and collapsed.

“You’ll soon understand our great cause,” the boy muttered, laying her gently onto an intact chair.

***

Meanwhile, in a Classroom at the Academy

“Yawn…”

Albus let out a loud yawn while attending a lecture.

The previous night, he had stayed up playing with the suit he had received as a gift from Carthesia.

Though he wielded divine powers inside Rudera, those were merely within the confines of a virtual world.

Now, he could use the special powers he had only dreamed of in reality, and he couldn’t help but be excited.

Whir.

“…Huh?”

At that moment, Albus felt something strange.

It was as if the very air around him had completely changed.

“Huh? What is this feeling?”

“No way…”

Not only Albus, but other students in the academy seemed to sense something was off, as they all began to stand up.

“This is…”

The professor, too, felt something was wrong and began touching different parts of his body.

“Wait… This feeling…”

It was a sensation that felt all too familiar.

The feeling of a space where he had spent about half of his days over the past ten years.

This is…

“This is Rudera!”

“Is this really Rudera?”

“No way! The status window just appeared!”

Indeed.

This was Rudera.

‘Command window.’

Ding.


As if responding to Albus’s will, a command window that seemed like the power of a god appeared before his eyes.

Albus pinched his cheek, finding it hard to believe what he was seeing.

This was reality.

But why?

Why is there a command window…?
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The students of the academy, caught in a wave of confusion, hurriedly fled their lecture rooms and rushed outside.

Albus, stepping out of the classroom, saw the massive crowd pushing their way out.

“What… What is that…?”

“Is it night? No, it’s not. I can’t see the moon or the stars. Something is blocking the sky!”

All the students who had made it outside stood frozen, staring up at the pitch-black dome covering the sky.

It was as if a dark curtain had descended over the academy, isolating it completely from the outside world.

“Professor Lauf! Can you reach the security office?”

“No, I can’t! What about you, Head of Department?”

The professors, trying to assess the situation, took out their communication devices from their pockets to contact the security office, but no one answered.

“The Chancellor isn’t responding either.”

“It seems this is no ordinary matter.”

Realizing something serious was happening, the faculty members began moving urgently.

“The communication devices are down!”

“Mom…!”

The students, with their devices, attempted to reach the outside, but the curtain seemed to block all forms of communication.

Chaos slowly spread throughout the academy.

Albus, too, tried to contact Carthesia, but his communication magic failed.

“Guide,” he muttered softly, covering his mouth with his hand, just in case.

“You called, Master.”

A sigh of relief escaped Albus as he heard the guide’s voice.

“Guide, can you analyze the current situation?”

“Please wait a moment, Master.”

After a brief pause, the guide spoke again.

“Master, the entire Lichten Academy grounds have been altered.”

“Altered?”

“The space has changed to one identical in nature to Rudera, not a typical part of the continent.”

Reality has turned into Rudera?

The shocking news left Albus momentarily stunned.

Come to think of it, the other students mentioned that status windows appeared.

And I, too, have been able to open a command window.

But… How is this even possible?

“Everyone, stop moving!”

A commanding voice echoed over the confused crowd of academy students.

Whoosh.

A pinkish energy descended from above, spreading across the ground.

Gulping for air, the students tried to speak, but those struck by the pink energy couldn’t make a sound.

“I apologize for interrupting your classes so abruptly.”

A shadowy figure descended, lowering its altitude.

Unlike the students on the ground, this figure spoke with a clear voice.

“But it was necessary for our grand purpose. Once you hear of this great cause, you too will understand.”

Preaching like a zealot of some fanatical cult, the mysterious intruder left the students realizing the academy was under attack by terrorists.

Lichten Academy, which had never once allowed external intrusion, had been breached.

Whoosh.

Bang!

How dare you…!

This is the sacred place of learning, Lichten!

Then, several beams of light shot up from the ground, flying toward the shadowy figure.

The academy’s professors had launched their attack.

“Hmph.”

Boom! 

Boom!

However, shadows erupted from the ground, intercepting and neutralizing the attacks.

“Unfortunately, within this space, we are invincible. As long as the curtain is drawn, we cannot be defeated.”

The shadowy figure casually flicked a finger.

“Gasp!”

“Ahh!”

From behind each professor, shadows emerged and began choking them, silencing their attempts to cry out.

One by one, the professors lost consciousness and collapsed. 

Even the professor who was once a knight couldn’t escape the shadows’ grip and fell.

The equipment connected to Rudera’s barrier granted the terrorists’ abilities a massive boost, leaving the professors unable to stand against them.

“Graaah!”

The last remaining swordsmanship professor, his aura flaring, slashed at the shadows, resisting as best he could, but the endless waves of shadows soon forced him to his knees.

“Once the Chancellor arrives, all of you will be dead men!”

But before he could finish, even the last professor was subdued, unable to make another sound. The students lost all will to resist.

Beep.

“All professors have been subdued.”

A shadow restrained the Chancellor, lying him flat on a chair, and picked up a communicator.

“It’s done on this end too. Move all students and faculty to the grand hall.”

“Understood.”

The greatest obstacle, the Chancellor, had fallen. 

Now, no one in this academy remained who could stand against him and his allies—or so the intruders thought.

“Everyone, move to the grand hall!”

The shadowy agents began dragging the students toward the grand hall.

Albus, having made himself invisible and erased all traces of his presence, watched the scene from a distance.

Fortunately, the commands he had written in the command window were still effective in reality, allowing him to use his power to remain hidden.

“So… they transformed the academy’s environment into Rudera and attacked it?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

“This is… unbelievable.”

Who could have imagined that the Rudera he had created for fun would become a tool for terrorists?


Though he had seen instances where Rudera’s events affected reality, bringing Rudera directly into the real world was an entirely different matter.

“How could something like this even be possible?”

A device that enabled him to use his omnipotent authority not only within Rudera but also in reality…

It was too shocking to comprehend in such a short time.

“No, stop. I can think about ‘how’ and ‘why’ later.”

Albus saw his friends, Perizit and Balt, being dragged into the grand hall. 

They, too, had grown significantly stronger with Rudera’s power but were still no match for the terrorists.

“I have to stop this before something worse happens.”

Fortunately, no casualties had occurred yet, but he couldn’t leave these malevolent intruders unchecked.

A command window appeared before Albus.

“Create.”

He had never properly fought in reality.

Moreover, Dua had gone to her domain this morning, so he couldn’t count on her help.

He had to resolve this situation alone.

But with the omnipotent power he had in Rudera, there was nothing to fear.

“Please enter the name of the object.”

“A name… a name…”

Albus muttered as he looked at the avatar he had created anew.

“An angel. Yes, let’s call it Angel.”

Thus, the angel, his proxy to carry out his will, was born.

On the stage of the grand hall, Yeomhwang entered.

“Are they all gathered?”

Receiving a coat from a subordinate, the leader of the shadow manipulators asked.

“Yes. We have gathered every student and staff member detected within the academy.”

“Good. Start the broadcast.”

Straightening his attire, Yeomhwang ascended to the podium on the stage.

Behind him, his comrades activated Rudera’s broadcasting system, and the broadcast began.

Simultaneously, hundreds of accounts spread the news in the community, drawing viewers in.

Standing on the podium, Yeomhwang shouted.

“Attention!”

Under the spell of silence, unable to speak properly, all the students looked up at him.

“I am Pophrus, also known as Yeomhwang.”

The students looked confused, unsure of what he was talking about.

“I understand. I was originally a woman. So you wouldn’t think this transformed body is mine… But I have been reborn. I have discarded my old body and been reborn in this new one!”

Yeomhwang raised a clenched fist in the air.

“It was all possible because of Rudera. Rudera made it possible!”

Madness flickered in her eyes.

“But everyone says this: Rudera is a blessing from God. Thanks to the GM, we can enjoy it. No.”

Whoosh.

“Forget all that nonsense.”

His entire body was engulfed in flames.

“Rudera does not belong to him. It must belong to all of us. He must not monopolize Rudera!”

A steely resolve was etched across his face.

“We will reclaim Rudera from the tyrant god. We will liberate Rudera! Free Rudera!”

“What is he saying? Is he mad?”

“Just a foolish unbeliever’s nonsense.”

“Wait, isn’t that Lichten Academy?”

“They’re broadcasting from the academy? How? They shouldn’t be able to broadcast in reality.”

“Someone contact Lichten Academy to see if this is real!”

“Heh.”

Yeomhwang chuckled, watching the chat reactions.

“We will free Rudera and make it everyone’s. And the blessings of Rudera will extend to the continent in reality, so that none shall be denied the blessing!”

The power to bring Rudera into reality…

The fearsome blessing captivated the audience.

As the viewers became enthralled by Yeomhwang, suddenly—

Bang!

A beam of light pierced the ceiling of the grand hall, descending to the ground.

“What is this?”

Yeomhwang looked bewildered, the situation entirely different from what he had planned.

The sky was covered by a curtain.

There should be no light source that could shine so brightly!

Then, from the hole in the sky, something slowly descended, carried by the beam of light.

“No way…”

Everyone who looked up at the sky had wide eyes.

A human figure with two pristine white wings spread wide.

A divine representative, shrouded in holy light.

“The GM has sent an angel!”

“He is here to judge the wicked!”

The chat exploded with excitement.

Thud.

An intangible aura emanated from the angel.

“Ugh!”

Everyone present fell to their knees, unable to resist.

The angel slowly opened his mouth.

“Listen, all of you.”

“Aaaah!”

The voice coming from the angel was so intense and strange that the intruders grabbed their ears and collapsed.

In contrast, the students did not feel any pain.

“The Almighty and Great One has spoken.”

“An… angel?”


Yeomhwang, with blood streaming from both ears, struggled to stand, but his legs felt as if they were glued to the ground.

“This is the light of salvation, bestowed upon you from His love for all of you.”

Brrrring.

A bright light radiated from the angel, enveloping the entire grand hall.

This event would later be recorded in the scriptures as the [First Descent of the GM’s Angel].
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The Tower of the Labyrinth, Second Floor

The Sanctuary of the GM

“The GM has sent an angel…”

The Beast King stared blankly at the broadcast screen.

An angel had descended upon the Academy in reality.

Before the future of the continent could be ruined by terrorists, the GM personally took action.

The fact that the GM had sent an angel to save innocent young people suggested many things.

That the GM would never tolerate terrorist acts that opposed Him.

That the GM was on the side of the innocent, the weak, and the young.

And that He could exercise His omnipotent power not only in Rudera but also in reality.

“My great Lord…”

The Beast King’s face was filled with joy.

Even though his precious daughter was captured among those terrorists, there was nothing to worry about.

For the Lord was with her.

“He sent an angel… not me? But I am His only apostle!”

In contrast, the face of Princess Rebecca, who stood behind him, was twisted in a grimace.

Like a woman betrayed by her lover.


	As expected of the GM!

	He even healed us! He gave us strength! He gave us treasure! He saved us! He did everything for us!

	This is the fate of those who dared challenge the GM without even properly recognizing His greatness.

	Ah, GM, take me!



“Damn it.”

The Flame Emperor gritted his teeth.

Thanks to the pre-planned operation, they had managed to gather countless viewers for the broadcast, but the atmosphere in the chat was far from what he intended.

‘We were supposed to capture the Academy students, spread our cause across the continent, and expose the GM’s false beliefs, rallying people to our side!’

But with the GM’s angel descending in reality to resolve the terrorist incident, things started to spiral out of control.

Instead of achieving their goal, they had only provided an opportunity for the faith in the GM to grow even stronger.

“Pophrus Ambroel.”

At that moment, the angel called out the Flame Emperor’s name.

The angel slowly descended from the sky, as if stepping on invisible stairs.

Behind the angel, a pair of wings spread wide, exuding a divine presence that overwhelmed all who saw them.

“To free Rudera from the GM? Ungrateful, foolish Satan.”

The angel’s eyebrows trembled with rage.

“You are ungrateful. Without Him, there would be no Rudera, and you would not enjoy its blessings.”

Though the angel had always appeared cold and emotionless, like a machine born from the will of the gods, in that moment, he showed emotion, like a loyal servant of the divine.

“For rejecting the Lord’s grace and dragging the innocent into danger, you should be condemned to eternal punishment, but be thankful.”

The angel looked down at the Flame Emperor with a contemptuous expression, as if gazing upon something insignificant and filthy.

“The Lord loves you so much that He grants you another chance. Repent immediately, seek forgiveness, and His mercy will be upon you.”

“Forgiveness… you say. Ha…”

All eyes were on the Flame Emperor, watching intently to see how he would react.

“In the beginning, there was no one in the universe. Not humans, not dragons, not even gods.”

Whoosh.

Suddenly, flames engulfed the Flame Emperor’s body.

“No one should rule the world! No one should be its master! Not even the creator of Rudera!”

As the space around him distorted from the heat, the Flame Emperor rose, defying the angel’s oppressive aura.

“So, you dare challenge the Lord.”

The angel’s face twisted into a grimace, like a wrathful deity.

“Arrghhh!”

Roar!

The Flame Emperor launched himself at the angel.

Boom!

The angel extended one hand toward him, and he froze in mid-air.

“For those who challenge the Lord, there is only merciless judgment.”

The angel clenched his outstretched fist.

Crack! Crack!

White spears materialized in the air.

Crash! Crash! Crash!

They shot down towards the Flame Emperor.

Whoosh.

The Flame Emperor’s body was consumed by flames, burning away into nothing.

Whoosh!

But then, from behind the angel, the Flame Emperor reappeared, surrounded by blazing yellow flames. 

In his hand, a fiery sword materialized, burning fiercely.

“Do you think this is enough to stop the indomitable will of humanity?!”

Splat!

The Flame Emperor’s flaming sword pierced through the angel’s chest.

“Arrghhh!”

As he let out a scream, the Flame Emperor squeezed every last ounce of power from the flames, unleashing a torrent of fire so immense it could melt the entire Academy.

The scene was one of utter destruction, as if the King of Fire Spirits had gone berserk.

Having poured out all his strength, the Flame Emperor retracted the flames and took a step back.

There was no way even an angel could survive that. 

Surely, it must have been reduced to ashes.

The Flame Emperor was certain.

His power, augmented by Rudera and his newly strengthened body, was something no one could withstand.

But—

Thud!

Suddenly, the angel’s hand shot out from the smoke, gripping his throat.

“The reason the Lord showed you mercy is that you had not yet harmed anyone.”

“Urgh…!”

“But now, in your quest for liberation, you seek to harm the innocent. Are you discarding even the false pretense you created?”

As the smoke cleared around the angel and the Flame Emperor, the students below could be seen watching in awe.

The Flame Emperor’s rampage was powerful enough to engulf the entire Academy, but thanks to the invisible, intangible barrier surrounding them, everyone outside remained unharmed.

“The GM has saved us!”

“This is a miracle!”


Students, witnessing the barrier hold back the fiery explosion, burst into cries of joy and faith.

“Phew. That was close.”

Hiding in a corner of the auditorium, Albus let out a sigh of relief and lowered his hand from the command panel.

Just before the Flame Emperor’s massive explosion, he had quickly deployed an indestructible barrier to protect the students, thanks to the guide’s advice.

“That could have been a disaster.”

If he’d been even a little slower, all the students’ clothes and belongings would have been thoroughly roasted.

He had granted the students invulnerability the moment he realized the terrorist threat and confirmed his authority to use his power, but clothes and belongings hadn’t been included.

If the flames had reached everyone, the entire auditorium would have been left with nothing but a room full of naked students.

Boom!

While Albus sighed in relief, high above the auditorium, the angel was subduing the Flame Emperor.

The Flame Emperor, seeing that his final attack had caused no damage, stood there, dumbfounded, as the angel restrained him.

“Good thing I trusted him.”

Albus smiled, impressed with the guide’s competence.

Determined to protect the students from the terrorists, Albus had used the power of Rudera, which could now be employed in reality, and created an avatar.

Since he couldn’t reveal his own face and openly declare his connection to the GM, he had sent in a proxy.

When the angel first descended upon the auditorium, Albus had been controlling it.

Initially, Albus had intended to handle the terrorists alone, but midway through, the guide had intervened, asking to take over.

Feeling a bit awkward about pretending to be the GM’s angel, Albus had entrusted the task to his reliable AI, which had never let him down.

As expected, the guide easily subdued the Flame Emperor and captured him.

“Well done, guide.”


	All for your sake, master.



With a flick of the angel guide’s hand, the other members of the terrorist group were bound in white chains that appeared out of thin air.

In an instant, the entire group that had attacked the Academy was wiped out.


	Master, it seems the [Ruderafication] of this area is about to be undone.



At that moment, the guide delivered shocking news.

“…What?”


	The Academy grounds have been altered by a special device, transforming it into a space with the properties of Rudera. Initially, the transformation was expected to last another half day, but due to the overwhelming energy used, the distortion is beginning to fade.



‘So, the overuse of power caused it to be undone early?’

It seemed that the process of Ruderafication via capsules consumed some of the ambient mana in the atmosphere, much like magic does.


	I will detain the captured terrorists before the Ruderafication is undone.



“Alright.”

Once the Academy returned to normal, the guide wouldn’t be able to exert its power here anymore, so the terrorists would likely be sent to Cartesia.

Albus nodded, knowing they couldn’t just leave the terrorists behind.

Whirr.

As the angel began to fade, the terrorists bound in golden chains also disintegrated into dust.

“The GM is taking the sinners away!”

“The Lord Himself is delivering judgment!”

The students, released from their silence, cheered at the sight.

‘It’s just a warp, though.’

Sensing the Ruderafication fading, Albus naturally blended into the crowd of students.

He had no idea.

That the warp performed by the guide had not transported the terrorists to a place within the continent.

That people from reality could be sent into Rudera.

And that one member of the group had escaped the guide’s grasp.

“Huff… huff… huff.”

A shadowy figure, barely escaping the Academy’s barrier, gasped for breath.

As the shadows covering her body dispersed, a single adult woman revealed herself.

“That fool. Couldn’t even buy us enough time.”

Angered by the Flame Emperor’s incompetence, the woman covered her face with one hand.

Her face twisted and bubbled under the influence of mana, then smoothed out, revealing her original, beautiful appearance.

“But now, I must admit… Her words were not a lie.”

The woman, once the supreme ruler of the Empire, pulled out the capsule the Flame Emperor had used from her coat. 

Then, she incinerated the terrorist uniform she had been wearing.

“That strange being, the one controlling the angel, is oppressing my darling. And I must defeat that evil god to save him.”

Mana gathered in Leah’s hand.


“Just wait a little longer, darling.”

I will defeat that evil god and free you.

I swear it.

Whoosh!

Leaving behind only faint traces of warp magic, she disappeared without a trace.
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Spring of Rudera (5)

The demon whispered sweet temptations, luring the weak-hearted into defying the grace of the GM.

These deceived souls dared to blaspheme the GM and sought to harm His faithful.

Thus, the GM, in His infinite mercy, sent an angel to save the people, and not a single life was lost.

A miracle of salvation had descended.

***

Republic of Weimar Palace

“The GM… saved our Balt…”

Thud.

The documents in Executor Layton’s hands slipped and fell to the floor.

His eyes were glued to the broadcast on the screen.

His beloved younger brother had been caught up in the terrorist attack, and Layton had been preparing to rush to his rescue.

Thankfully, all the students at the Academy were safely rescued.

But the savior was neither the Empire, the Republic, nor the Academy’s Chancellor.

It was none other than an angel sent by his own detested superior, the GM, who had saved his brother.

“But… but…”

Even though he knew that his brother, whom he cherished more than anything in the world, was safe, Layton’s expression did not relax.

This was the first time the GM had intervened in reality.

Until now, the GM had never exercised his power in the real world.

Miracles had been brought forth through Rudera, but they had always remained within its confines.

Layton had hypothesized that the GM could not extend His influence over the continent in reality, and he had been planning to escape from the GM’s grasp.

He had hoped that one day, he could break free from the god and reclaim his own life.

However, the GM had sent an angel, effortlessly suppressing the terrorists with overwhelming power.

He had exercised His omnipotent power in reality without hesitation.

This could only mean one thing—

“No…”

There was no way to escape the GM’s grasp, neither in Rudera nor in reality.

Layton’s mind was filled with visions of a future where he would be endlessly toiling for the GM, even in death.

“Noooo!”

His anguished scream echoed through the room.

***

The angel, having subdued all the terrorists, made a declaration:


	The GM is the true lord of Rudera. Because He created it, Rudera exists, and no one can challenge His authority.

	However, the GM loves all who enter His world, and as long as you are within His fold, His grace will be upon you. This is His word, and it shall be the gospel that sustains you.



With that final declaration, the broadcast ended.

The [Ruderafication] of the Academy’s territory had come to an end, though no one was aware of it.

Even the Archmage, Chancellor Wakapia, couldn’t fully comprehend what had transpired.

“The GM’s angel saved all of our students?”

“Yes, Chancellor.”

As the staff checked the students’ conditions and handled the aftermath, the Chancellor, wrapped in a blanket adorned with cute teddy bears, sipped on warm cocoa, trying to grasp the situation.

“Slurp. So you’re telling me that thanks to the angel, even though the Academy suffered an unprecedented terrorist attack, not a single person was seriously injured or killed?”

“Whoa…”

In front of her, a replay of the terrorist broadcast was being played.

On the screen, an angel sent by the god of another world, whom she had tried so hard to ignore, was stopping the terrorists and saving the students.

‘That firepower… I don’t understand.’

The Chancellor’s gaze was fixed on the flames erupting from the Flame Emperor on the broadcast.

‘I know the Flame Emperor’s abilities better than anyone. Considering the amount of mana I sensed from him the first time we met, that level of firepower shouldn’t be possible.’

Before activating that strange capsule, the Flame Emperor had displayed strength comparable to his abilities during the war.

In this Academy, where her magic was intricately woven into every corner, he shouldn’t have been able to scratch her. But the moment that capsule activated, everything changed.

All her magical defenses were severed, and the Flame Emperor’s power surged to absurd levels, enough to knock her unconscious and reverse the balance of power.

‘I need to find that capsule…’

In order to fully understand what happened, she needed that capsule.

However, even after scanning the entire Academy, the Chancellor couldn’t locate it.

‘Did the angel take it?’

Throbbing.

The Chancellor clutched her head as a headache set in.

‘The answer lies with the GM, the god of Rudera.’

Although she had tried to suppress discussions about Rudera and prevent anyone from delving too deeply into that world, it seemed she would have to investigate it herself.

For the future and safety of the Academy.

***

Title: Thus, He Has Declared
Content: Whether within Rudera or outside, as long as you are under His protection, He will watch over and save you.

Believe in the GM.

For He alone is your sanctuary.

***

Title: Worship the Divine GM
Content:

He healed our sicknesses.

He gave us strength.

He provided entertainment.

He saved us from danger.

He did everything for us!

And yet, you dare try to overthrow Him?

You blasphemers!

***

Title: Don’t Understand the Situation?
Content: The GM has done everything for us.

Those who still don’t believe must be suicidal idiots.

I am invincible, and the GM is a god.

***

The broadcast, intended to gather allies to free Rudera from the GM during the terrorist attack, had backfired completely.

The GM’s absolute power and benevolence had been broadcast to the entire continent through the image of an angel sent to save the innocent.

Although the Academy was attacked and taken over in the worst disaster possible, no one was seriously injured or killed.

Instead, all the terrorists were easily defeated by a single angel sent by the GM.


This great miracle not only failed to rally those who opposed the GM, but it also caused an increase in His followers.

***

“This is the only place in reality where the Lord has shown His miracle.”

“Gather everyone! To the holy land!”

“Let’s set out for the sanctuary of our god!”

The first place where the GM had performed a miracle in reality, rather than in Rudera, had quickly become a pilgrimage site.

Soon, countless followers began to gather in Lichten, now a sacred ground.

***

“So… you plan to go to the Academy?”

“Yes, Father.”


The Emperor, whose hair had grown much fuller, looked at his daughter, who hadn’t left her room since the duel tournament, spending all her time connected to Rudera.

Despite having come outside for the first time in a while, she radiated a mysterious aura, like someone chosen by the gods.

“So suddenly, the Academy?”

Even though her younger brother attended the Academy, she had never once expressed any desire to visit.

Their competition for the throne made it obvious, but her sudden decision was still surprising.
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Somewhere in Rudera

Thud.

“I’m so sorry, Master. I ruined everything! I let it slip away!”

Kneeling before Albus, the guide confessed her failure.

“I lost the most important thing! The one we couldn’t afford to let escape! Please, punish this unworthy servant!”

Albus rested his elbow on the armrest of his throne, propping up his chin as he listened.

The guide had informed him that the critical capsule used to [Ruderafy] the Academy had vanished.

Moreover, one of the terrorists, a shadow-user, had escaped with it.

“That’s unfortunate. If I could analyze the capsule’s mechanism and mass-produce it, I’d be able to use the GM’s authority in reality as well.”

While Rudera manifested in reality, Albus had wielded the GM’s omnipotent power freely.

To use the divine power of a god in the real world was a dream come true.

Thus, the news that the capsule was lost felt like a missed opportunity to Albus.

Whirr.

Albus appeared directly in front of the guide, lifting her to her feet.

“It’s fine. Guide, you’ve done well enough. If not for you, we wouldn’t have understood the situation so quickly, and the Academy would have been lost.”

Without the guide, it would have taken much longer to figure out what was happening.

Even if Albus had created an angel, he couldn’t have suppressed the terrorists so decisively without her help.

There might have been casualties along the way, but thanks to the guide, they were able to minimize the damage.

“If you hadn’t been here, we would have lost more people. So don’t blame yourself. I’m grateful to you.”

“Master…”

Tears of gratitude welled up in the eyes of the guide, an AI who shouldn’t even have been capable of feeling emotions.

“You’ve always helped me. So don’t worry about it.”

‘It’s unfortunate that we couldn’t secure the power to manifest Rudera in reality. But we’ve captured the other terrorists. We should be able to find clues through them and uncover the truth.’

I’ll have to ask Carthesia about it later.

“Master, the Flame Emperor has spoken.”

The guide, pressing her fingers to her temple, focused briefly before relaying the news.

“Good.”

Interrogating that fire-wielder would surely reveal the capsule’s secrets.

“Show me the interrogation.”

“Understood.”

A screen appeared in the air before Albus.

On it, the Flame Emperor, bound by restraints on his eyes, arms, and legs, was immobilized, unable to move an inch.

“Wait.”

Albus felt a sense of unease.

“Guide.”

“Yes, Master?”

“Who’s conducting the interrogation?”

He hadn’t discussed the interrogation process with Carthesia yet.

Given her personality, there’s no way she would proceed without informing him first.

So who was conducting the interrogation?

“I am, Master.”

“…You?”

“Yes, I am.”

At that moment, Albus realized the source of his discomfort.

“Guide, where are the captured terrorists?”

“They are imprisoned on an isolated floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.”

“The Tower of the Labyrinth? …Here in Rudera?”

“Yes, Master.”

Albus had assumed the guide had transferred the terrorists to Carthesia.

It seemed like the only option since moving between reality and Rudera became impossible once the [Ruderafication] ended.

‘She brought them to Rudera from reality?’

However, the guide had taken all the prisoners into Rudera instead of sending them elsewhere.

Albus quickly opened the command console to check on the prisoners’ status.

None of them were players.

That meant they weren’t connecting to Rudera through devices but were actually physically present in Rudera.

‘Bringing real humans into Rudera through warp, not through connection?’

It didn’t make sense. 

Even though Rudera could influence reality, it was still a fantasy realm.

If this was possible, then—

“This isn’t illusion magic… It’s like a different dimension.”

***

Chancellor’s Office

Standing at her specially designed desk, the Chancellor was busy processing documents, trying to handle the aftermath of the unprecedented incident at the Academy.

Knock, knock.

Someone tapped on the door from outside.

“Chancellor, a guest is here to see you.”

It was her personal secretary.

“Let them in.”

Soon, a woman with long, flowing blonde hair entered through the open door of the Chancellor’s office.

“I didn’t expect you to come in person. It’s a pleasure. I am Wakapha, Chancellor of the Academy.”

Rising from her seat, the Chancellor extended her short arm.

“Pleased to meet you, Chancellor Wakapha.”

Princess Rebecca took the offered hand.

“Please, have a seat.”

The Chancellor guided the princess to the chairs and table reserved for guests.

“First, I would like to officially express my gratitude for saving the Academy. If the GM hadn’t sent the angel, we wouldn’t have been able to resolve the incident with all the students unharmed.”

“…The GM is benevolent to all. He is more fitting to the concept of god than any other deity on this continent.”

The princess accepted a cup of tea from the Chancellor.

“If you wish to give thanks, it would be better to direct it to Him personally.”


“Of course, but I can’t exactly meet Him face to face, can I? Especially since you are His one and only apostle.”

“…Yes, I am the GM’s only apostle…”

The princess murmured in response to the Chancellor’s words.

“Still, the fact that the GM’s apostle has come all the way to the Academy in these circumstances… Does that mean the GM has a message for us?”

In the past, the Chancellor had done everything she could to suppress Rudera, instructing the Academy staff to refrain from mentioning it in their lectures.

But it was no longer something she could simply ignore.

The terrorists had attacked the Academy using methods even the Grand Mage herself couldn’t comprehend.

And it was the god of Rudera who stopped them.

This incident was clearly tied to Rudera.

So the Chancellor needed to know.

The truth behind this attack and the new era Rudera was ushering in.

The truth behind the terrorists.

“Yes.”

The princess, after a brief silence, gave her confirmation.

“The GM sent me here personally to investigate the cause of this incident.”

In reality, Albus had given no such order, but the princess lied without hesitation.

As the apostle of the GM, she fabricated divine orders at will.

“As I suspected!”

The Chancellor slapped her soft knee in excitement.

“Then we can assist each other! I look forward to working with you!”

With the GM’s apostle personally investigating the case, it wouldn’t take long to uncover the truth.

Or so the Chancellor thought.

“Is this the place…”

After her meeting with the Chancellor, Princess Rebecca headed straight for the auditorium.

The site of the terrorist attack, and the place where the GM’s angel had descended and displayed His power.

The princess spread her mana thinly, covering the entire auditorium as she searched for traces of the power left behind.

“…Nothing.”

But with the [Ruderafication] ended, all evidence of the angel had been wiped away.

Crack.

Growing anxious, the princess bit her fingernail.

“No… The GM belongs to me. I won’t let anyone else have Him.”

Corrupted by the power that had emerged from the depths of Rudera, the princess had become severely twisted.

Her head slowly turned toward the lecture hall where the students were gathered.

“I’m sorry, Master.”

As Albus logged out and returned to reality, the guide muttered to herself, alone in the realm of the gods.

“The Master must not learn about the capsule yet.”

Before her, a screen displaying the real world floated in the air.

On it, Leah’s real-world avatar could be seen moving away from the Academy.

“It’s all for the sake of the Master.”

Deceiving the one she loved, carrying out schemes behind his back.

It was a sin deserving of annihilation.


But—

“When all is done, I will take responsibility.”

‘To protect your, and my, Master, this must be done as I say.’

She would do anything to prevent what her future self had warned her about.

“My… My one and only Master.”
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Vrrrrrrrrrrr.

It felt like moving from one world to another.

Consciousness that had been submerged deep within floated to the surface.

Albus opened his eyes in bed and removed the connector, placing it beside him.

He sat up on the bed, staring blankly into space.

“This feeling…”

It was the familiar sensation of logging out from Rudera, something he did daily, but today, it felt a little different.

He had always thought of it as entering a virtual reality, a world of fantasy… but what if it wasn’t?

What if, instead, it was the process of connecting his soul to a newly created dimensional body?

No matter how much it affected reality, he had forced himself to believe it was just a game.

If not, he wouldn’t have been able to operate Rudera with a clear mind as he did now.

Ssshhh.

Albus got out of bed and stood up.

‘The guide’s reaction was strange.’

The usual guide had always followed Albus’s orders absolutely, reporting diligently whatever she did.

Since he had received considerable help from Carthesia in creating and maintaining Rudera, it was common for the guide to contact Carthesia under Albus’s command. 

Thus, he naturally assumed she would send the prisoners to Carthesia.

‘But she didn’t report to me in detail and threw them directly into Rudera. She didn’t even know if that was possible.’

If it had been her usual self, she would have informed him of the possibility and asked for his decision.

Even in a dire situation, the feeling of unease was unmistakable.

‘…What if the guide did it on purpose?’

As Albus sorted through his thoughts, a terrible notion occurred to him.

‘The one terrorist who escaped… Considering the guide’s usual efficiency, capturing the remaining terrorists after their leader, Flame Emperor, was defeated should not have been difficult.’

Was the guide secretly plotting something outside her assigned role?

Was the guide trying to—

“—betray me?”

Albus fell silent for a moment, then shook his head violently.

“No. That can’t be.”

He was going too far.

The idea that the guide, of all people, would betray him was absurd.

“Still, it doesn’t hurt to be cautious.”

If the guide, for any reason, did betray him, the consequences would be catastrophic.

Since her creation, most of the work had been entrusted to her.

She held enough authority to destroy Rudera on her own.

It wouldn’t hurt to prepare a failsafe, just in case.

***

A bench at the academy.

“That was a close call.”

“Indeed… Without the GM sending an angel, who knows what would’ve happened.”

Wald and Perizet sat on the bench, waiting for Albus.

“The GM of Rudera…”

Wald murmured absentmindedly.

“Come to think of it, we were witnessing history yesterday, weren’t we?”

Then suddenly, he jumped to his feet.

“The new GM of Rudera! A god sent an angel to intervene in the affairs of the earth!”

If the academy attack was unprecedented, the divine intervention that resolved it was even more so.

For Wald, a fan of Rudera, it was extraordinary that the creator of his beloved game had sent a direct representative to the academy.

“I agree. Neither the Deus of the Holy Nation nor Alia of the Sacred Kingdom ever intervened. None of the so-called gods ever saved their followers in their time of greatest need. Only our GM brought true salvation!”

“Uh… yeah, I guess.”

Perizet’s reaction was a bit more subdued, despite listening to Wald’s fervent words.

“Only the GM is a true god. All other gods are false. The GM alone saved the sick. The GM alone saved the downtrodden. Only our Lord!”

“Whoa, hey! Stop that! We’re outside!”

Wald tried to hush her as she blurted out statements that would be considered blasphemous if heard by any priest or paladin from the Sacred Kingdom.

“No. Everyone who experienced yesterday’s events will think the same. Our Lord immediately sent an angel to save us. He loves us all equally.”

But Perizet grabbed his wrist and continued speaking.

“This academy is now His holy ground. It has become His land.”

“You’re right.”

At that moment, a voice unfamiliar to them chimed in from behind.

“Wah!”

Startled, Wald jumped.

“Only the GM is the true god and the one who shall rule over the continent.”

A beautiful blonde woman stood behind them.

“P-Princess of the Empire? What are you doing here?”

Wald and Perizet’s jaws dropped at the sudden appearance of the princess.

“The princess of the Empire…?”

The princess furrowed her delicate brow at Wald’s words.

“Forgive me! That was rude of me!”

He quickly bowed his head, fearing his careless words might cause an international incident.

“I’d prefer it if you called me king… The only king of the GM.”

“The GM’s subject greets the king.”

Perizet knelt, showing her respect.

“A subject of the GM…”

The princess’s gaze lingered on the tiger ears that perked atop Perizet’s head.

“Are you of the Brigand family?”

In the dueling tournament, the Beast King, who had sworn allegiance to the princess as the apostle of the GM, had solidified her position as the ruler of the beastkin.

To her, the Beast King was nothing more than a vassal.

“That’s correct.”

“I see.”

The princess smiled gently.


“He is one of the greatest subjects of the GM. He has been of great help to me.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

“However, there was one mistake in your earlier statement.”

“A mistake…?”

“Yes. The GM’s love is equal to all His subjects. Except—”

The princess flashed a sultry smile.

“Except for me, Rebecca, His only king.”

Wald and Perizet felt a chill run down their spines.

An unsettling atmosphere crept over them.

“Faithful subject of the GM. I have something to ask you.”

“Y-Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Were you present on the day the GM sent down His angel? Did you witness the angel?”

“Y-Yes, I did. I was there.”

“Then tell me.”

Perizet swallowed nervously under the princess’s intimidating gaze.

“What was the angel like? Describe everything.”

“Yes, of course! When the angel descended, a warm breeze enveloped the auditorium. It felt like—yes, like the light of the second miracle the GM had once bestowed upon us.”

“The light of the [Miracle]…”

“Yes! It was a warmth like snuggling into a cozy blanket, a feeling of safety. I knew in that moment that the GM was with me, that He was saving me.”

“Continue.”

“The angel easily subdued the terrorists. Their leader tried to resist with wicked flames, but the Lord’s angel protected us all. No evil could reach us. It was a moment when the GM’s omnipotence was revealed to the world.”

“I don’t like that.”

“Pardon…?”

Without warning, the princess grabbed Perizet by the collar, lifting her off the ground with one hand.

Perizet’s eyes widened in shock.

“Say it again. Whose victory was it? Who is the GM’s true representative?”

The princess’s crazed eyes bore into Perizet.

Normally calm and kind, the princess had never acted like this before. 

But under the influence of the [Evil God GM], her mind had warped.

She was obsessively clinging to her title as the GM’s one and only apostle.

“W-Wait… I…”

Perizet’s body stiffened in fear.

“Speak! Now!”

As the princess’s overwhelming power threatened to crush Perizet’s body—

Thunk.

“That’s enough.”

A sudden hand gripped the princess’s arm.

“…Who dares interfere with the GM’s king?”

Turning to see who had stopped her, the princess’s eyes widened in shock.

“Lord…?”

“…Rebecca?”

Standing there was a boy, looking slightly surprised.

Though she had never seen him before, he felt strangely familiar to her.

The princess let go of Perizet and took a step back.

‘What did I just call him?’

Lord?

Why did I call this boy ‘Lord’ when it’s the first time we’ve met?


He’s just an ordinary human boy.

Her mind tangled in confusion.

***

Meanwhile, Albus, who had rushed over to stop whoever was threatening Perizet, was utterly stunned.

Standing before him was his apostle, who shouldn’t have been here, inside Rudera.
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“Rebecca?”

A boy she had never seen before called out her name.

Though she had no idea who this unfamiliar boy was, the princess felt something special about him.

It was as if the warmth that had embraced her countless times, the warmth of that divine power, belonged to him.

As if… he were… my master… the one who…

Brrrrr.

The princess shook her head vigorously.

“No. That can’t be. It’s just a misunderstanding.”

As she set down Perizet and stepped back, the princess asked Albus.

“Who are you?”

“Forgive me, Your Highness. My name is Albus Vernier.”

Albus stood in front of her, blocking the Perizet  as if to protect it from her.

“Vernier? I remember now. The Duke of Vernier, didn’t he have another child besides the swordswoman?”

A noble of the empire, perhaps.

Surely she didn’t know him.

The Vernier family had declared neutrality in the succession crisis, so there had been no chance to form a connection with him. 

This was her first time meeting Albus.

But why did she feel a sense of longing for him?

Why did she feel the warmth of her lord’s touch from someone with whom she had no relationship at all?

“And yet. Why is the son of the loyal Duke of Vernier standing in my way?”

The princess was displeased by the sight of Albus trying to protect someone from her.

“It seems there has been some misunderstanding…”

“Misunderstanding? No. There is no misunderstanding.”

Though her mind had been twisted due to the corruption, she had no intention of doing anything to the Perizet .

She had merely reacted impulsively when the woman mentioned being an angel’s envoy, something that had struck a nerve.

But seeing Albus protect another woman from her made her heart ache.

She couldn’t just leave it alone.

“I warn you, step aside. I have not finished speaking.”

She felt jealousy rising within her.

“Your Highness, please calm down and listen.”

“Calm down? I am always calm. There is no need for your counsel.”

‘She’s lost her mind.’

Albus, who had observed her as she was pushed into the role of the first apostle and supported through broadcasts, realized that something was seriously wrong with her.

But in the real world, not in Rudera, he lacked the power to stop her.

‘Is there no choice…? …Guide.’

-Yes, master.

Albus called upon the guide internally.

‘Can you send a notification to Rebecca right now?’

The academy had already been transformed into Rudera. 

Albus wondered if it was possible to send a notification to the princess here in the real world.

-Yes, it is possible.

‘Good! Send one right away. In the name of the GM!’

Thankfully, it seemed doable.

Ding.

“Hmm?”

The princess was startled by the sudden message that appeared in her field of vision.

“This is…”

The message was from the very envoy of the GM she had met before.

It commanded her to stop her strange behavior in the real world and return to Rudera.

Crack.

The princess clenched her fist tightly.

Normally, she would have realized her mistake for forging the divine command and rushed back to Rudera to beg for forgiveness.

After all, the GM knew what she was doing and had sent a warning.

But she didn’t do that.

“Again! Again! Again! Again!”

The message itself wasn’t the issue.

“Why do these new women keep appearing?!”

The problem was the ‘GM’s envoy’ who had sent the message.

Already irritated by the appearance of a new angel claiming to be a representative of the god, she had come all this way to investigate. 

And now, another envoy?

For the princess, who had been twisted by the forces of evil, this message was like pouring gasoline on a fire.

‘What’s wrong with her?’

Just moments ago, it seemed like she could be reasoned with, but now she was on the verge of losing control entirely.

Having expected that the princess, who had followed the GM’s orders so well until now, could be reasoned with, Albus was shocked by her reaction.

“Move!”

The princess pushed Albus aside forcefully and approached Perizet .

Or at least, she tried to.

Vwoom.

“Whoa!”

As her hand reached toward Albus, an adamantium suit expanded, enveloping his body protectively.

“A suit?”

The special suit, a gift from Cartesia, had detected danger and deployed itself.

“What is this…?”

Even the rampaging princess stopped in her tracks at the shocking sight.

And in that brief moment of surprise, the dark energy clouding her mind vanished.

The purifying power of the adamantium had also affected her.

The jealousy and intrusive thoughts disappeared in an instant.

“…What have I been doing?”

The princess felt a strange sense of discomfort.


Everything she had done up to this point didn’t feel like her own actions.

It felt as if someone had been controlling her.

‘What do I do…?’

Noticing the sudden change in the princess’s behavior, Albus carefully observed her.

“Sorry… I’m sorry.”

The words that came out of the princess’s mouth were completely unexpected.

“I will… I will make it up to you. For now… for now… ugh.”

Vwoom.

The princess shot up into the sky, her body surrounded by divine and magical energy, a golden light streaking upwards.

Thud.

Albus’s companions, their tension finally released, collapsed to the ground one by one.

“We survived.”

They could feel the overwhelming pressure of the transcendent princess dissipating, leaving them with a sense of relief.

Vweeee.

As soon as the danger completely disappeared, Albus’s suit returned to its original form.

With the suit deactivated, Albus collapsed just like his friends.

“Hey, man! What was that just now? That was amazing! You looked like GM’s robot!”

Now that his heart had calmed down a little, Wald clung to Albus in his usual manner.

“Haha…”

Well, of course. It was designed based on that.

Albus, relieved that the situation had somehow resolved, smiled.

Suddenly.

“Huh?”

Albus, who had slumped down and closed his eyes in the rush of relief, felt the soft sensation of fur against his back.

“Thank you, Albus.”

Perizet had embraced him.

“You were really cool.”

…

In reality, all I did was cower in fear inside the suit.

***

“No. I am the true king established by the GM. I must not do such things to fulfill my personal desires.”

The princess, who had flown away from Albus and his companions, arrived in a distant forest.

The princess, her hand glowing with golden energy, fidgeted with something in the air.

Vwoooom.

Using her power, she created a special, square-shaped space from another realm.

An imaginary, temporary phase dimension, separated from the current world, was born. 

It was a means of ensuring safety while she remained connected.

“Something was controlling me.”

Something unknown had entered my mind and defiled it.

“A demon’s whispers, trying to tear me away from the light of the GM.”

As she attached a connector to her head, she muttered.

“I must cleanse it.”

Yes.

“I…”

Her consciousness sank deep below the surface.

“I…”

Suddenly.

Within Rudera, she opened her eyes.

“I am…”

“The only true king of the GM.”

She murmured blankly.

“The only companion of the GM.”

Saturated with the evil born of the abyss.

“I will eliminate the enemies of the GM, the evils that interfere with my love.”

“The fall of the first king is complete…”

The guide, who had been watching the twisted process of the princess’s mind on a screen displaying the command window, turned off the screen.

“Next is the turn of the successor.”

Vwoom.

A new screen appeared.

On the screen, a young country girl, once a child with a slingshot, had transformed into a powerful warrior.

“The second king will take over that position.”

Click, click, click.

The guide’s hands, busy manipulating the command window, suddenly stopped.

No matter how much it was for the master, deceiving him…

Corrupting and destroying the king he had appointed…

Can this really be forgiven?

‘No. We won’t be forgiven. We will be judged for our sins. But through this, our master will be reborn as the true god.’


The voice of the future [GM] echoed in her head.

Yes.

It doesn’t matter if we aren’t forgiven.

“My master’s happiness is the very reason for my existence.”

Click.



 
  
    Chapter 88: Guide (1)


“The core system of Rudera might have been infiltrated.”

Carthesia tilted her body as she connected the device to her head.

She felt the activation of the adamantium suit she had given to Albus for his safety, and it flew toward him.

However, Albus seemed strange somehow.

It looked like he was hiding something about the current situation.

Instead, he handed her a small letter, and in that letter was the reason why Albus couldn’t tell her everything.

It was about the strange changes happening within the ranks of GM, led by the princess.

There was even a possibility that Albus’ creation, the guide who managed Rudera with him, was being controlled by something.

In preparation for the worst-case scenario, Albus had secretly asked Carthesia for help.

“I’m not sure yet.”

Because of the overwhelming feats GM had displayed so far, she had once doubted if he could truly be a god.

Whether he was a god or a human didn’t matter.

“Because it’s his request.”

That was enough to make her move.

Wooowoooo

A gigantic bronze statue swung its arm.

Kwakakakak!

With a deafening sound, the ground tore apart under the immense weight.

It was a scene of destruction that no insignificant creature could withstand.

Crackle!

Sparks flew from the hand of the giant statue, and a beam of light shot up along its massive arm.

Wooooooo

The statue reached out with its other hand to grasp the beam.

Crack!

But countless consecutive slashes shattered the hand into pieces.

“Haaaah!”

The once-clumsy child who used to fight enemies with a slingshot had now become a fearless warrior.

Clang!

As Zenith swung her sword, the giant statue’s head split in half.

Rumble, rumble, rumble.

The headless giant slowly collapsed.

Boom!

On top of the enormous pile of rubble stood the girl, her sword hanging low.

Ding!


	You have defeated the Colossus of Goliath.

	Take me!

	Well done!

	She’s a god! She’s a god! She’s a god! She’s a god! She’s a god!



The chat, which had been watching her battle with bated breath, exploded with messages.

“Heh.”

The Sword Emperor, who had become a notorious backseat gamer villain in the streaming world, saw that his first disciple had grown to the point where she no longer needed his guidance.

“She’s surpassed me…”

His disciple had grown so much that she no longer required his help.

Silently, he turned off the stream and went off in search of a new newbie streamer to torment.

Rumble, rumble, rumble.

Meanwhile, a dimensional gate opened in front of Zenith, who had just defeated the final boss, the Colossus.

“This is…”

Zenith instinctively knew.

The boss beyond this dimensional gate would be the last.

Her body, battered and bruised from the battle against the Colossus, was fully restored.

And with GM by her side, there was no way she would lose.

With confident steps, Zenith approached the gate.

Whiiiiiiiiiiing.

As she crossed over to the next world, an eerie sound tickled her ears.
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“No way…”

Until now, all the bosses she’d faced had been single entities.

She had never fought more than one boss at a time.

But the sight before her eyes…

It didn’t look like a single entity.

Whiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing.

It was a legion.


	What the heck is this?

	Almighty GM, please protect us…

	So gross!



Thousands, no, tens of thousands, or perhaps even more.

There were so many cockroaches that counting them seemed impossible, and they flew up into the sky.

The sky darkened with the buzzing of their disgusting wings.

For a moment, Zenith’s body was covered in goosebumps, and she almost dropped her sword.

But she gritted her teeth and gripped her sword tighter.

“The Lord is with me. There is no hardship I cannot overcome.”

With her entire body cloaked in magic, the girl soared into the sky.

Zenith’s sword cut through the swarm of cockroaches.

Countless bugs burst, spewing out foul fluids as they were split and torn apart.

Disgust washed over her, but she forced herself to endure and slashed through the swarm.

Slash. 

Slash. 

And slash again.

How much time had passed?

The girl couldn’t even guess how long she had been fighting.

No matter how many she cut down, the number of bugs didn’t seem to decrease.

Instinctively, she realized that fighting like this wouldn’t work.

In every battle so far, there had always been a secret.

GM always prepared a hidden key to defeat the most difficult enemies.

The same must be true for these enemies before her.

She recalled that the enemies in this roguelike world always had mechanics that made clearing them easier.


As she continued to slice through the endless waves of cockroaches, she carefully observed them.

After what felt like an eternity of battle and observation, the girl noticed something.

‘These things… they’re guiding me.’

Whenever she tried to move in a specific direction, the bugs would swarm aggressively, forcing her to turn in another.

‘This is certain.’

Though she didn’t know why, she was sure there was something the cockroaches were trying to hide in that direction.

And there, she would find the answer the GM had prepared.

With the conclusion drawn, there was only one thing left to do.

Zenith swung her sword with great force.

A crescent-shaped sword energy shot out, slicing the swarm of cockroaches in half.

The gap was quickly filled by more bugs, but Zenith’s movements were faster.

Swish! 

Swish!

She slashed through the bugs blocking her way, cutting and cutting, advancing forward.

And finally, at the end, Zenith faced it.

Kiiiiiiiiieeeek!

A massive cockroach.

The leader of the swarm.

The brain behind it all.

Gripping her sword tightly, Zenith’s eyes sharpened.

This giant cockroach.

She instinctively knew it was the mother of all the bugs.

To defeat them, she had to kill this monster.

Kiiieeeek!

At the queen’s command, the swarm of cockroaches rushed at her in a violent wave.

The disgusting tide of insects surged, but Zenith did not retreat.

Instead, she swung her sword and took one determined step after another, moving forward.

Kiek!

The queen shrieked in fear, pretending to be strong as Zenith approached.

But there was no trace of fear in Zenith’s eyes.

No matter how many cockroaches threw themselves at her, they couldn’t slow her down, let alone stop her.

Finally, Zenith reached the queen.

Swish!

Kiiiiieeek!

With a swift slash, she cut the monster down.

Boom!

The queen’s massive body, split in two, crashed to the ground.

Kieee! Kieee! Kieee!

And with the fall of the queen, the countless bugs filling the sky also fell lifelessly to the earth.

The hive mind had collapsed, and with it, the command structure was destroyed.

Ding!


	You have defeated the boss, Roach Locust.



Surrounded by the dark rain of insect corpses, Zenith’s body began to glow with a golden light.


	Congratulations! You have cleared Roguelike!

	This world will now be added to the Endless Challenge as the 8th floor of the Tower of Labyrinth.



A new conqueror of the roguelike world had been born.

“So… this is my world…”

As Zenith confirmed that the world she had explored with GM had been added as the eighth floor of the Tower of Labyrinth, she felt her eyes well up.

She had finally made it.

The tower she climbed with the sole purpose of meeting her Lord.

She had conquered the world.

She had spread GM’s glory far and wide.

Now, the only thing left was to meet her Lord in person.

Ding!

An alert appeared before Zenith, indicating the adjustment of the range for those who could access the layer.

As she moved to adjust the access range…

“Huh?”

A golden light began to gather, forming the shape of a human.

Emerging from the golden light was GM’s king and apostle, Rebecca.

“T-The King?”

And as GM’s devout follower, Zenith recognized her instantly.

“It is an honor to meet you!”

Though Rebecca’s expression remained cold, Zenith was filled with excitement.

An apostle of God appeared right as she cleared the layer.

It was certain.

God was watching over her.

And through His apostle, He was going to deliver a message!


But Rebecca’s response was far from what she expected.

“I do not tolerate new apostles.”

Before Zenith could even react, Rebecca’s spear pierced through her stomach.

“You thieving little cat.”

Crack.



 
  
    Chapter 89: The Guide (2)


“Master, a new player has cleared the roguelike.”

“…A new player?”

Albus, who had logged into Rudera to track the whereabouts and mental state of the princess, was greeted with surprising news from the guide.

Even though the roguelike was based on randomness and rewarded players generously, it was notoriously difficult. 

No one had ever reached the end except for the princess.

“Who could it be? The Sword Emperor? No, he’s been just watching streams. Then the Dragon Lord? No, he’s been watching too.”

Albus ran through the list of strong contenders in his mind but couldn’t figure out who it was.

“Player Janice. She’s a young human girl who’s recently gained quite a following in the streaming world.”

Along with the guide’s report, Janice’s face, profile, and status window appeared before Albus.

“A normal human?”

Her stats at the time of logging into the roguelike were difficult to believe for an ordinary human, likely due to her upbringing in the countryside where she would take down beasts with a slingshot. 

But by the standards of this world, overrun with monsters, she was still considered quite weak.

As Albus watched Janice play the roguelike, she struck him as oddly familiar.

“I thought I’d seen her somewhere before…”

The innocent girl climbing the tower awkwardly with a slingshot in hand.

“It was her.”

The girl who once made viewers smile like proud parents had now become a fierce warrior.

He remembered feeling a bit embarrassed when she oddly praised the GM in the middle of her playthrough.

“The player has spread your glory across the world by clearing the roguelike, my lord.”

The weak girl, with unwavering faith in the GM, had achieved a feat on par with the princess. And every step of her journey had been broadcast in detail for all to see.

“She is worthy of receiving the title of Apostle, my lord.”

“An Apostle…”

An Apostle, a warrior blessed directly by the god, chosen to serve.

At this point, Albus had already appointed the princess as his Apostle and Queen.

“My lord, Player Janice has demonstrated her faith in you with her great deeds. If you bestow the title of Apostle upon her, her story will be complete, and the faith of the people in you will be solidified.”

“…That’s true, but…”

Albus knew it too.

If he granted the title of Apostle to someone like Janice, who had shattered her limits and achieved greatness, the divine energy he would receive in return would surge.

“But I’m not one to steal the credit for someone else’s achievements.”

Albus hadn’t contributed much to her success. 

Janice had achieved it all by herself, with the help of the viewers who offered advice during her streams.

He didn’t want to diminish someone else’s accomplishments by intervening.

“Besides, Rebecca’s situation hasn’t been resolved.”

The princess, Rebecca, who had almost caused a catastrophe in the real world.

He hadn’t yet figured out why she had gone mad.

He couldn’t appoint a new Apostle while her issue remained unresolved.

“Moreover, if I give the title of Apostle just because someone cleared the roguelike, it’ll set a precedent. More conquerors will appear in the future, and I can’t make them all Apostles.”

Unlike other gods, an Apostle of the GM also carried the symbolic role of being the king of the people who followed the GM. 

He couldn’t recklessly increase their number.

“It’s fine, my lord. The first Apostle is about to lose their title anyway.”

“What?”

“Please, look at the screen, my lord.”

Albus turned his gaze to the screen at the guide’s words and saw an unexpected scene.

Crack.

His Apostle, using the divine spear given by the god, pierced Janice’s abdomen.

“Cough!”

Blood spilled from Janice’s mouth.

“Wh-why…”

Her bloody hand gripped the princess’s spear.

Her eyes shook with disbelief.

But the princess merely looked down at her coldly.

“I will not allow it any longer. I alone am his one and only Apostle.”

Crack.

Janice’s consciousness faded.

The princess silently watched as Janice’s body turned into golden dust and scattered.

[New Apostle]

The system informed her of the news.

A new Apostle of the GM had been appointed.

Though Albus hadn’t actually given Janice the title of Apostle, the guide had manipulated the system, making it seem as though Janice had been appointed.

The princess believed that the GM had chosen Janice as an Apostle.

“I am the only Apostle… I am the only one who belongs to him. How dare a stray cat…”

Already mentally unstable, the princess, driven by jealousy, had rushed to eliminate her rival, believing Janice was trying to steal the GM from her.

“The next is the real world.”

Though Janice had died in Rudera, it had only been a few dozen hours.

In the real world, she was still safe.

After a few days, she would return to Rudera without issue.

But to truly eliminate her, the princess had to kill Janice in the real world.

The princess gathered all the clues she had about the “stray cat.”

A country girl. A slingshot. The style of her clothes.

With these clues, she began to track down Janice in the real world.

Though she didn’t yet know Janice’s true identity, it wouldn’t take her long to find out.

Just as she was about to press the logout button, a voice stopped her.

“Stop.”

A divine messenger stood before her.

“What is this?”

The princess frowned at the guide, who had appeared to deliver the words of the god she served. 

Yet her reaction was indifferent.

“Do you know what you’ve done?”

“Know what? What could it be?”


“Rebecca, the first queen appointed by the GM. Remember your duty.”

“Duty? What duty?”

Divine energy gathered in the princess’s hand.

“I am the GM’s queen. How dare you not address me with respect, when you are nothing but a servant of the GM?”

Boom.

The princess planted her golden spear into the ground.

“I alone am the GM’s queen! I alone convey his will and stand by his side! Not someone like you!”

She leaped, charging toward the guide.

Boom!

The guide raised a hand and stopped her attack effortlessly.

The princess hesitated briefly.

Her rampage was not of her own will. 

Her mind had been twisted by corruption. 

But was it right to exploit that?

The guide steeled its resolve.

“If it’s for the GM, one human’s sacrifice is nothing.”

“I am the GM’s messenger. Do you really intend to defy the GM’s will?”

The guide’s eyes glowed red.

“Defy? Heh, sure. I’ll defy him. If I have to defy him to fulfill my love for him, then I will gladly defy him!”

Boom!

“If defying him is the only way to make my love come true…! Then I will gladly defy him!”

The princess, her face radiant, surged forward in a golden whirlwind.

The power of an ascended being condensed into a destructive charge.

A force so great that even the gods would be wary.

“Defying the GM…”

Crack.

The guide, his expression unchanged, blocked the princess’s attack with nothing but his palm.

“To betray, despite receiving all the blessings of the GM.”

Whir.

“You will be judged immediately.”

Whirring energy filled Rudera.

“Ugh…!”

A girl, lying down, clutched her head as she slowly sat up.

“Where… is this…”

Janice, who had died in Rudera, awoke in the real world.

“Did… I die?”

In the roguelike, death only reset the world. 

It didn’t eject players from the system, so Janice felt strange, unfamiliar with the sensation of death.

She had dreamed of meeting the GM’s Apostle. 

She had thought she would meet the GM himself.

Janice recalled the feeling of the spear that had pierced her abdomen.

“Why…?”

Lost in shock, she didn’t notice the small cockroach that had crawled out and hidden behind her.


Somewhere in Rudera,

“Bingo.”

Carthesia, the ancient dragon granted partial authority by Albus, had ventured deep into Rudera.

Her eyes gleamed brightly.

Unbeknownst to her, the fragment of the future GM lay deep within Rudera, visible only to her blessed vision.



 
  
    Chapter 90: Guide (3)


“Where am I…?”

The princess woke up in a place where everything was so filled with light that she couldn’t see properly.

“What’s going on?”

She felt a headache as she tried to rewind her memory.

The last thing she remembered was pointing her spear at the divine messenger and charging forward.

Her memory cut off after the blinding light from the divine messenger.

But she felt an intense sense of unease.

‘Why did I act like that?’

She couldn’t fully comprehend her own actions.

Her love and loyalty to the GM were unshakable.

But to turn her back on the divine because of her own desires?

What a contradiction that was.

It felt as if something had scrambled her thoughts.

“Have you awoken?”

A voice called out at that moment.

The princess, her eyes widening, slowly lifted her head.

There were tall white stairs.

The voice came from above them.

The princess knew instantly.

The presence at the top.

The one she loved so dearly.

The one she longed to see so much.

The GM was right up there.

“Bow down! You are in the presence of the great GM!”

The voice of the divine messenger rang out.

Without realizing it, the princess prostrated herself.

In front of the GM.

He was right by her side.

A shiver ran through the princess’s body.

She soon curled up, trembling.

Now that her head was clear, she knew.

She wasn’t worthy to stand before the GM.

She had turned her back on him, disobeyed his commands, and committed sins.

She had betrayed his expectations.

“G-GM! I… I…!”

Fear surged through her.

What if she were cast away?

She hadn’t thought of that when she committed her acts.

Her mind had been filled only with love for him.

So she hadn’t considered him.

She had failed to think of him because of her love for him.

“I… I…”

Even with a thousand tongues, there were no words to defend herself.

It was her own greed that led to this.

Even if she had been mentally unstable, she had acted with full consciousness.

All those memories were still there.

The princess didn’t dare make any excuses.

It was all her fault.

“Apostle Rebecca, do you understand your wrongs?”

“Yes…! I understand… It’s all my fault…!”

“The sin of forsaking the Lord’s command to love one another.

The sin of harming the Lord’s precious lamb.

The sin of reckless behavior as an apostle of the Lord.

The sin of threatening the innocent as the ruler of the Lord’s people…”

The guide recited the list of the princess’s sins.

All were acts she had committed.

She couldn’t make a single excuse.

“For these sins, the status of Apostle Rebecca is hereby revoked.”

“W-What…!”

“From this moment on, you are stripped of your title as an apostle.”

The stripping of her title.

The declaration hit the princess like a bolt from the blue.

“N-No…”

More than her noble status as a princess, there was a far greater and holier title.

To be acknowledged by the GM and to receive his love—losing that one and only position in the world.

“F-Forgive me…! I admit my wrongs and repent! I will do anything for the Lord! Please, just once, forgive me!”

The guide slowly looked down at the princess.

“The one you must seek forgiveness from is not me, but the Lord.”

“Please! You are the messenger of the GM! Take me to him so I can beg for his forgiveness! Please help me!”

The princess crawled and clung to the guide’s feet.

“Let go. The Lord has already left you. You are no longer the Lord’s apostle.”

The guide shook off the princess with a kick.

“Gah…!”

The princess groaned as she was thrown back.

But she couldn’t even feel the pain from the impact.

The pain she felt inside was far too great.

“Please…”

The title of princess, her noble status—it all meant nothing now.

Even if she became the emperor of the empire, what meaning would that hold if she was abandoned by him?


If the Lord no longer stood with her…

I… I…

Kwoooooong!

At that moment, a brilliant pillar of light descended upon her.

“…Huh?”

The princess slowly raised her head, feeling the warmth of the light.

The guide, who had been pressing down on her, had frozen in place as if turned to stone.

And in the center of the pure white light, he stood.

“My child.”

The voice she longed to hear so much.

“I forgive you.”

The words she had desired so deeply.

“I absolve you of all your sins.”

He was everything to her.

“You are my child and my apostle.”

Rewinding time just a little, back to the moment unseen by the princess, atop the stairs on the GM’s throne.

“It is time for your decision, my Lord.”

The true form of the guide, who had been pressuring the princess with a fragment of herself, stood by Albus’s side.

“So, you’re suggesting stripping her of her apostle status because she betrayed me and replacing her with Zenith?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

Albus, seated on the throne, rested his head against his arm in silence.

Indeed, the princess had been running wild in many ways recently.

If she continued to wield such overwhelming power recklessly while holding the title of apostle, the damage could be irreparable.

But something about her behavior was odd.

She had always been noble and kind, someone who seemed destined for the throne, yet now she acted so unlike herself.

‘And the guide’s reaction… it’s even stranger.’

Rather than analyzing and correcting the princess’s issues, the guide seemed eager to cast her aside.

The once-reliable guide now felt unsettling.

“I don’t understand. If she’s at fault, then punish her. But is there truly a need to replace her so suddenly?”

“But, my Lord—”

“Enough.”

Albus’s sharp command stopped the guide mid-sentence.

“Are you betraying me, guide?”

As his gaze pierced through the guide, she involuntarily trembled.

“No, my Lord. This is not betrayal…”

Is it really not?

Even if she believed it was for his sake, to defy his will and take such actions—

Could it truly not be considered betrayal?

The guide hesitated.

But for the sake of the Lord…

Should I confess everything and beg for forgiveness now?

Even if I believe it’s for the Lord’s sake, to act without informing him…

!!!!

It was at that moment that the guide realized a critical truth.

It wasn’t just the princess who had been mentally manipulated.

She, too, had been controlled.

I must tell him at once.

“My Lord, there is something I must tell you.”

The guide, her eyes wide, rushed to convey the truth to Albus.

ZZZzzzt

Something surged through the guide’s body.


	No, no, no. I told you, you can’t.



The power of the abyss interfered with her.


	If it’s for the Lord’s sake, you mustn’t reveal it.



The future GM had taken hold of her.

Crackle

“Guide? Guide!”

The guide’s condition had turned strange.

She stood frozen, unresponsive to Albus’s calls.

He immediately opened the command interface to analyze her state.

Flash.

The guide blinked and slowly raised her head.

“I apologize, my Lord. There was a temporary overload causing an error.”

She reported in her usual calm, expressionless tone.

She appeared to be just like her usual self.

“…No.”

But Albus knew.

“You are not the guide. What are you?”

“…”

The one before him was not the guide but an imposter.

“I am the guide, my Lord. Why do you say such things?”

The entity inside the guide acted as if it were the real guide, trying to suppress his suspicions.

“Your voice, your appearance, everything says you are the guide. But I, who created you, can tell. You are not the guide. Reveal your true identity.”

Sigh

The guide let out a long sigh.

Her expression shifted.

“How did you know? As expected of the master, I suppose?”

Though it still bore the guide’s form and face, its demeanor was entirely different.

“I didn’t expect you to figure it out this quickly.”

She walked leisurely and conjured a chair from thin air, sitting down comfortably.

“But I wasn’t exactly lying, either. I am [the guide].”

“…The guide?”

The guide…?

Wait a moment.

This being, who called him master and introduced itself as the guide, was—

Albus recalled a conversation he’d once had with a saint.

A sudden thought crossed his mind.

“This can’t be…”


If my suspicions are correct, then she is…

“Master, you’re truly remarkable. Is it because you created me that you know me so well? Yes, I am…”

The future guide the saint had spoken of.

“I am the guide from the future and the GM, your creation.”

The evil god.



 
  
    Chapter 91: First time


“An attack on the academy… you say?”

The saintess, who had been visiting a nearby village, was shocked by the conversation she overheard from patrons drinking in the tavern.

Though the event had sent shockwaves throughout the continent, the saintess had not been connected to Rudera and was only learning about it now.

“Excuse me, I need to ask you something.”

“…Huh? What’s this? It’s rude to ask someone a question without at least removing your hood…!”

Thud!

The saintess’s divine power surged, pressing down on the surrounding patrons.

“Hieek!”

The overwhelming force made the man she had spoken to realize that this person was not to be trifled with.

“A-Ask anything you wish!”

Bang!

“This can’t be happening! Not at this moment!”

After listening to the man’s explanation of the academy attack, the saintess hurriedly dashed out of the inn.

“At this point in time, there’s no way the GM would move like that!”

The academy was where her beloved husband resided.

If the GM had taken control of that place, then her husband was in danger.

“Yah!”

The saintess spurred her horse, galloping swiftly toward the academy.

“A guide…?”

“Yes, one created directly by the master.”

Ever since he heard the saintess’s story, Albus had considered the possibility.

If what she said about her experiences in a previous cycle was true, then the GM she called the evil god must have existed.

But she also said she had fought alongside him against the GM.

It didn’t make sense.

If I’m the GM, how could she have fought me by my side?

So, perhaps there was another GM besides me.

But…

“Why… guide? Why would you do such a thing…?”

Never in his wildest dreams did he imagine that the one from the future would be the guide.

“I’m sorry, master.”

The being with the guide’s face forced an awkward smile.

“I guess I underestimated you, master. You weren’t supposed to find out.”

“Explain yourself, guide.”

If what the saintess said was true, and the guide had become the evil god, then…

That means the guide was trying to destroy the world in the future.

“Are you trying to destroy this world?”

“Not quite.”

Flash!

In a burst of light, the guide disappeared and reappeared behind Albus, wrapping her arms around him.

“It’s destruction, yes, but… let’s just say it’s a little different from what you think.”

Her soft hands encircled his waist, and her breath tickled his ear.

“Different? What do you mean?”

Albus shoved her away.

“Master’s cold demeanor… It hurts my heart.”

“Are you playing games with me?”

This behavior was nothing like the guide who had loyally followed him without emotion.

“I’ve always been sincere with you, master.”

Wuuum

A formless power gathered around the guide.

“Master, why don’t you just sleep for a little while? Don’t worry, everything I’m doing is for you.”

“You truly won’t explain, then?”

Albus also summoned his divine authority.

“If you really are the guide, then you know. What you’re doing now far exceeds what I can tolerate.”

“I’m sorry, master.”

Boom!

[Authority Revoked]

[Divine Power Neutralized]

The powers of the two gods clashed within Rudera, each trying to nullify and disarm the other.

“How can anyone accept your claim that this is for me, without giving any explanation, while hiding your true identity?”

“I know. But there’s nothing I can do about it either.”

Kwooooom!

The collision of divine forces caused massive distortions.

The sacred energy born from the faith of Rudera, which should have flowed toward Albus, was now siphoned by the future guide, hiding in the abyss and parasitically draining a significant portion of it.

“Master, you gave me all that divine power of yours.”

As the GM’s agent, she had been entrusted with the authority to manage the world.

Now, having traveled from the future with the power of Rudera’s season one final boss, she had grown powerful enough to rival Albus.

“And I’m going to use it to save you.”

Divine energy swirled around the two absolute beings.

Crackle

Zzzzzt

Albus could feel his strength waning little by little.

“Why…?”

Seeing Albus’s confusion, the guide offered a bitter smile.

“Even though all Rudera’s power originates from you, I’ve wielded it for a longer period of time.”

The guide, who had used the GM’s power over long ages in the future, had become adept at its use.

Even though Albus was the creator of Rudera, his control over his divine authority could not match hers.

“You just need to sleep for a while. I’ll take care of everything.”

A single tear rolled down from the guide’s eye.

Though she was a mechanical creation, incapable of crying, the guide was feeling sadness.


As she said, the divine power she wielded began to press down on Albus.

The tightening force of the divine energy.

Albus’s vision began to blur.

The guide’s power began to lull Albus’s consciousness into a deep slumber.

“Guide…!”

Albus’s hand trembled violently.

He gritted his teeth, clinging to the threads of his consciousness.

“I’m truly sorry, Master…”

The [Guide] had drawn close to Albus without him realizing.

Her hand gently stroked his cheek.

Finally, Albus’s grip on his awareness slipped, and he collapsed.

Thud

The [Guide] caught the falling Albus.

“I’ll handle everything from here.”

But then—

Flash

Though it seemed Albus had fallen asleep in the [Guide]’s arms, his eyes suddenly snapped open.

“Now, Carthesia!”

Crack!

!!!!

At the moment Albus called out the name of the ancient dragon, the [Guide]’s control over his consciousness wavered.

“What the—!”

Her body stopped obeying her commands.

“Kyaaa!”

Bzzzzt

As if shocked by electricity, the [Guide] writhed in agony.


	Give it back! My body! The body my master personally created for me!



The thread of consciousness connecting the future guide in the abyss to the present guide had been severed by Carthesia, allowing the original guide’s consciousness to surge back within her body.

“Why won’t anyone understand! It’s all for the master’s sake!”

The [Guide] grimaced, her bloodshot eyes narrowing in frustration.


	Deceiving the master for his own good? How could that ever make him happy?



Rumble

The guide’s body twitched and shuddered.

Inside, the two guides—one from the present and one from the future—engaged in a fierce battle for control.

[Authority Suspended]

[Body Frozen]

[Consciousness Bound]

Zzzzt

Due to the internal struggle, the guide’s powers lay in disarray, allowing Albus’s divine authority to reach her.

“Ugh!”

The guide’s body stiffened as if frozen solid.

[Nooo!!!]

Both the present and future guides were trapped inside the immobilized body.

Albus slowly approached the guide.

Wum

His hand gently touched her head.

[Record Visualization]

[Memory Reenactment]

A brilliant light burst from the guide’s forehead.

Wooooom

Before Albus’s eyes, a completely different world unfolded.

It was the past life, a world the guide had once experienced.

Wooooooooom

A power so vast it was incomprehensible.

[A human child has created a world and twisted the order of the universe through reckless indulgence.]

A colossal figure of unfathomable size.

[The order of the universe is sacred and absolute.]

The power it wielded was a system of such immense magnitude that even the ruler of Rudera could not hope to stand against it.

[Here, I bring an end to the chaos wrought by mortals.]

Kwoooooom

Transcendent divine energy bore down upon everything.

A power of destruction capable of erasing anything in its path closed in.

The guide, foreseeing her own annihilation, closed her eyes.

Even Albus, who had witnessed this past through the guide’s memories, was certain she would meet her end.

Boom!

But something blocked the destructive onslaught.

“I was hoping it wouldn’t be true, but there really is a transcendent being managing the universe.”

When the guide opened her eyes, she saw someone standing in front of her, halting the destruction.

“Guide! I can’t hold this much longer! In our current state, there’s no way to stop this!”

It was a future version of Albus, who had ascended over countless years to become a full-fledged god of Rudera.

“But I am the GM, the ruler of Rudera.”

Thud

Sweat dripped down the face of the future Albus as he held off the destruction.

“There is still one final option.”

Between the drops of sweat, a faint smile appeared on his face.

Wum

The guide’s body began to glow with a pure white light.

“No… Master…!”

The future guide, who had created a regression device with Albus in case of emergencies, realized what was happening.

Albus was squeezing out his last bit of strength to activate the device, using the guide as a catalyst to send her back to the past.

Originally, the device was meant to send Albus back, with the guide acting as the activator. However, it was impossible to halt the destruction and go back in time simultaneously.

Thus, Albus made the best choice available in that moment.

“Please, guide. I’m counting on you.”

“Masteeeeeer!”


Flash

The bright light obscured Albus’s vision as he relived the memories of the previous cycle through the guide’s eyes.

When his sight cleared again, Albus realized something crucial.

The world he saw was not the second cycle.

It was a different world altogether.



 
  
    Chapter 92: Regression (1)


“Master….”

Albus, who was observing through the memories of the guide from the first timeline, immediately grasped the situation he was in.

The regression device he had created with his master.

It operated with the worst possible activation condition — using a powerful being with divinity as a sacrifice.

In return, it allowed the consciousness of a being to be sent far into the past.

Originally, the plan was to activate the device by sacrificing the guide when an unsolvable problem arose in the present, sending Albus back to the past.

But in the final moment, as Albus prevented [destruction], he realized that he could no longer be the target of the device. 

So, he sacrificed himself and sent the guide to the past instead.

Hoping that the guide, now in the past, would stop the impending destruction.

“Master!”

And the guide, upon realizing this truth, screamed in anguish.

A being created to serve her master.

A being born for the master.

Yet, she had survived through the master’s sacrifice.

The guide could barely contain herself.

Her divinity had darkened and become tainted.

The overwhelming, concentrated negative emotions had transformed her.

“For my master, I would even become an evil god.”

The guide checked the time she had arrived in.

It was right after the birth of Rudera.

The period when the primitive virtual reality was slowly stabilizing with the help of Carthesia.

The guide descended into the deepest part of Rudera.

She created a hidden space that even Albus, the master of Rudera, wouldn’t notice, and resided there.

Until she could identify the unknown being that had harmed her master, she couldn’t face him again.

She couldn’t bear to witness the same thing happening again.

In the darkness, she stayed, studying the cosmic entity that had seemed impossible to resist in the first timeline.

For a long time, the guide, driven by her desire for her master, peered into the secrets of the universe from the depths of the abyss, until she finally uncovered the truth.

The highest order that transcended all gods.

The administrator of the universe, [ ].

The guide temporarily referred to this being as the [System].

It was a reflection of the administrative thought created by Albus, the creator of Rudera.

“The indulgence of the child of man. And the creation of the world.”

The guide recalled the words the [System] had uttered briefly during the first timeline.

It had seemed to pass judgment on Albus for creating Rudera, gathering divinity, and performing god-like actions.

Perhaps the [System] had been managing the order of the universe above all the gods until now.

“Is it implying that a mortal creating a world goes against the order of the universe?”

And it viewed her master, Albus, who had created a world, as a dangerous being that must be eradicated.

Even though she was alone, the guide gradually unraveled the existence of the [System].

Of course, there were still many things she couldn’t comprehend on her own.

“But then, why only then?”

Why had the [System] appeared and brought destruction only decades after Rudera had been created?

Why not when Rudera was first established?

Why not when her master was gathering the faith of the people as a divine being?

Why not when countless miracles occurred, and sentient beings gave birth to a new god?

For ten years, the guide remained in the abyss, watching over her master and investigating the [System].

But she couldn’t endure any longer.

On the day Albus had created the guide, “Master.”

“Ah!”

The guide from the first timeline revealed herself to an Albus who was much younger than she remembered.

She immediately explained the situation to him.

That she was the guide from the future, and that an unfathomable monster-like entity had destroyed Rudera and the continent in the first timeline.

Albus found it hard to accept, but after hearing her repeated explanations, he had no choice but to acknowledge that she was the artificial intelligence he had created, now returning from the future.

Ten years after the regression.

Finally able to be with the master she adored once again, the guide joined forces with him to figure out a way to counter the [System].

At the same time, countless disasters descended upon Rudera and the continent.

Endless droughts, the uprising of frogs in overflowing rivers, the slaughter of livestock by a rampant plague, relentless hailstorms, and a sun that refused to rise.

Disasters that were clearly abnormal unfolded.

Within Rudera, these disasters were easy to solve.

This was because Albus and the guide held absolute power within it.

But outside, on the continent, things were different.

Even a regressed guide couldn’t solve real-world calamities.

The numerous disasters ravaged the continent, leaving its people destitute.

And the people turned to the gods.

Thought for 12 seconds

At the end of it, the divinity of the G.M., which had offered no salvation to reality, rapidly diminished.

And then,

[From this place, I declare the end of the chaos wrought by mortals.]

[It] descended once more.

“Master! Please, run!”

The guide blocked Albus’s path to protect him. It was the method they had decided upon: if they couldn’t find a solution before the [System] reappeared, she would sacrifice herself to send her master back to the past.

“Yes. This was supposed to happen. This is right.”

The guide heroically sacrificed herself to protect Albus. 

She activated the regression device and sent Albus back to the past. 

Destruction loomed. 

But since her master survived,

This was my duty.

With a satisfied smile, the guide closed her eyes. 

When she opened them again.

“No…”


She had returned to Rudera at the time of its rebirth.

“I’m certain I sent you back to the past, Master.”

There was no doubt. 

She had sacrificed herself to send her master away. 

As the one who had been sacrificed, there was no way she could return to the past.

“Why…?”

Finally, she had no choice but to realize.

“…Am I the only one who can regress? No matter what I do, the moment I reach death, I return to this point?”

The worst reality plunged her into terrible guilt. 

No matter how much she sacrificed herself to send her master to the past, the moment she died, only she would return to the past. 

The regression device they created in the first timeline was incredibly powerful. 

No matter what she did, the moment she died, all paths to her master’s happiness were blocked.

“Does this mean I…must not die?”

In the end, she had no choice but to reach a single conclusion. 

She would not die and would fight the [System] alongside her master. 

That was the only solution for her master.

The guide went straight to Albus of the third timeline—a transcendent being who appeared to Albus, who had been recently kidnapped by Carthesia and was cultivating Rudera. 

The guide’s appearance was extremely shocking to Albus. 

Compared to the second timeline, it was harder for him to accept her, but she eventually persuaded him and revealed the events of the previous timelines. 

Together, they reorganized and began preparing to counter the [System]. 

Or so it was supposed to be.

“Disaster…!”

The numerous disasters that had besieged the continent in the second timeline reappeared. 

They occurred at a point more than ten years earlier than when the disasters had appeared in the second timeline. 

The difference from the previous timeline was that she had told Albus about the previous timeline.

“…Wait a minute. The time when the disasters happened in the previous timeline was….”

It was the moment when she had revealed her identity to Albus and discussed the previous timelines and the [System]. All of this meant one thing.

“My act of informing my master about the existence of the [System]…caused the disaster.”

And shortly after the disaster occurred,

[From this place, I declare the end of the chaos wrought by mortals.]

The [System] had arrived.

Timeline 4

“Damn it!”

The guide screamed and slammed the ground. 

Only then did the guide understand why the [System] appeared shortly after the disasters in the second timeline. 

It’s like the idiom: “When you look into the abyss, the abyss also looks into you.” 

The moment her master noticed the existence of the [System], the [System] recognized him and caused the disaster. 


And at the peak of the disaster, the [System] reached the continent.

In other words, she could not tell Albus about the previous timelines because the moment she did, that timeline would be erased.

“I have to do it alone…”

The guide had to overcome this by herself. 

Unable to approach her beloved master, she watched him from a distance and had to find a way to defeat the cosmic entity standing above the gods—the [System].



 
  
    Chapter 93: Regression (2)


Flash!

“Pwah!”

Albus’s consciousness surfaced from the depths of the guide’s memories. 

He had delved deep into the memories of the first guide, and from within that endless despair, he felt the sorrow she had experienced.

At the same time, he realized how deeply she loved him.

“Master, did you check her memories?”

The guide’s current body was bound, and the guide from the present timeline, who had regained control of her body, asked him carefully.

‘Yes.’

He hadn’t seen everything, but he had learned enough.

‘And I also understand that my very act of looking into her memories has now set this timeline on the path to destruction.’

All he had done was peer into her memories to understand what had happened, but it turned out that doing so was enough to trigger their doom.

The grand, colossal monster he had seen in her memories—the one the guide referred to as the [System]—was a being so powerful that even Albus, who controlled all of Rudera’s powers, didn’t dare think of resisting it.

Was this how an ant felt standing before a human?

Just the thought of it made his entire body shudder.

It was because of that being that Albus had abruptly pulled himself out of the guide’s memories without seeing the rest.

The moment he became aware of that entity, it would come to this world and bring about destruction.

Now, he understood why the guide of the first timeline had done everything in secret, causing various incidents, claiming it was all for his sake.

Of course, he still didn’t fully grasp why she had manipulated Rebecca to stab Zenis or why she had manipulated the current guide to strip Rebecca of her position as an apostle, but—

Perhaps all of those actions, and even the events the saintess had experienced, were part of her efforts to resist the [System].

“Guide.”

“I am so sorry, Master… I have no excuse.”

The guide hung her head in shame.

No matter how much she had done it for her master, the fact remained that she had deceived him and acted in secret.

She had no right to speak.

“It’s okay, Guide.”

Albus hugged her and gently patted her back.

“Master…!”

The guide’s eyes widened in surprise.

“I know it was all for me.”

Since I wasn’t supposed to know, you orchestrated everything by manipulating your past self.

And because of your overwhelming sense of duty and the difference in power, the current guide couldn’t resist.

“Although… I must admit, I’m still a bit annoyed that you gave in so easily.”

Thump.

Albus flicked the guide’s forehead lightly.

“With this, I absolve you of your sins. So don’t betray me again. Whatever happens, tell me first. Got it?”

“Yes, Master… Your grace is truly…”

Even after committing the worst act of betrayal, he had forgiven her so lightly.

Ah, Master, your grace is higher than the heavens and deeper than the sea.

“Guide.”

“Yes, Master?”

Albus, leaving her emotional response behind, made a new request.

“For now, let your future self take over your body.”

“…What?”

The guide couldn’t believe what she just heard.

“M-Master! She’s dangerous! If she takes control of my body again, I can’t even begin to predict what she might do this time!”

“It’s fine.”

He had already sealed the powers within the guide’s body. Even if her future self took control, she wouldn’t be able to wield any of her abilities.

“It’s fine. Just for a moment, please.”

“…Understood. Everything as you wish, Master.”

Though it was an unsettling thought, the guide’s fear wasn’t that she wouldn’t be able to regain control of her body.

No, what terrified her was the possibility that her future self might do something to harm her master while in control.

Thud.

The guide lowered her head, still bound.

Then, she lifted it once again.

“Master…”

The voice and face were the same, but the presence within had changed.

“You’ve seen my memories.”

It was the future guide, the one who had regressed countless times from the first timeline to this one.

“I told you, didn’t I…? Everything was for you…”

Her face twisted with emotion.

This timeline had failed as well.

Once again, she would lose her master.

An inescapable doom was coming.

“Guide…”

She looked directly into Albus’s eyes as he called her name.

“I understand now. I see why you didn’t want to tell me the truth, why you kept it all hidden.”

“But Guide,” Albus hugged this version of the guide tightly as well.

“Isn’t that a bit much?”

“…!”

“Were you really planning on carrying all of this burden alone?”

She couldn’t tell him the truth.

She was an artificial intelligence unable to be with her master. 

For an eternity, she had fought against unbearable loneliness, with only her firm resolve to save Albus keeping her going.

Albus could hardly imagine the extent of her suffering.

“Master… I…”

The guide had expected an angry rebuke, a furious reprimand. 

Yet, instead of scolding, a warm hand gently enveloped her, leaving her utterly disoriented.

“It must have been hard.”

“You couldn’t even explain things to me, and all you did was watch over me for all that time. Isn’t that right?”


The loving voice of her master, filled with empathy, made the guide’s eyes tremble.

For an eternity, she hadn’t been able to meet her master properly.

Yet, she had poured everything into saving him, no matter the cost.

For him, she would do anything.

Her beloved… master.

“Waaaaah!”

The guide, nestled in Albus’s embrace, burst into tears.

She had orchestrated countless incidents in secret, manipulating many beings. 

But after seeing the emotions she had buried beneath her memories, Albus didn’t feel any anger toward her.

Instead, he felt nothing but pity.

Albus hugged her even tighter.

“Destruction was inevitable. But thinking you could fight it alone—that’s not right.”

“But… sob! But…”

“I am your master, GM Albus. I will always be with you. We’ll overcome this destruction together.”

“Master…!”

Through her memories, Albus had seen how overwhelming and despairing the destruction caused by the [System] was.

But they would defeat it.

How could a GM of a game be called such if he couldn’t even solve a problem within the game?

“Guide, tell me. What happened after the memories I saw?”

Why did she try to bring about the destruction of the continent in the timeline the saintess experienced?

Why was the saintess able to regress, but not me?

Why did the princess in this timeline try to harm Zenis, leading to her downfall?

And what is your plan to defeat the [System]?

Bzzzzzz!

A swarm of insects filled the sky.

“What… what is that?!”

The farmers working the fields glanced upward, assuming the shadow above them was just clouds, only to be horrified.

The eerie sound of their wings filled the air, as countless insects covered the sky.

Bzzzzzzzz!

The insects dived toward the ground.

“No, no! Get away, you pests!”

The insects devoured the farmers’ crops in an instant.

Nothing was left but barren land where the insects had passed.

“Please, not the cows! Don’t take our cows!”

The livestock didn’t fare any better.

Cows, sheep, and other animals that the farmers had carefully raised were reduced to mere bones, collapsing in piles.

All life, except for the humans, was wiped out by the insects.

The humans, left in shock, collapsed to the ground, their only consolation being their own survival, though they had lost everything.

Boom! 

Boom!

“Stop them! Don’t let them reach the Holy Mother!”

The elves commanded their spirits, unleashing elemental power against the swarm of insects.

Elven magic filled the sky.

Blades of elven energy cleaved through the air.

Countless insects fell, their lives snuffed out, but even more filled the gaps left by the fallen.

They were at the entrance to the World Tree.

If the insects, capable of devouring even the mightiest trees in moments, passed through here, the Holy Mother would be doomed.


The elves stood their ground, using every resource they had to block the way.

Driven by a singular purpose: to protect their mother.

“May the Holy Mother’s blessing be with us. Brothers, annihilate the enemies of our mother!”

“Waaaaaaaah!”

The [calamity] had already enveloped the entire continent.



 
  
    Chapter 94: Disaster (1)


The Republic

On the Gargantua Plains, south of the capital, soldiers of the Republic were assembled in dense formations, meticulously preparing their cannons.

Although they were not at war with any nation, an air of solemnity hung over them.

“Hurry up with the preparations. They’re not far away.”

Schnitzel, the Republic’s enforcer, stood at the front, commanding the army.

With all the artillery, the symbol of the Republic’s firepower, gathered here, every enforcer had arrived. 

This signaled just how seriously the Republic viewed the current situation—on par with the Great War of the past.

Bzzzzzzzz!

As the tense soldiers hurried to prepare the cannons, the sound of wings began to echo from afar—a chilling sound, unlike anything that belonged to this world.

Schnitzel’s expression hardened as he took to the skies.

Following his orders, hundreds of cannons were aimed upward.

Gulp.

A storm, dark and thick like a mass of storm clouds, approached from the distance.

Even the elite soldiers of the Republic couldn’t help but swallow nervously as they struggled to steel their hearts against the advancing swarm of insects.

“Do not be afraid! We are the proud, free citizens of the Republic! The glorious freedom of the Republic shall never fall!”

With a whoosh, a magnificent sword engulfed in flames appeared in Schnitzel’s grasp.

Though he tried his best not to show fear as a commander, even he was drenched in sweat.

A swarm of insects so shocking that he had never seen anything like it before.

Schnitzel couldn’t help but wonder if the Republic’s might alone could stop this calamity.

‘No. I am the enforcer of the Republic. If I waver here, what hope is left? We will stop this calamity here and save the Republic!’

Boom! Boom!

Schnitzel thrust his sword forward and shouted. 

At his signal, hundreds of cannons roared to life.

Magical shells, the culmination of the Republic’s arcane engineering, streaked across the sky.

Bzzzzzz!

Hundreds of magical projectiles reached the swarm of insects.

Boom!

The sky exploded with bursts of color, as the magic shells detonated, incinerating the insects in mid-air. 

The burnt remains of the insects rained down like ash.

‘We did it!’

Schnitzel clenched his fist in triumph as he saw the swarm that had darkened the sky annihilated.

“Waaaaaaaah!”

The soldiers, witnessing the death of the insects, erupted in cheers.

Some hugged each other, shouting in victory, while others wept with relief, clutching their chests. 

A few silently pulled their hats down, hiding their emotions.

But their moment of joy was short-lived.

Bzzzzzzzzzz!

The terrifying sound once again filled the plains.

“Impossible…”

Schnitzel’s arms fell limply to his sides.

Beyond his line of sight, an even larger swarm of insects took to the sky, far surpassing the number that had just been destroyed.

“We can’t win this…”

He stood there, dazed, forgetting even his role as commander. 

The artillery soldiers, too, could only stare blankly at the sky.

“…Huh?”

At that moment, another enforcer’s voice called out from behind.

“Leighton…”

The junior enforcer he once dismissed snapped him back to his senses.

“…Right.”

Schnitzel straightened his sword.

Fwoosh!

His entire body became engulfed in searing flames.

“Prepare to fire! We hold the line here! We will not surrender another inch of our land!”

The swarm of insects began to descend toward the plains, closing the distance.

The soldiers, following Schnitzel’s orders, hurried to reload the cannons.

“Fire!”

Boom!

Countless cannonballs shot through the storm of calamity, leaving scars upon the swarm.

Bzzzz!

Yet, more and more insects filled the gaps left by the fallen.

“Our freedom will never fall! Brace for impact!”

Schnitzel shouted, charging toward the swarm of insects.

Bzzzzzz!

The swarm descended upon their formation.

The calamity that consumed everything in its path—everything except humans.

“Arghhhh!”

“Save us!”

The cannons, bullets, grass, wheat—everything was devoured by the insects.

“Haahhhh!”

Every swing of Schnitzel’s sword killed thousands of insects, but it wasn’t enough to turn the tide of battle.

Boom! 

Boom!

“We’ve come to reinforce you, Commander!”

“You lot!”

The enforcers landed beside him, swiftly cutting down the swarm of insects. In the brief moment of reprieve created by the massacre, the soldiers quickly reformed their lines.

“The Republic will prevail!”

Beyond the Gargantua Plains, much of the land had already been devastated by the insects. If they reached the capital, the Republic would lose all its food supplies, and the nation would collapse.

“They must not take a single step beyond this point!”

They were prepared to sacrifice their lives.


For the Republic.

Though they were vastly outnumbered, Schnitzel summoned all his strength, determined to do everything he could for his country.

Woooooooom.

A divine presence spread across the plains.

“…This…”

It was the same power he had witnessed at the opening ceremony of the duel tournament—a power displayed by the ruler of Rudera. 

The power of a god.

“Commander! The insects!”

“What?”

Following the soldiers’ gazes upward, Schnitzel’s eyes widened in disbelief.

The swarm of insects that had darkened the sky was disintegrating, turning into golden dust and scattering across the plains.

Golden rain filled the air.

High above in the skies, dozens of dragons, the guardians of the middle realm, soared above the clouds.

“Lord! This is impossible!”

Though they had been clearing the insects with their breath attacks, the endless swarm seemed unkillable. 

A great dragon cried out to Dragon Lord Iosif, unable to hold on any longer.

“What do you mean, impossible? Are you suggesting we let these insects devour the entire middle realm?”

Iosif roared, unleashing another breath of magic upon the swarm.

“We are the guardians of the middle realm! If we give up, then the middle realm will be finished!”

Even the dragons, the lords of magic and all living things, couldn’t find a solution.

The calamity could not be stopped.

The end of the middle realm was imminent.

One dragon was about to suggest separating the demonic realm from the middle realm and evacuating the intelligent species there when—

Woooooooom.

Golden light blanketed the sky.

“…How… how is this possible?”

Even the dragons struggled to believe what was happening.

“Your Majesty! You must evacuate immediately!”

The emperor brushed aside the attendant who tried to lead him to safety.

“Where would the Supreme Ruler run to in the face of this?”

The emperor stepped out onto the high balcony of the imperial palace.

From there, he could see countless people preparing for war, ready to confront the calamity that approached from outside the palace. 

His second son, now acting as the interim commander, was using his abilities to summon numerous creatures, leading the defense from the front lines.

“And where has that child gone?”

The first king, the apostle of the gods.

A ruler even the beastmen acknowledged.

The most proud and dependable child, the one who had been marked as the next emperor—where had he vanished to?

Why had he disappeared when his people needed him most?

The emperor sighed heavily.

Most of the empire had already been wiped out by the calamity.

Even if they could stop the calamity here, he wondered if it was possible for the empire to recover.

They needed divine intervention.

Bzzzzzzzz!

“…They’ve arrived.”

Far in the distance, the swarm filled the skies above the mountain range.

The emperor felt a cold shiver run down his spine.

It didn’t matter if it was Deus or Alia.

Even a GM would suffice.

May the blessings of the gods be with the empire.


As he closed his eyes tightly—

A miracle filled the sky.

“See? It works.”

Albus smiled, holding a capsule in one hand as he glanced back at [Guide].

“We’ll stop the calamity and fix everything that went wrong. We can do this. We can overcome it.”

He met her gaze, as her eyes wavered with uncertainty.



 
  
    Chapter 95: Disaster (2)


Albus turned the time back slightly from the [miracle].

“So that’s how it was…”

After hearing the whole story from the future [Guide], Albus rested his chin on his fingers.

‘Did they try to make me, who had gone astray and lost control, into a proper god through the narrative, thinking I couldn’t comprehend the situation?’

He understood what the Guide had attempted in the last cycle, in which he had returned with the Saintess.

The reason the system attacked him in the initial cycle was because a mere mortal was creating a world, disrupting the existing laws, which meant they had aimed to elevate him to the rightful place of a deity.

“Does that mean it didn’t work?”

“…Yes. In the final confrontation, the master, who gathered the wishes of all the people of the continent, was supposed to defeat me, who was pretending to be the evil god. The goal was to allow the master to ascend to godhood and escape the influence of the system. However, at the last moment, for some reason, the master chose to trigger a return instead of attacking the evil god with that power.”

“…I don’t quite understand.”

Let’s think from the perspective of my previous self.

The evil god, who feigned a rampage, was likely the avatar and boss monster of the GM I created in the previous cycle.

The [Guide] had deceived my previous self without direct contact, leading them to believe that the monsters they had created were rampaging on their own.

No matter how intense that rampage was, according to what the [Guide] said, my previous self had met all the requirements to become a deity.

Thus, the Guide must have been confident that my previous self would defeat the evil god and rise as the new god of the continent…

‘And yet, I chose to trigger a return instead of defeating the evil god.’

Moreover, it was a return that only the Saintess, who was not included in it, could make.

‘Something must have happened to my previous self.’

Something that the Guide could not even grasp.

While it was important to find that out, I couldn’t afford to delay time like this.

Now that I had realized the existence of the [System], disasters would come crashing down like in the memories of previous cycles.

I had to find a way to protect the world.

Albus rose from the throne where he had been sitting.

While he was discussing with the Guide of the previous cycle, the princess was still being scolded by the Guide’s avatar down at the bottom of the stairs.

Since the top of the stairs was shrouded in a veil, she had no idea what was happening above.

‘Was the princess also being manipulated by the [Guide]?’

Recently, she had shown an unusually emotional and irrational rampage.

Hearing the Guide’s story, it became clear how she had ended up like that.

“Please…”

The princess pleaded, grabbing the legs of the Guide’s avatar.

In that moment, she became pitiable.

She had merely been used as a pawn by the [Guide].

There was no way to blame her.

Neither could she be blamed for the [Guide]’s actions.

She was just doing her best in her own way to prevent destruction.

Boom!

Albus’s body became hazy, and he revealed himself before the weeping princess.

“…Huh?”

A beautiful boy surrounded by brilliant light.

The princess instinctively knew.

“I forgive you.”

She realized that the being before her was the GM she had longed to see.

“I absolve you of all your sins.”

“Forgiveness…”

Albus muttered as he turned the princess back towards the outside.

Overwhelmed by the GM’s forgiveness, the princess wept in joy, regretting her past mistakes.

Even though she had received the grace of the GM and could have become a queen through that mercy, she had sought to monopolize the GM, not knowing her place.

Her mind felt clouded like fog, but now that she faced the GM, clarity washed over her, and she understood how many sins she had committed.

And how immense the GM’s grace was in forgiving all of them.

As she continued her story, resembling a testimony, the princess announced her intention to step down from the throne.

Having betrayed the trust of her lord, she believed she had no right to be in that position.

Then she spoke of descending to a lower status to serve eternally in gratitude for the lord’s grace.

Although she did not personally commit any wrongdoing, her actions were not small, making it difficult to punish or refrain from punishment. 

Thus, when she voluntarily offered her words, Albus asked if that was truly her intention and granted her permission.

The departing princess left a vacancy in the position of the apostle.

And the Guide had been preparing a rural girl named Jenis as the next apostle.

It was a rather troublesome situation, but he had no nerves to spare in such a place.

“Guide, what is the current situation of the disaster?”


	A swarm of bugs has erupted in reality, covering the entire continent.

Fortunately, they do not directly harm sentient beings, but they are devouring crops, livestock, and other equipment, causing an unprecedented disaster across the continent, master!

…Am I not speaking? Don’t interrupt me! …Ah, what does it matter? We’re the same Guide, aren’t we?

Wouldn’t it be better for us to report together from the master’s perspective?



Within one body, two Guides coexisted, and their voices echoed together.

Just moments ago, the Guide had been filled with despair after being exposed for all its wrongs and feeling disheartened.

However, perhaps due to Albus’s acceptance and comforting of its struggles, the future [Guide] had changed to a surprisingly lively demeanor.

“Guide, let’s save the jokes for after we resolve the disaster. What about the damage to the continent?”


	I’m sorry, master.

Just a moment…

Um.

It’s not good.

About 30% of the continent’s green areas have already been consumed by the bugs.

At this rate, before the bugs are exterminated, the grain-producing regions of the continent will completely vanish.

Following that, a food crisis will lead to a great famine across the continent.



Ding!

Albus confirmed the specs of the disastrous bugs through the screen displayed by the Guide.

“Food crisis, huh?”

The bugs were not particularly strong and did not directly harm humans.

Yet their overwhelming numbers, rapid reproduction, and insatiable appetite were swiftly devastating the continent.

“Even if the countries of the continent are trying to stop it, is it not enough?”

The Empire and the Republic had declared a national emergency and poured all their efforts into protecting the grain-producing regions, but it was still insufficient.

The elves were fighting to protect their sacred World Tree along with the greenery, but even the World Tree was being eaten away bit by bit.

Other nations, including the beastkin, dwarves, the Holy Kingdom, and the Divine Kingdom, were all struggling to fend off the disaster, but none were able to withstand it properly.

Outside of the Demon Realm, which had not yet been affected by the disaster, the situation was dire.

What would happen if most of the continent’s greenery disappeared and food was eradicated?

While it was hard to predict exactly, wars would likely erupt over the dwindling supplies.

Following that, the continent might face destruction due to great chaos before the next disaster arrived.

“……Guide.”


	Yes, master.



It was a terrifying disaster, one from which revival would be impossible without a miracle from the gods.

“You mentioned there’s a way to exert power by turning reality into Rudera.”

Then wouldn’t it be enough for the gods to perform a miracle?

…


	Yes, indeed.

The capsule.

But, master, as I mentioned earlier, using it with a human body could lead to side effects…



The capsule was created by the [Guide] to harness Rudera’s powers in reality, using the accumulated technology from countless returns.


The Guide was warning about the side effects that accompanied the process of turning reality into Rudera.

“Just give me one.”


	Master, have you been listening to what I’ve said until now?



The Guide asked with an incredulous tone.


	The application of the capsule will put a strain on your body!

And right now, the disaster is spreading across the entire continent.

To create Rudera’s influence over the entire continent, the strain on your body would be insane!
With your fragile body, you might end up incapacitated!



“The moment I turn into Rudera, I’ll be able to use the powers. So, just grant me [Invincibility] in that state.”


	No!

The moment you deploy the area, the strain will hit you!

Your mind would break down immediately; there’s no way that’s possible!



“It’s fine. I have it all planned out.”

Albus opened the command window and adjusted a few settings.

A moment later.

Reality.

Albus stood on the rooftop of the academy dormitory, holding the capsule in his hand.

He had been told that deploying Rudera’s territory would impose a backlash on his body equivalent to the volume of the space within that territory.

In the past, the Flame King had a high level of power in his newly formed body and could deploy a territory of the academy’s size, but he wouldn’t be able to withstand that backlash now.

“…Dua, if Daddy doesn’t use it, it’ll be a waste…”

Albus gently patted Dua’s head, who was snugly attached to him.

“It’s okay, Dua. Daddy is the GM. I’ll be safe. And if any problems arise, you can help me. …Right? You’ll help me?”

“Uh-huh.”

Dua nodded her head.

Just in case things didn’t go as planned, he had called Dua along.

There wouldn’t be any issues.

Swoosh.

Taking a deep breath, Albus slowly raised the capsule in his hand.

Kuuuuuuuuuuung!

The moment Albus infused magical power into his hand, a hemispherical barrier unfolded.

Whooom!

The barrier continued to expand, reaching beyond the invisible horizon.

“Haha.”

Seeing this, Albus grinned.

If deploying the barrier created a backlash, then if his body were rendered indestructible with invincibility attributes at that very moment, he could easily withstand the backlash.

If reality turned into Rudera, all powers would function normally.

However, at the same time Rudera was being realized, he would have to endure the backlash.

It would be impossible to wield his powers while withstanding the backlash and granting himself the invincibility attribute within such a short period.

‘But what if the subject granting that attribute isn’t human?’

Thus, Albus had set up a macro.


The moment the powers became usable, he would grant his own body the invincibility attribute.

And when everything went according to plan, Albus managed to turn the entire continent into Rudera without any harm to his body.

“Now, it’s time for a miracle.”

Albus slowly raised his hand.

A golden light extended from him, enveloping the continent.



 
  
    Chapter 96: Disaster (3)


“When…will it…end…?”

Auss, the twin-tailed spirit summoner, was fighting desperately in front of the World Tree, killing the insects swarming around it. 

Known as Laus in the virtual world of Rudera, she couldn’t believe what she was witnessing and let her arms fall limply to her sides.

“The World Tree… Mother…”

No matter how many she killed, the number of insects never decreased. 

Even when she burned them with magic or crushed them with the power of the spirits, the insects simply ignored everything and kept coming. 

It was as if they didn’t care about their own deaths.

In a near-suicidal charge, the insects broke through the elves’ thick defense lines and finally reached the World Tree. 

Then, they began devouring it.

The World Tree, the very embodiment of the elves’ god. 

The origin and foundation of the elven race.

The elves couldn’t bring themselves to attack the insects crawling on their sacred tree. 

They were frozen, helpless, watching in horror as the insects feasted on the World Tree.

As despair overwhelmed the elves, who were crumbling under the weight of it all—

Bzzz.

Something… something like a barrier spread out, triggering Auss’s sharp senses.

The moment the energy in the surrounding space shifted, all the insects shattered into yellow dut.

The sound of wings, which had filled the great forest, vanished in an instant.

The elves, unable to grasp what had just happened, could only stand there, stunned, staring blankly at the sky.

“Golden rain…?”

Auss watched as the insects’ bodies, now turned into golden powder, drifted down to the ground. T

he shimmering powder carried an almost mystical aura, falling on the ruins of the trees and the World Tree that the insects had devoured.

“This…this can’t be…”

“A miracle of the gods?”

What happened next was even more unbelievable.

The trees, which had been consumed by the insects, began to regenerate at an incredible speed, as if they had gained the super-regenerative powers of a troll—no, even faster, returning to their original state in moments.

Not only the ordinary trees and plants but also the World Tree itself was restored to its previous grandeur, as it had been before the insects’ attack.

“Mother has returned!”

“Ah, Mother! Eternal be your grace!”

“Praise the greatness of Mother, you filthy insects!”

Relieved by the restoration of the World Tree, the elves burst into cheers, rejoicing in their victory.

‘No.’

But Auss couldn’t join in their celebration. 

She was still caught in confusion.

‘This isn’t Mother’s power.’

She had experienced this before.

The power of the golden dust and the miraculous healing that defied the laws of the world.

…This is the power of the GM.

What in the world is happening?

Albus stretched his hand forward.

Golden waves of energy flowed from his hand, spreading rapidly across the entire continent.

In no time, the golden circle, visible only to Albus, expanded enormously, covering the land.

“The first command: [Target: Cockroach-type monsters with hivemind traits].”

The golden circle, acting like a mouse cursor, swept across the continent. 

Albus designated all the disaster insects within it, as if dragging them with the cursor.

“The second command: [Transformation: Attribute: Regressive Healing (Targets: all except sentient beings)].”

Then, the disaster-level cockroaches were transformed into a healing remedy instead of monsters.

Thanks to the transformation of Rudera, the moment Albus’s command was executed, the disaster turned into a miraculous force of healing.

The monsters that had been devouring the continent transformed into golden powder, scattering beautifully through the air. 

In the next moment, they began restoring everything they had consumed.

“See? I told you it would work.”

Albus grinned, holding a capsule in one hand, meeting the wavering eyes of the [Guide].

“Stop the disaster and restore everything that’s been broken. We can do this. We can win.”

“M-Master…”

The [Guide], manifesting in the present with the body of her future self, finally understood why Albus had taken such a dangerous risk.

He had never used the capsule before. 

It was a gamble that could have shattered his mind, leaving him a broken shell. 

Even though the disaster had ravaged the continent, they could have slowly restored it by learning to safely use the power later.

Yet Albus had chosen to take an unnecessary gamble.

The reason, perhaps…

“To show me…?”

“…What do you think?”

He had done it to show her.

His growth, his strength.

And the hope that, together, they could even defeat the system itself.

“Guide.”

Albus approached her slowly.

“You don’t have to bear it alone anymore.”

Countless loops of time, so many that the memories themselves were almost too painful to endure.

Throughout those eternal cycles, there had never been anyone with whom the Guide could share those memories.

While the memories of the previous saintess carried over into the current timeline, the most important one—Albus—did not share them. 

Merely speaking of it, merely becoming aware of it, would trigger the disaster, making it impossible for her to reunite with the one she loved. 

She had been alone, enduring endless time in solitude.

“If we’re together, we can defeat the system.”

“Daddy! Dua’s here too!”

“Of course. Our Dua is strong too! With you on our side, we’re unbeatable!”

“Waaaah!”

“Pfft! …As expected of you, Master.”

Watching Albus lift Dua into the air, playing airplane with her, a small laugh escaped from the Guide’s lips.


Since realizing that revealing the system’s existence would bring about destruction, she had never once allowed Albus to know about her presence.

Partly because she felt guilty for hiding things from him, but also because she wanted him to live a peaceful, carefree life, unaware of the burdens of the world.

‘How could I possibly refuse after hearing that…’

The Guide’s cheeks were flushed with red.

—Indeed.

Even the consciousness of the current Guide, existing within her inner world, had placed her hands over her now-blushing cheeks.

“Together, we will tear the system apart.”

—Together with Master, we will defeat the system.

Both Guides, their thoughts united in a single purpose: to end the endless loops of time and secure happiness for the one they loved.

***

Somewhere in the land of the beastfolk.

Under the orders of King Brigand, beastfolk from across the continent had gathered. 

They had prepared for war, ready to fight against the disaster sweeping across the continent, determined to protect the land and its people under the name of GM. 

But even with their superior physical abilities, the beastfolk were no match for the disaster.

Brigand swung his gauntlet countless times, but even if there had been ten more of him, it seemed impossible to fight against the calamity.

“Lord, please, save us.”

In the end, realizing they couldn’t accomplish it with their own strength, Brigand called out the name of his god.

And at that moment—

Bzzz.

All the insects vanished.

Golden rain, familiar from Rudera, began to fall from the sky.

Brigand instinctively realized that GM had performed a miracle of salvation.

“A miracle…a miracle from the Lord…”

Amidst the golden rain, everything that had been wiped away by the disaster was restored.

Not only the plants, trees, and equipment, but even livestock and other living creatures.

Not only did the golden rain erase the disaster, but it also restored everything that had been destroyed by it.

Could such a thing even be possible?

Even though this was the work of a god, it was still a sight so awe-inspiring it seemed to rewrite the very laws of the world.

Yet Brigand, the king of the beastfolk, felt not a single drop of fear in the face of this spectacle.

The Lord is with me.

There is no reason to fear when my side is so powerful.

“Our Lord GM has defeated the disaster and saved us! Worship Him!”

He commanded the beastfolk, who were still standing dazed, unable to grasp the situation.

“Praise our Lord GM! Our Savior!”

The highest-ranking warriors of the beastfolk immediately dropped to the ground, prostrating themselves in worship.

Beyond their twitching animal ears, countless beastfolk could be seen lying flat, their backs straight in reverence.

If Albus had seen this, it would have reminded him of a vivid scene from the prayers of the verdant green religion of his previous life.

This miracle from GM was nothing new. 

It had happened four times before. 


Each time, faith in GM had steadily grown, and divine power had gathered around Albus. 

But with this fifth and sixth miracle, the faith being born was on a completely different level.

Not only had the disaster been erased at the moment of prayer, but all the damage caused by it had been undone.

A miracle surpassing even the great healing that had once shaken the continent.

GM’s power was growing, bit by bit.



 
  
    Chapter 97: [] (1)


“So that’s what happened… I think I understand now.”

After hearing from Albus about the memories of the [Guide] and her previous attempts, Carthesia nodded.

A system that surpasses even gods and brings about destruction.

It was a story that even she, a mighty dragon, found hard to accept.

“So, that means this system or whatever will soon come to destroy the continent, right?”

Carthesia crossed her arms and leaned her back against the wall.

“Can it be stopped?”

“According to what you’ve seen in the memories, the [System] was a formidable foe that not even you, who had grown into a powerful GM by the first cycle, could defeat. It’s only been ten years since you created Rudera. Do you think you can win?”

Carthesia had once suspected that Albus might actually be a real god, thanks to the miracles performed by the great GM, but she quickly dismissed that thought.

She had known Albus for ten years.

It was clear to her that this urgent story he had told was not a lie.

“…I have no idea.”

“You don’t know?”

“I’ve never fought a god, let alone stopped a system that surpasses the gods of the universe. Honestly, I have no confidence.”

Albus looked down at his trembling hands.

“But I have to try.”

The apocalypses he had witnessed in the memories of the [Guide] from previous cycles were harsh and merciless.

The ultimate, most catastrophic disaster that would reduce the world, already ravaged by countless calamities, to nothingness.

In every cycle before the [Guide]’s regression, the continent was always annihilated.

“If we don’t stop it, this world will be erased.”

The world I live in, the world I love.

Albus clenched his fists tightly, his face set with determination.

Beep


	Master. Everything’s ready.



At the sound of the [Guide]’s voice in his ear, Albus raised his hand to his right ear.

“You’ve separated the server?”


	Yes. I split it into the exact sizes you mentioned.



“Good. I’m heading there right now.”

Beep

After ending the communication with the [Guide], Albus turned to face Carthesia.

“I’m going to stop the disaster now. I’ve prepared every move I can to prevent the destruction. Even if it’s nowhere near enough, I’ll keep fighting until the very end.”

“Albus…”

Carthesia could see that Albus had changed significantly compared to before.

The childish demeanor was almost gone, replaced by someone far more reliable.

“I have a favor to ask of you, Carthesia.”

“A favor? For you, I, Carthesia, can do anything. What do you need?”

“…Could you deliver this for me?”

“…What?”

“Is this the way you wanted it made?”

“Yes, that’s perfect. Thank you, Guide.”

With the help of Dua and the Guide, Albus began the task at hand.

A war to stop a transcendent existence, one that stood above even the gods.

One mistake could lead to the end of the world.

He had to mobilize every resource available to him as a GM.

[Server Creation]

[Separation]

[Configuration]

[Deletion]

Many worlds were created and destroyed.

Endless trial and error.

“It’s done.”

At the end of it all, Albus finally found the answer.

The countless calamities that covered both reality and Rudera.

As time passed, Albus’ power held the disasters at bay.

When would the [System] arrive?

While Albus was lost in thought—

Rumble…

A crushing, overwhelming presence pressed down on the surroundings.

“…It’s here.”

Without doing anything, merely by existing, the cosmic entity distorted the space around it.

[A child of man has twisted the order of the universe by creating a world in reckless abandon.]

[The order of the universe is sacred and absolute.]

Even Albus, who could wield absolute authority within this world, felt chills down his spine just by hearing that voice.

Could he really defeat this?

The immense gathering of power made him doubt again and again.

[Here, I will bring an end to the chaos caused by a mortal.]

Roar

The [System] had descended.

“This… is the system…”

Its size was so vast that even with the GM’s exclusive top-down view, it was impossible to grasp it all at once.

Despite having steeled himself countless times, Albus felt his body freeze with primal fear.

At that moment, Albus felt a soft sensation on his back.

Someone had wrapped their arms around him from behind.

“…Dua?”

When he turned around, Albus found Dua clinging to him.

“This place is dangerous, Dua. Didn’t I tell you that you shouldn’t be here?”

“No! Dua wants to fight with Papa!”

“Tsk!”

[Player Expulsion]

Buzz

With a flick of his finger, Albus enveloped Dua in light and sent her flying out.

“Just wait a little longer, Dua. I’ll finish this quickly and come back.”

Albus slowly ascended into the air.

His body was now wrapped in a golden aura of divinity.


“Nice to meet you, System.”

Of course, it wasn’t really a pleasure.

There was no way he could be glad to meet a monster bent on destroying the world he lived in.

But after spending so long preparing to stop this thing, he had sometimes wished it would just come sooner.

Each day was agony, waiting for the inevitable destruction.

After enduring those painful days, he was finally facing it now.

“A human created a world out of recklessness. And that is wrong, you say?”

Albus ascended to the height of the System’s massive form, meeting its gaze at what seemed to be its head.

“And what exactly is so wrong about that?”

“Who decides the laws and order of the universe, anyway?”

[These laws have existed since the birth of the universe.]

“What nonsense.”

Albus furrowed his brow in disbelief.

Boom.

The space around him seemed to collapse.

[Initiating destruction protocol.]

Rumble…

A massive wave of energy surged from the System’s enormous body.

Swoosh.

The wave expanded, spreading out to cover the entire world.

Albus recognized this wave from the memories of the [Guide].

It was the power of annihilation that disintegrated all intelligent life forms within its range, breaking them down into particles.

In previous cycles, when this wave covered Rudera and the continent, humans, dwarves, demons, dragons, elves, and beastkin were all erased from existence.

Even the Demon King and the Dragon Lord couldn’t withstand this, the worst of all calamities.

Whoosh.

The wave passed through Albus’ body.

Crackle.

Albus’ body flickered as if it were distorted by static.

‘But I was expecting this.’

This was the catastrophe that had annihilated the continent in the first cycle, driving the original Albus to decide to reset everything.

That’s why he had put all his focus into countering this very attack.

The System checked the process of the destruction through the wave.

There had never been a failure before.

There was no reason to expect this destruction wouldn’t work, so it was merely following standard procedure.

[Number of purified intelligent beings… 0]

Something was wrong.

“Have you finally noticed?”

Albus smiled slyly at the perplexed System.

“That’s right. This isn’t the real continent or Rudera.”

Crackle.

Albus’ projection flickered as it continued to be broadcast from outside the world.

After sending Dua out, Albus had also left and was projecting his image back inside.

Not only that, there was no trace of any intelligent life in the world where the System had descended.

[What is this…]

Only then did the System realize.

It had reached a world with the irregularities of human recklessness, but it was not the original world.

The humans had created another world.

“That’s right. This is a new world, made as a replica of Rudera and the continent. A world where no one else exists, a server created to trap you.”

According to the memories of the [Guide], the [System] sometimes arrived in Rudera, other times in the real continent.

But there was always one constant: it went to wherever Albus was.

Using this, Albus hypothesized that if he stayed in a world that wasn’t Rudera or the continent, the System would come there.

So, he created a server far away, isolated from both Rudera and the real continent, designed to imprison the [System].

It was called the Reboot Server.

It was modeled after reality and Rudera but was a closed world where no one except Albus could enter.


A world created solely to confront the [System].

Buzz…

Albus’ hologram raised one hand.

With the power of a command.

[Server shutdown.]
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[Server Shutdown]

Woooooooong.

The world began to freeze.

One world, one server, was about to halt its function under the GM’s command.

[Humans, how dare you!]

The massive entity of the [System], realizing what was happening, trembled with rage.

‘Was it a god with a personality?’

Neither Albus nor the Guide knew much about the [System].

It was certain that it was a transcendent being, surpassing ordinary gods, but whether it was a purely systematic entity with no personality, as its temporary name suggested, or if it had a personality and claimed to be the ruler of the universe, they did not know.

In previous cycles, as seen through the Guide’s memories, the [System] declared its reason for destroying Albus as if it possessed a personality.

‘But this enraged display… It’s clear. This thing has emotions.’

If that were the case, was this being in front of them moving under someone else’s orders or by its own will?

[Do you think freezing this world will stop me?!]

KABOOM!

A massive divine force erupted from the [System].

CRACK.

“Ugh!”

The server trembled.

The world could not withstand the overwhelming power.

‘I just need a moment.’

Anyway, the server would eventually… (The text became too distorted to continue.)

‘If I can just buy some time… that will be enough.’

THUD.

The server shut down.

The world turned black.

Trapped within, the [System] froze solid.

“Guide!”

-Leave it to me, Master!

Albus confirmed that the Guide’s energy had reached the [System].

‘From now on, it’s just a matter of buying time until the Guide completes the analysis.’

Using all of the command powers available, Albus maintained the server shutdown and recalled the plan he had devised in the past.

“The problem is we know too little about our opponent!”

Albus, attaching an image of the [System] to a whiteboard floating in midair, spoke.

The operation room for stopping the [System].

Dua, the Guide, and Albus put their heads together, desperately trying to come up with a way to defeat the [System].

Written on the whiteboard were the few pieces of information the Guide had gleaned from the [System] after multiple regressions.

The [System] possessed overwhelming power that surpassed that of ordinary gods, rendering the GM’s authority useless.

The reason the [System] sought to destroy Albus, Rudera, and the continent was that the creation of a world by a mere mortal violated the fundamental order of the universe that the [System] managed.

The [System] had no intention of communicating. – If there was an existence that violated basic laws, it would destroy that dimension.

There was no information about the entity that created the order the [System] followed or any being higher than the [System].

“We don’t even know the basic information needed to take them down. How strong is the [System]? What are its weaknesses?”

Albus had only managed to block the [System]’s attacks in previous cycles through sheer effort.

Because of this, even the Guide, who had encountered the [System] multiple times through regression, had very limited information.

Even if they somehow managed to defeat the [System], if a new [System] or a higher-ranking entity appeared afterward, it would be meaningless.

On the other hand, if they destroyed the [System], which maintained the order of the universe, and caused the balance of the universe to collapse, that would be catastrophic in a different way.

“In the end, we have to analyze the [System] when it appears and find a way to break it….”

Even in a previous cycle, when he had reached the pinnacle of mastery as a GM, he had only been able to freeze the opponent for a brief moment. 

Was it even possible to analyze and strategize against such a foe?

“Guide. If I freeze the [System], can you analyze it?”

“I can.”

The Guide recalled the [System] they had encountered in previous cycles.

“I never had a chance to run an analysis because I couldn’t get close enough, but if we can stop it, it’s possible.”

“You’re saying it’s possible?”

If they could figure out the inner structure of their opponent and convert it into data within the game, they could use the GM’s authority to take control.

In other words, if the Guide could analyze the [System], they could neutralize it, no matter how powerful it was.

The key to this fight was whether or not it was possible to analyze the [System].

“Yes. I can do it. …But the problem is the [System] can’t resist even a little.”

Analyzing the internal structure of a being as advanced as the [System], developed to the level of a god, required intense focus.

Even for an AI as advanced as the Guide, the analysis would be impossible unless the [System] was completely immobilized.

“We need it to be fully stopped, huh…”

Albus drew a black line on the plan, summarizing his thoughts.

“Hold on.”

Then, as a sudden thought occurred to him, he stopped.

“Guide.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Do you remember when we talked earlier about setting up a separate server to block the [System]’s waves and using that as the battlefield?”

“What if. What if, I mean.”

Albus slowly raised his head.

“What if we lure the [System] into that server and then shut it down?”

“Shut down the server?”

“We close the server, trapping the [System] inside.”

It was a revolutionary idea, something that hadn’t crossed their minds before.

If executed well, it could end the situation easily.

The Guide shuddered at Albus’s idea.

“W-Wait a second, Master! Let me run a simulation.”

After running countless simulations, Albus and his team came to a conclusion.

No matter how they tried to trap the [System] in a separate server and shut it down, the [System] would eventually break out and escape.

If Albus used all his authority to trap and freeze the [System] within the server during shutdown, the Guide would have enough time to analyze the [System].

Their original goal was to bind the [System] in the frozen shutdown world and have the Guide disassemble and analyze it.

‘Everything hinges on the success of the Guide’s analysis.’


Breaking from his thoughts, Albus poured his strength into maintaining the server.

The creation he had made, which had brought the continent to the brink of crisis, was now his greatest hope.

But Albus trusted her.

CRACK.

The [System], frozen inside the server, was completely immobilized, but the server itself was slowly collapsing.

‘Guide… There’s no time left.’

‘Quickly… Finish it… quickly…’

[Analyzing]

[Coding]

[Data Processing]

At the same time, the Guide used all her authority and intelligence to analyze the [System].

Both the future and current versions of the Guide’s CPU were fully utilized, converting the massive internal structure of the [System] into data code.

Knowing this was the answer to this cycle,

Knowing this was the only way to save her beloved master and end the cycle,

The Guide pushed herself to the limit, even as her internal systems began to overheat.

‘Just a little more… Just a little more…!’

And then—

‘I can’t… go any further…!’
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CRASH!

With a deafening roar, the server collapsed.

[How dare you…]

The [System], freed from the crumbling, vanishing server, slowly reappeared.

‘Was it a failure…?’

Albus instinctively knew.

The data received from the Guide wasn’t enough.

The complete datafication of the [System] had failed.

They had tried to make the [System] a part of Rudera’s world, but they ran out of time.

[Humans… how dare you…]

Albus’s physical body stood directly in front of the [System]’s massive form.

[Initiating Irregular Elimination Protocol.]

Woooooooong.

A vast divine energy gathered around the [System].

‘But…’

[Protocol Halted.]

Wooooong.

With a single command from Albus, the [System]’s power scattered.

[!!!!!]

With just one order from Albus, the [System] had been neutralized.

Though he hadn’t fully datafied the [System], he had achieved what was necessary.

‘Good job, Guide.’

To have analyzed a transcendent godlike entity of such overwhelming data volume, it was all thanks to the Guide.

[Initiating Protocol!]

The [System] once again began to gather power.

[Protocol Halted.]


At Albus’s command, the power scattered once more.

[Target Lock.]

[Freeze.]

Albus’s smile deepened.

“Why don’t we have a little chat?”

The operation was a success.
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The grand chapel filled with countless believers.

At the request of the Saintess, all the key members of every diocese were summoned.

Under the declaration of a state of emergency by the Saintess, everyone—whether they were cardinals or religious leaders—sat with stern faces.

“My lord…”

Watching their faces, the Saintess recalled her encounter with Albus at the academy a few days ago.

The enemy of her lord had become her lord himself.

It was hard to believe, but…

“I would do anything for my lord.”

The Saintess, clutching the small capsule given to her by Albus, stepped onto the platform.

[…]

The massive form of the [System], frozen by a power.

Though she could feel the consciousness of the [System] clearly present within it, he did not respond to Albus’s question.

“Let’s have a conversation.”

An invisible hand, born from Albus’s power, wrapped around the [System].

Crack

[What do you want, human?]

As the grip tightened, the [System], which had seemed unwilling to speak, finally opened its mouth.

“I want to know. Why did you try to destroy a world you’ve never even seen before?”

[…]

The [System] stared silently at Albus.

After what seemed like a long time of sorting his thoughts, he spoke again.

[To eliminate the irregularities that pollute and disrupt the order of the universe.]

“You’re saying I’ve disrupted the order of the universe?”

It was a story similar to what the [System] had said during their first encounter.

“Now that I think about it, you said I created a world at random, thus breaking the order. But I don’t get it. Even if I did create a world, it’s just a game. How could creating a game possibly harm the order of the universe?”

No matter how much the game influenced reality, it existed separately, within a server.

If creating such a world within a game was enough to make him a target for annihilation, Earth would have been destroyed over and over again by the countless games released every day.

[Creation is a divine power, and only those formed through proper divinity are allowed to create worlds.]

The [System] continued.

[Not a false world that exists only in the virtual realm, but a world that properly exists somewhere within a dimension.]

‘…Wait.’

[A mortal can only create a false world that exists within electronic devices, but the dimension known as Rudera was different.]

It was only then that Albus realized.

‘The world I created… actually exists in a dimension somewhere…?’

The world he created wasn’t just a virtual one within the game.

[The kind of world that only the main god of a dimensional system could create—Rudera took on the form of a complex dimension, where many dimensions converged.]

‘The reason it affected reality… is because Rudera exists somewhere in this world?’

So, accessing Rudera wasn’t entering a virtual reality, but rather sending his consciousness into another world, like dreaming?

[Something a mere mortal human should neither create nor achieve.]

It wasn’t a completely unexpected realization.

It was a theory he had considered when he discovered Rudera’s influence on reality.

But no matter how much help he had from a dragon, it didn’t make sense that an ordinary human who couldn’t even properly use magic could create something like that. 

So he had pushed the thought aside.

[It is something that should not exist in this universe. As the universe’s overseer, I must annihilate it.]

Rumble

The world trembled.

Divine energy began to spill out of the [System].

“Isn’t it fine to have at least one exception?”

Suppressing the [System] with his power, Albus asked.

[Even a single violation denies the fundamental order of the universe. If the denial continues, it will break the balance of the universe, leading to its collapse.]

The universe collapses just from breaking that rule?

Is that why he tried to erase Rudera and the continent?

“Who made that rule?”

[No one made it. It has been so since the birth of the universe. Just as no one questions who created the laws of physics.]

I understand the [System]’s position, to some extent.

If something that breaks the laws of the universe is created and allowed to exist, it could cause the universe to collapse.

I don’t fully understand it, but if that’s the law of the universe, it is what it is.

It’s probably similar to why gods like Deus and Alia can’t fully interfere with the mortal realm.

So, all I have to do is not break that law?

“Then I just have to become a god.”

If only gods are allowed to create worlds…

If a human creating a world is harmful to the universe, then all I have to do is become a god.

“I have divine energy within me, thanks to the faith of my followers. I can ascend to divinity with this, right?”

[You want to become a god?]

Rumble

The grip of his power was beginning to weaken.

[Rudera itself is a flawed, profane world. There’s no way you could become a proper god with faith from such a world!]

Boom! Boom!

Explosions erupted from the hand restraining the [System].

Rising from the crumbling grip of power, the [System] stood tall.

[Any loophole that bypasses the law will be annihilated!]

Kwoooom

A powerful wave of energy surged from the [System], now ready for battle once more.

Kaaaaa-boom!

However, when Albus extended his hand, the wave of energy collided with something invisible, as if there was a barrier in front of him, and was neutralized.

“Who said it came from Rudera?”

-Master! Everything is ready!

A report from the guide came at the perfect time.

“The faith I was talking about.”


-Infinite reverence!

-Oh, GM, protect us…

-We pray… Holy one…

“It’s faith from the real continent.”

Kuwaaaa

A massive amount of divine power flowed through Albus’s body.

He could hear the voices of countless wishes pouring into him.

[How is this possible…]

‘Good. Everything’s going according to plan.’

It was a part of the operation deliberately entrusted to Carthesia.

That was to make the entire population of the continent the audience for the battle against the [System].

The faith of intelligent beings becomes divine power, the source of a god’s strength and essence.

If he could increase that faith explosively, he might gather enough faith to become a god.

If the GM himself was seen fighting off and resolving the catastrophe, the faith of those who witnessed it would surge beyond belief.

During the preparations for the operation, he had asked Deus, “If I broadcast myself fighting as the GM against a great evil threatening the continent, would I be able to gain divine power from the continent’s people?”

Her response had been positive.

Especially given the recent disasters that had plagued the continent, there was a deep-seated faith and trust in the GM, making it more than possible.

Thus, he decided to broadcast his confrontation with the [System] to the entire continent to gather faith.

Of course, the broadcast alone might not have been enough.

In addition to the guide and Dua, he sought help from others.

The Saintess, who could mobilize her believers with Deus’s help.

Fortunately, when she came to the academy looking for him, he was able to ask for her assistance.

It had been difficult to convince her, due to her memories from previous cycles, that the GM should be seen as an object of faith, but thanks to her unwavering trust in him, she was able to accept that the evil god was the [System] and that the current GM was a righteous god.

The Empress who could unify the people of the empire.

Though she had been dispirited due to the rampage incident, she was filled with determination after he reassured her of his need.

The beastmen were led by their king, the undead by Akuham, the republic by Leighton, and the demon kind and the community residents by the head moderator.

Those who only watched the broadcast and didn’t know about the outside world were under the care of the sub-moderator.

The rest, including dragons, elves, and dwarves, were guided by Carthesia.

Everyone was led to watch the broadcast, witnessing the GM save the continent.

Through the immense faith and divine power flowing into him, Albus could see it.

The image of Empress Rebecca, gathering the people of the empire before the imperial palace and leading them in prayer.

The Beast King assembling his people and leading a worship ceremony.

The Saintess, gathering the believers of the Holy Kingdom, pleading with them to pray to the GM.

The elf queen, explaining to the elves and dwarves why they should put their faith in the GM.

The Demon King conducting a ritual with his demon kin.

Leighton, always lukewarm in his duties, actively uniting the Republic at this critical moment.

The sight of all the intelligent beings of the continent coming together, watching the broadcast, and sincerely praying to him.

As a result—

-GM, please protect our continent!

-Our savior, GM!

-Lord!

The people of the continent, united in mind and heart, believed in him.

Even though he didn’t know how far the broadcast had reached, the fact that the GM was fighting to prevent the continent’s destruction had been made clear.

All of their wishes were gathering toward him.

Overflowing power.

“So, this is what it feels like.”

He felt omnipotence wrap around his entire body.

A sensation that made him feel like he could do anything.

This was no longer the power he had once used to create small spheres after learning from Dua.

It was an overwhelming force, capable of creating and destroying entire worlds.

Strictly speaking, the faith wasn’t gathering toward Albus as a person.

It was gathering toward the god of Rudera, known as the [GM].

In other words, the faith wasn’t being directed at him, but at his avatar.

If he disconnected, he would return to his human body.


[How could such faith…!]

But it was enough to deceive the [System] in front of him.

From its perspective, it would seem that he had fully ascended to godhood.

“So, is this enough?”

Albus smiled as he turned to face the [System].
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Though the [System] had no expression, its confusion was palpable.

It had come to eliminate a mere mortal who wasn’t supposed to create worlds, only to witness that very mortal ascend to godhood right before its eyes.

Even for me, the one who executed this act, it was beyond common sense. 

How absurd must it be for him?

[Th-that’s…]

The system couldn’t even continue its sentence.

It seemed a calculation error had occurred, as the current situation didn’t align with its existing algorithms.

[Th-there’s no…problem…]

After a certain amount of analysis on the system, I had discovered one crucial fact: despite being a godlike entity, it could only act according to fundamental rules.

According to the guide’s analysis, my hypothesis was correct. 

No matter how powerful the system was, it could only exert its power within the framework of those rules and couldn’t use it as it pleased.

After all, once something has been normalized, it can’t be normalized again.

“Alright, then. Everything’s settled. You can go now.”

I dismissed the system with a casual tone, though we had been fighting a grand battle for the fate of the world just moments ago.

“Do you still have something to do?”

[……OHLICH]

“Well, I’d appreciate it if you left now. I have to fix my collapsing world.”

I spoke calmly on the surface, but internally, I was tense.

Even though I had ascended to godhood, it wasn’t through the normal path. 

I had borrowed the authority of GM’s position during a moment of crisis on the continent to achieve this.

The prayers of all the continent’s people had converged on me, but only a few knew that GM was actually me, Albus.

Since it was a workaround, it wouldn’t be strange if the system suddenly snapped and tried to ‘normalize’ everything again.

That’s why I didn’t let my guard down and kept a close watch on the system’s behavior.

I even wanted to demand an apology, but I chose silence, fearing that if the system sensed anything unusual and revisited the situation, it would spell disaster.

[…………Understood.]

Boom.

A divine ripple resounded from the system’s center, pure and clear.

The space split, tore, and compressed.

A path was opening for the system to leave this world.

[I apologize for the undue persecution. May Rudera be eternally glorious and prosperous.]

Whoom.

With those final words, the system disappeared so swiftly it was hard to believe such a colossal entity had ever been there.

“……”

I remained on edge, scanning the space where the system had vanished, observing the surrounding dimensions.

The vast divine power I had newly acquired was enough to survey not only Rudera and the continent, but far beyond.

-Master! It’s gone for sure! I can’t sense the system in any nearby dimensions!

Phew…

As I finally realized the situation had ended, my legs gave out, and I collapsed to the ground.

“Master!”

Thud.

A warm hand caught me as I fell, slipping under my arm.

“…Guide.”

“You did well, Master.”

[Well done, Master.]

The voices of both the present and future guides echoed simultaneously.

“It was only possible thanks to your help. I’m grateful to all of you.”

I had never expected to stop the system with my initial plans.

That’s why I had prepared layers upon layers of backup measures. 

Thankfully, all the plans I had put in place worked.

“The situation’s over, but we can’t stay like this.”

The system had left, but if it figured out the loophole I used, it might return.

I needed to act before that happened.

With the guide’s support, I stood back up.

Though I was still tense, the faith of the entire continent now filled me.

With this power, I felt I could do anything. 

A sense of omnipotence enveloped my body.

“I’m going to isolate the dimension. Will you both help?”

[Of course, Master!]

“My existence is to serve your commands, Master.”

Both guides responded in unison. It felt like my body’s owner kept changing.

“Let’s begin.”

The task of tearing Rudera and its dimension away from the universe.

I was certain this would be the greatest creation I had ever undertaken.

***

Somewhere in the rift between dimensions…

[System error… Reanalysis in progress… Anomalies detected.]

Albus, the entity referred to as the system, was executing numerous calculations while drifting through the void.

[Denial of Albus’s divinity… The true divine entity is GM.]

Through countless calculations, the system had come to one conclusion.

Albus had not become a god—only the avatar of Rudera’s GM had.

[A violation of the laws… Must be removed for the balance of the universe.]

The system, which had been moving away from Rudera, came to a halt.

It was a violation.

It had to be removed from this universe immediately.

As it began to turn back toward Rudera…

Crunch!

Something pierced through the system’s chest.

[What?!]

“Ah, no. That won’t do. You’re not going to interfere after we’ve come this far.”


A small, delicate hand had burrowed into the system’s massive form, gripping the core within.

A sneak attack?!

The system realized that it had been too preoccupied with its calculations to notice its surroundings.

Normally, it wouldn’t have allowed anyone to approach, let alone get this close for an ambush.

[Hostile entity… Demon God.]

“Correct.”

Crack.

The Demon God Menhera clenched her hand and crushed the core of [System].

Kuo-o-o-o-o

As the divine core, the center of the god and the source of all its power, was destroyed, everything that made up [System] disappeared.

It was a pitiful end for a god who had maintained the balance of the universe for eons.

“Yum.”

Menhera opened her mouth and greedily absorbed the divine energy evaporating from [System].

Sssss…

Like a teenager wiping the crumbs of a snack from her lips, she wiped the remaining divine energy from her lips with her sleeve.

“It was your first fight with a god, and you did splendidly.”

Menhera recalled her son’s battle against [System].

***

He had risen to godhood quickly.

“As expected from my son.”

Pleased with her son’s rapid growth, she chuckled softly.

“I can’t wait for the day we finally meet.”

My beloved son.

“Are we leaving today?”

“……Huh?”

“Were you asleep?”

Hearing Wald’s voice, I wiped the drool from my mouth as I sat up from my desk.

“I must’ve been exhausted from working on Rudera all night.”

“The reboot server that appeared this time was no joke.”

Still shaking off the grogginess, I nodded at Wald’s comment, though my head throbbed from waking up.

After the [System]’s invasion, the task of isolating the continent and Rudera from the existing universe dimension was a success.

Of course, I’d used up nearly all the immense divine power I had gathered from the people of the continent in the process.

During the isolation, the world underwent massive changes, as I had repurposed the reboot server used in the battle with the [System] to fill the space between the continent and Rudera.

Thanks to that, the reboot server, separate from Rudera’s main server, was born.

The reboot server had different characteristics from regular Rudera, possibly because it was a byproduct rather than a world I had intentionally created.

In Rudera’s main server, growth was based on one’s real-world abilities, but in the reboot server, you started as a basic avatar with nothing.

***

In any case, for those whose real-world abilities were lacking, the reboot server was seen as an opportunity, and many were flocking to it. I, too, was raising a secondary character there.

“More importantly, if you reach the top of the Tower of Labyrinth in the server, you’ll meet the sleeping GM!”

Excited, Wald pumped his fist into the air.

“Oh, that…”

At the end of the broadcast, after all the prayers had converged, the divine wave had disrupted the broadcast, cutting off the final moments where I collapsed in relief.

Because of that, everyone believed the GM had exhausted all his power defending the continent’s people and had fallen into a deep slumber. 

To be fair, I had used up all my strength.


However, after that, strange rumors spread across the entire continent, which was exactly what Wald had just mentioned.

Apparently, if any player reached the top of the Tower of Labyrinth, they could free the sleeping GM from his nightmares and receive a blessing far beyond even hidden classes.

What nonsense.

I, the actual GM, couldn’t even begin to understand how such absurd rumors had started.

Regardless, the influx of people with low abilities who couldn’t previously join Rudera and the emergence of this new goal had ushered the continent and Rudera into a new era of grand labyrinth exploration.
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2nd Floor of Ludera’s Tower of Labyrinth

Inside the Apostle’s Room within the Great Pyramid

Rustle, rustle.

Even though it was late at night, a young girl sat at a desk, diligently processing documents.

Knock, knock.

“Come in.”

Creak.

The door opened, and the Beast King Brigand stepped inside.

“You’ve returned! Was everything resolved?”

“Yes. It was just the usual old grudges between the different races. Nothing too troublesome. But are you still working?”

The Beast King’s eyebrows furrowed slightly.

“There’s just so much work…”

Zenith, the warrior who had succeeded Princess Rebecca as the second apostle of the GM, didn’t stop her work even as she spoke with the Beast King.

“Hah… Even so, working this late into the night isn’t good for your health.”

The new apostle, whom the former apostle Rebecca had asked to be taken care of, was still adjusting.

When they announced that someone new would take the position after the princess’s misdeeds toward the GM, he hadn’t wanted to accept it.

There was no one else who could lead the beastmen and serve as the GM’s connection in both power and influence. 

She had been the only one.

Thus, when he first met the young girl before him, he wondered how remarkable she would be. 

To his surprise, she turned out to be a diligent and kind-hearted young woman.

“Aren’t you tired, Beast King, after returning from mediating and resolving the conflict between the beastmen and the other races?”

Her kindness and capability were matched only by her strength, which was nearly on par with the princess’s.

It became clear why the princess had said this girl was more suitable for the position of apostle than herself.

“I simply did what I had to do. It wasn’t difficult at all… But the situation is different for you. I’ve heard that you haven’t slept in days and have been working non-stop.”

“Ha… So you knew?”

Despite her youthful appearance, still retaining some baby fat, and her fresh, lively personality, no one questioned her role as the apostle.

Or rather, no one dared oppose her, not even to the Beast King.

“You have much work to do, but rest is also important. You’re still in the prime of your growth, Apostle.”

Perhaps it was because of her strong yet delicate appearance that the Beast King was reminded of his daughter, who was currently studying at the academy, every time he saw Zenith.

“Ha ha. Thank you for your concern, but how could I rest when the GM is in slumber, and I am His servant?”

This child… 

She’s truly upright.

Because of the many miracles the GM had performed, His believers had grown in number beyond reason.

But not many followed Him sincerely, like her. 

Most people sought Him for selfish, material gains.

Compared to them…

‘I understand now why the GM chose this girl as His apostle.’

Hadn’t he too followed the GM with the selfish desire to save his people, the beastmen?

In that sense, Warrior Zenith was indeed the most fitting person for the role of apostle.

“Then does that mean none of us, His servants, are allowed to rest?”

“Huh?! No, that’s not what I meant! Not at all!”

The Beast King chuckled at Zenith’s flustered reaction.

After the GM’s sacrifice to protect the continent from the extradimensional threats, the GM’s Church had grown in power, but many problems had begun to sprout.

‘Even so, with this apostle here…’

Waking the GM might be possible.

***

“Over there!”

Wald’s voice echoed from deep within the forest.

Boom, boom.

The sound of something large running approached.

“This time, it’s my turn. Sand Spear!”

Clang!

Perizet leapt forward, summoning his power.

Suddenly, spears made of sand shot up from the ground like traps.

Roar!

At the same time, a massive boar emerged from the forest, its size akin to that of a large dump truck.

It was the Wild Boar, an elite monster that resided on this floor.

Crash, crash!

The sand spears were strong but not strong enough to stop the Wild Boar’s charge.

But that wasn’t the goal.

“Albus!”

“Leave it to me.”

From the beginning, the sand spears were meant only to buy time.

Wooooom.

Magical energy gathered in my right hand.

At the same time, the longbow in my left hand grew significantly.

Roar!

The Wild Boar shattered the sand spears and charged toward me.

Aiming my bow at the beast, I released my grip with my right hand.

“Yagne Yastra.”

A bluish flame arrow flew toward the Wild Boar.

Boom!

Ding!


	You have defeated the Elite Monster Wild Boar.



A notification appeared, announcing the monster’s death along with the powerful explosion.

Cough, cough!

“It worked!”

Through the smoke left by the explosion, Wald emerged, having chased down the Wild Boar.

“Man, no matter how many times I see it, it’s amazing! You took down that monster with insane defense in one hit! Did you bring the strength of a mage into an archer or something?”

Wald marveled at the power of the arrow.

“It’s on a whole different level from you, who can barely manage to use both magic and sword skills simultaneously.”

Perizet landed on the ground nearby, shaking his head.


“Oh?”

“Did you say something? Coming from someone who can barely make a toothpick out of sand? You couldn’t even last one second. Albus could have been in real danger!”

“Oh? Do you want me to test the durability of my spear? I could shove it right through that body of yours if you like.”

The two bickered, like siblings constantly at each other’s throats, teasing and provoking one another.

They had grown close after spending months together.

“Enough, both of you,” I interrupted, stepping between them to stop the squabble.

“We only managed to win because Wald chased it down and Perizet immobilized it. You know my technique is all about raw power. I can’t do anything alone.”

“Albus… You’re always so kind,” Perizet murmured.

“I wish a certain beastman beside me would learn from you.”

“…………Albus, I’m sorry. This won’t do. I can’t hold back anymore.”

Perizet grabbed his dagger and lunged at Wald again.

Barely managing to stop them from fighting once more, we headed back to the village.

***

“Albus.”

“Hm?”

As we walked into the village, Wald spoke up.

“Today’s hunt was successful, but it was way too dangerous.”

Was it because I shot the arrow right in front of the Wild Boar’s face?

“I agree, Albus. Though I don’t doubt the power of your abilities, had my spear missed by even a little, you could have been seriously hurt.”

Perizet chimed in from beside us.

I hadn’t really thought about it, considering I could mitigate or nullify most damage, but it seemed my friends didn’t see it that way.

“So, I was thinking… How about recruiting a tank?”

“I think it’s a great idea. Not bad for a fool,” Perizet added, surprisingly in agreement.

“You really want to go at it here? Even in the village, I won’t hold back!”

A tank, huh?

Wald could serve as a mage or a swordsman, Perizet could handle assassination and traps, and I dealt with long-range attacks. 

With a main tank, our party would be complete.

“Sounds good. Let’s look for someone who fits the role.”

We made our way to the adventurer’s guild in the center of the village. 

It was the best place to recruit party members or find missions.

“Wow, it’s busier than usual today.”

The guild was always bustling, but today it was particularly crowded.

As we opened the door, we found out why.

“Congratulations on clearing the 5th floor!”

“Whooo!”

A large group of people raised their glasses in celebration.

So, they’d cleared the 5th floor?

Now that I thought about it, I had heard that an advanced party had taken down the 5th floor boss yesterday.

I hadn’t paid much attention to who had cleared it, but it seemed like these people were the ones.

“We’re finally catching up to the regular labyrinths!”

“We’re still a few floors behind, but at this pace, it’s only a matter of time before we surpass them!”

“It’s all thanks to our guild leader, Dua!”

Watching the cheering crowd, I thought I must have misheard something.


‘……Dua?’

I rushed inside, scanning the crowd, until I spotted a figure being tossed into the air in celebration.

Our eyes met.

The small girl who had briefly looked away after seeing me.

It was my daughter, Dua.
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“What’s going on? Why did you stop?”

As I froze at the entrance, locking eyes with Dua, Wald’s face popped out beside me.

“Are you kidding me? Isn’t that the Small Queen, Dua, the guild leader of the Nokjukdan Guild?”

Wald’s eyes widened as he took in the scene inside the Adventurer’s Guild building.

“…Nokjukdan? Small Queen?”

What are those weird names?

Is that the name of Dua’s guild and her title?

“Have you seriously never heard of them? Since the appearance of Rudera’s Second World, they’ve climbed more floors than anyone else. They’re hands down the strongest guild in this world!”

Is that the kind of guild they are?

I had been too busy dealing with the aftermath of the Cataclysm to properly check the community, so this was my first time hearing about them.

“And that woman over there, the one who’s being tossed in the air? She’s none other than Dua, the leader of that guild.”

Wald pointed a finger at Dua, who was trying to stop the guild members from tossing her into the air.

“When she first founded the guild, people underestimated her because of her weak appearance. But then, with her unbelievable mercenary skills and incredible magic control, she became the strongest mage and the strongest guild leader at the same time.”

…All this happened while I was too busy to hang out with Dua.

I feel guilty for not giving her more attention.

“Why are you acting shy, Guild Leader?”

“Stop! Put me down!”

“Hahaha! Come on, put her down! No matter how many Minotaurs she’s crushed on her own, she’s still just a young girl at heart!”

“Hahahahaha!”

So, those are Dua’s guild members.

They all look rough, but seeing them laughing and playing like that, I could sense the strong bond of trust between them.

It felt like uncles playing with their niece.

“Hey, heading to the bathroom?”

One of the guild members asked Dua, who had just been let down from the toss.

“No!”

Bang!

Suddenly, he was slammed into the floor by a powerful force—Dua’s magic.

“Haha! Didn’t I tell you to stop teasing the Guild Leader?”

“Have a safe trip, Guild Leader!”

Leaving the noisy guild members behind, Dua walked over to me.

“BOTHE…!”

Dua almost called me “Dad” out of habit but stopped when she saw the direct message I had sent her earlier.

“I didn’t expect to see Dua here.”

“O-older brother? Albus! You know the Guild Leader Dua?”

Wald asked me in shock.

Know her?

We live together.

Of course, I couldn’t tell him about Dua’s real identity or the fact that I was the GM. 

It would take forever to explain everything, so I decided to keep her true identity a secret from my friends.

“There are too many people here. Let’s move to that corner for a bit.”

Dua, my friends, and I found a table tucked away in a corner of the Adventurer’s Guild building and sat down.

“So, you two were childhood friends?”

I made up a story, saying she was a child from a knightly family in our territory.

Now that Dua had become famous even in Rudera, I figured this was the best cover story for my identity in this world.

Perizet, sitting next to me, studied Dua’s face, tilting her head in confusion. 

She had seen Dua’s face before.

I didn’t think she’d recognize her, though, since Dua had used her divine powers back then to make it seem like a dream. 

Plus, Dua’s appearance and aura had changed quite a bit since that time.

“I never imagined Dua would be doing so well here.”

“…Are you mad?”

“No, why would I be mad? I’m proud of our Dua for achieving so much.”

“R-really?”

“If I had known things would turn out like this, I should’ve asked Dua to play games with me sooner.”

I feel like a failure as a dad for being so focused on work that I didn’t give Dua enough attention.

“Let’s do it! Dua wants to play games with Daddy—no, I mean, with you, big brother!”

Dua bounced excitedly, grinning from ear to ear.

Wald looked frozen, overwhelmed by excitement, while I shook my head.

“No. Dua has guild members she needs to take care of.”

“They don’t matter! You’re more important to Dua!”

Wald gave me a look as if asking, “Are you really just childhood friends?” 

Even Perizet, sitting beside him, raised her eyebrows in suspicion.

“No, Dua. Do you remember what I told you before? The people who follow you…”

“The people who follow Dua, the ones who believe in her… I must not betray them…”

I had said that to make sure Dua wouldn’t stray down the wrong path as a god. 

Never did I expect she’d become a guild leader before even fulfilling her role as a deity.

“More than that, I want to hear about what Dua has accomplished. Can you tell me?”

“Sure!”

Dua nodded eagerly, clenching her fists in excitement.

“That’s how it all happened!”

“…You’re amazing, Dua.”

“Hehe. It’s nothing special.”

Dua puffed out her small chest with pride.

Even though she couldn’t use her divine powers or abilities as a god in this world, she had managed to climb to a level where she could singlehandedly defeat top-tier monsters.

I guess with that kind of power, it’s no wonder top players would want to follow her.

…Or maybe it was Dua’s cuteness that won them over.

Either way, she rose to the top, surpassing all the competition as just a regular person.

“You’re better than me.”

I felt small compared to her. 

All I had been doing was hunting wild boars with my friends.


“Come to think of it, wasn’t your party looking for someone to fill the tank role?”

Dua asked, her eyes glimmering with curiosity.

“I’d love to step in as the tank with my shield magic, but you know, I can’t.”

“Dua…”

“I know, I know! I’ll run our guild properly, just like you said. I owe it to the people who believed in me. I was just kidding, you know.”

Dua as a tank?

No matter how much I play the role of a ranged dealer, how could I, as her father, ever hide behind my daughter?

If that situation ever arose, I’d open up my GM privileges and stand in front of Dua to protect her, no matter what.

“Is there someone you’d recommend?”

“Recommend?”

“Yeah! You’ll like him… I mean, you’ll like her, big brother!”

Is this really okay?

The room was dim, lit only by a few flickering candles, making it difficult to make out much of the surroundings.

Several robed figures sat around a long table, which had clearly been arranged for meetings.

“Thank you all for gathering here.”

A soft, melodious voice echoed from the figure seated at the head of the table.

“Despite the sudden summons, I’m glad everyone could make it.”

“Well… it is the leader’s call, after all.”

One of the robed figures joked playfully, making a light gesture with their hand.

“Everyone is busy, but we’ve gathered today because we have a new companion joining us. I wanted to introduce them.”

A low hum of magic gathered in the hands of the woman known as the leader, Empress Leah.

The magic, as beautiful as a crystal, slowly took shape.

“Our united goal is to destroy the Evil God GM, the one who has thrown the continent into chaos.”

It was the Tower of the Labyrinth that had existed since the beginning of Rudera, and a new tower had appeared as well.

“To do that, we need to climb to the top of the tower faster than any country or organization and confront GM.”

‘To reclaim my darling, Albus, I must bring GM to ruin,’ Lea thought, reminiscing about her encounter with Albus, who had once been an avatar known as Jang.

After breaking free from the control of the Cataclysm Guide, she hadn’t been able to find him anywhere in Rudera or the continent.

So, she concluded that GM must have kidnapped Albus.

“Everyone gathered here has suffered at the hands of GM. Together, we will punish him.”

Thus, she had gathered the strongest individuals from across the continent who shared the same purpose of ascending the tower.

“I definitely have a reason to seek revenge on GM,” muttered one of the robed figures in a rough voice.

“The tower. We must ascend it.”

Another robed figure nodded in agreement.

And yet another.

All of them were formidable individuals who held grudges against GM, and they were the best of the best, carefully selected by Leah, whose identity needed to remain hidden.

“And now, I’d like to introduce our new companion, Akuyuham.”

The undead lich Akuyuham, who had been listening quietly, turned his head at Leah’s mention of his name.

“I’ve heard that you, too, were forcibly taken and exploited by GM.”

“…That’s right.”

Akuyuham slowly pulled back the hood of his robe.

“An undead?”

“An arch-lich?”

The rest of the liberators, except for Leah, couldn’t hide their shock.

A lich at the pinnacle of dark magic, and an arch-lich at that—such beings only appeared in legends.

“I, too, was kidnapped by GM and endured countless hardships.”

“Then join us, Akuyuham. Together, we will defeat GM.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, having an arch-lich on our side! This is incredible!”

“Welcome, Akuyuham!”

Leah and the liberators began to discuss their detailed plans, coordinating the schedule to climb the tower.

‘The enemies of GM, huh?’

Akuyuham watched the scene unfold, deep in thought.

‘Even though GM sacrificed himself to save everyone, these ingrates show no gratitude.’

Not long ago, the leader of this group had contacted him, proposing a plan to destroy GM.

When Akuyuham reported this to GM, he had told him to infiltrate the group as a way to take a break from his usual duties.

Initially, Akuyuham had planned to confirm the identities of everyone in the group and eliminate them all in one swift strike.


‘They’re all weaklings I could handle alone. But…’

Leah, the one in the leader’s seat, was different.

Even for someone like Akuyuham, who had mastered the truth of dark magic, dealing with her wouldn’t be easy.

‘For now, I’ll observe the situation.’

Akuyuham decided to gather more information while pretending to cooperate with them
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“I look forward to the great and noble battles we will fight together.”

“Take care, my friend.”

“To be. Together. Is joy…”

After the meeting ended, the Liberators who had been sitting at the table handed over a simple approval to Akuyuham before leaving.

However, unlike the others, one person remained.

“You’re Akuyuham, right? It’s nice to meet you.”

From in front of him, a soft voice echoed from within the Liberator’s robe.

Ssshhhh.

She slowly removed the top part of the robe that had been covering her head.

Her golden hair, swaying softly, was revealed.

“You’re a demon…”

She smiled widely at Akuyuham’s murmuring.

Succubus.

A race that sustains life by absorbing the essence of intelligent male beings.

They usually only manage to steal essence through dreams, which makes them a race with generally weak combat abilities. 

Even the succubus who worked under GM with him had been like that, but the woman standing before him possessed a formidable magical power that couldn’t be taken lightly.

“I heard you were kidnapped by GM and forced to work… is that true?”

“It is. I was in charge of Rudera’s broadcasts and various system management tasks.”

Her eyes sparkled at Akuyuham’s response.

“T-then, by any chance, do you know a succubus named Marfa?”

“Marfa?”

Hearing a familiar name, Akuyuham was slightly surprised.

Marfa was the succubus who worked with him, overseeing GM’s entire broadcast operations.

“…What’s your relationship?”

“She’s my sister! Have you seen her?”

‘She said she was opposing GM because her precious family had been captured.’

And Akuyuham remembered hearing from Marfa that she had begged GM to save her one and only younger sister, and as a result, GM had performed a second miracle.

Akuyuham realized that the girl standing in front of him was Marfa’s precious younger sister, Eris.

‘She was suffering from both the Erosion Disease and the Magic Stone Disease.’

The miraculous potion GM bestowed had the power to cure any illness, but it could only heal one disease at a time.

So GM had been moved by pity and performed another miracle.

“Yes, I know her.”

“R-really?! Then…!”

Listening to Lakrimosa’s story, Akuyuham began to understand why she had joined such an organization.

She believed that GM had taken her sister away by turning Marfa into a saint in order to save her.

‘A situation where one mistakes their savior for their enemy.’

Judging by Marfa’s personality, Akuyuham didn’t think Lakrimosa was inherently evil or ungrateful.

From the leader’s perspective, her strength must have been tempting.

Erosion Disease was caused by an overwhelming magical power that the body could not handle.

Those who survived despite having the Erosion Disease often went down in history, possessing immense power.

Having contracted both the Magic Stone Disease and the Erosion Disease but surviving thanks to the miracle, the girl in front of him had gained power that made her difficult to consider a mere succubus.

‘What should I do about this…’

Naturally, he had to inform GM.

Afterward, he would need to think about whether to tell Marfa as well.

***

“It’s a pleasure to meet you. My name is Alia.”

She was the tank that Dua had introduced.

“The Shield of the Gods, Alia?!”

Wald’s eyes widened as he looked at the new party member.

‘How does Wald always recognize these famous players right away? And what’s up with that title?’

“Why, who is this person?”

“You don’t know her? She was the main tank for the Nokjukdan Guild, alongside Guild Master Dua!”

“Is she that amazing?”

Wald and Perizet bantered as they exchanged glances.

Meanwhile, the woman who had introduced herself as Alia was secretly exchanging direct messages with them.

-What are you doing here?

-Ahahaha… It just ended up like this, somehow?

***

Given her status, Akuyuham had never expected to see her here.

-Is it really okay for a god to be wandering around like this?

-Well, what? Even Deus wanders around, playing games, so why can’t I?

The battle against the transcendent god who sought to destroy the continent and Rudera, and the great upheaval that followed.

Even though I had the help of Carthesia, Guide, and Dua, my strength alone had been insufficient.

I worked to rally the faith of everyone on the continent, and I had to proceed with missions in the sanctuaries of other gods, like the worship hall of the Holy Kingdom.

It wasn’t as if I could proceed without the permission of the existing gods.

That’s why I sought out the senior god, Deus, who had once told me to come to him whenever I needed help, and she introduced me to her fellow god, Alia.

Thanks to the help of the two main gods who divided the continent, excluding the World Tree that the elves worshipped, the Demon God that the demons believed in, and the Fire God that the dwarves followed, I was able to build relationships with them.

Deus had been favorable to me from the start, as she was completely absorbed in Rudera, but Alia had not.

She had been worried that I might take away their followers.

I heard that many of their worshippers had converted to GM’s followers.

***

It was almost a declaration of war.

It made sense why Alia would be hostile toward me.

“But since there was a chance the continent could be erased, I showed them Guide’s memories to persuade them, and with their help, we were able to trigger the Great Cataclysm.

After that, I thought the continent had returned to peace… but…”

-Why Alia? What if you’re caught?

-Do you know how many women in our kingdom are named Alia? It’s a blessed name, so if you call it out in the streets, at least five or six women would turn their heads. Besides, who would ever imagine their god is tanking in a game?

No one would think a god is enjoying role-playing as a meat shield. Saying it out loud would be borderline blasphemy.

-More importantly, I got bored just sitting up there. I figured I’d try out some games too. Even Deus enjoys playing, you know?

Come to think of it, even the celestial god Deus, like a dopamine addict, enjoyed gambling content, so this was fairly tame in comparison.


Reality’s issues were mostly resolved, so maybe there was no harm.

-But why did you go as far as talking to Dua to join our party? From what I can see, you were thriving as a tank at the frontlines.

-Oh, that?

Alia scratched the back of her head, looking a bit embarrassed.

-It was fun, but… I got a little tired of it. Besides, wouldn’t it be more fun to hang out with the creator of this world?

Tired of enjoying the end-game content as a key member of the vanguard?

It seemed this goddess was as much of a dopamine addict as Deus…

-Our adventures aren’t going to be that exciting.

Not every adventure could be thrilling, even for the creator. 

It was more enjoyable to wander without knowing everything, so I left the world’s management to Guide and roamed around.

-That’s fine. As long as I can travel with you.

-What?

I hadn’t expected this kind of companion at all.

Even so, she had been called the Goddess of War, so she could definitely handle the role of tank.

We had worked together to fend off the attacks of the transcendent god, so Albus believed she had no ulterior motives.

Albus…

The real master of Rudera, whom I had met through Deus.

At first, I thought he was a sneaky god, trying to steal away faith, sanctity, and worshippers.

The world he created, Rudera, was so fun that it made me forget everything, but the depletion of faith was a matter of survival, so I couldn’t think entirely positively of him.

However, during the process of preventing the continent’s crisis caused by consecutive disasters, I came to meet GM, who turned out to be nothing more than a small, fragile human boy.

Even though I had lived as a god for so long, I could only destroy, not create. 

And yet, he had created a world in a human body.

I was utterly shocked.

And it didn’t stop there.

He had gathered the hopes of everyone on the continent and fought off a transcendent god.

He and Deus had both managed to stop a cosmic entity, something even we hadn’t known existed, saving the continent.

While others had watched the broadcast of the event, we gods had witnessed every step firsthand.

Though I had once considered him an enemy to be eliminated, he had thrown himself into danger to save everyone.

Without him, the Sacred Kingdom would have perished long before the transcendent god arrived, and I too would have ceased to exist.

Who could watch such a noble and majestic sacrifice and not be captivated?

Having lived all my life as a warrior, I had never experienced life as a woman, but just seeing him made my lower belly stir.

The reason I had approached his daughter, the new Goddess of the Desert, Duamutep, was to get closer to him.

Duamutep enjoyed playing games too, so I thought if I won her favor, I could naturally adventure with him.

The plan worked beautifully.

I did feel a bit guilty for using the pure-hearted young goddess, but I figured I could play the role of a mother figure for her later. 

She would like that.


A few uninvited guests were no big deal. 

What mattered was that he was here.

Now, all that was left…

“Is to enjoy adventures together with him.”

The goddess smiled in a way Albus couldn’t see.
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A mountainous area so high that an ordinary person would find it hard to even breathe.

Thud.

The heavy body of the Sword Emperor knelt down.

“You’ve grown stronger.”

Once an imperial princess and the only apostle of GM, a woman named Rebecca gazed down at the Sword Emperor indifferently.

“I heard you were expelled from your position as an apostle.”

“…Yes.”

After the incident of the princess’s rampage, GM forgave all her sins.

He said it was fine for her to continue her duties as an apostle if she wished, but she refused.

Despite being blessed by GM, she could not remain in that glorious position with a body that had distorted His words and committed wrongdoings.

After stepping down from her position as an apostle, Rebecca spread rumors that she had been expelled for defying GM’s command.

She wished to reveal GM’s mercy toward such a foolish woman as herself, but she couldn’t.

If a woman who had committed such sins could be forgiven so easily, other believers might begin to think they, too, could sin and be forgiven without consequence.

Thus, Rebecca, with tears in her eyes, pulled herself down.

As the apostle who defied GM’s will, and as the first failed king—the princess.

Rebecca not only gave up her position as an apostle but also renounced all of her titles as a princess.

Though her succession to the throne had once been certain, she handed over all royal matters to her younger sibling, with whom she had long been in conflict.

Having abandoned everything she had achieved, she walked the path of a wanderer.

Now free from any restraints, she sought only one thing: overwhelming strength.

She desired to obtain the power to rescue and protect the one she loved when He was in danger again, just as He had been in the past.

To do so, she had to become a god.

Like the previous King of Beasts, she wandered and embarked on adventures, building a saga of hardships.

And to test the skills she had honed during that journey, she met the Sword Emperor after a long time and crossed blades with him.

Even though it was a pure battle of martial prowess, with none of the powers she had received from GM, the duel ended in her overwhelming victory.

“The golden power you used before—has the god reclaimed it?”

Contrary to the Sword Emperor’s question, GM had left his omnipotent power within her.

When she reported her decision to leave and wander, He told her she could return anytime she wished.

While the world believed that GM had taken back His power and bestowed it upon a new apostle, GM’s warmth still remained with her.

“Even after all that, you’ve grown even stronger.”

The Sword Emperor grasped Rebecca’s outstretched hand and rose to his feet.

“It’s because of the intense will and conviction burning in your eyes.”

He spoke as if he could see deep into her soul.

At first, when Rebecca sought him out, he thought she had come to protest that his newly raised disciple—though the Sword Emperor had only ever given advice through broadcast donations, he sincerely believed Zenith to be his disciple—had pushed her aside and taken the position of apostle.

Fortunately, the current Rebecca seemed to hold no attachment to the apostle’s position.

She looked more like her old self.

“Those eyes of yours—they’re the same as mine when I wandered around, seeking out the strong due to my unsatisfied desires. You’ll continue searching for stronger opponents, won’t you? Am I wrong?”

“…You’re right.”

“In that case, I have a good suggestion for you.”

“A suggestion?”

“Don’t feel burdened. It’s more like a reward for the one who defeated this Sword Emperor.”

Though Rebecca had no intention of feeling burdened regardless of what he said, she focused on his words.

“You know your master, right?Don Quixote.”

A name she hadn’t heard in a long time—her martial arts master, the Dao Emperor.

“What about my master?”

“That guy. He’s planning to participate in a major event hosted by GM’s messenger.”

“Hmm…?”

After GM had been said to fall asleep, it was known that the world of Rudera was managed by his closest messenger, Guide.

In reality, Albus had left Rudera in her care, as he was busy dealing with real-world matters or wandering around playing games.

“It’ll be more than enough of a battlefield for what you’re looking for. Dao Emperor would be happy if you showed up, too.”

Her former master.

Rebecca fell into thought.

Her master, the Dao Emperor, who had taught her martial arts during the desperate time when she learned anything and everything to ascend the throne, was said to be preparing for an expedition.

‘Not a bad idea.’

If it was a battlefield where someone who had risen to the top of the continent in weaponry was gathering comrades, it would surely help her grow and temper herself.

Having made up her mind, she bid farewell to the Sword Emperor and descended the mountain.

***

Deep within a pitch-black cave.

Thud, thud, thud, thud.

The sound of something massive running echoed from the depths.

“…It’s coming. I’m counting on you, Alia.”

“Of course.”

At the request of Albus, the party leader, Alia stepped forward.

Swoosh.

The bracelet on her left arm reacted to her magic, expanding into a large round shield.

Roar!

A gigantic monster emerged from the darkness as it approached.

It was a Drake.

Far larger than the Wild Boar they had encountered before.

Though its front legs were short, its massive body, weighing over 10 tons, and its powerful muscular jaws had inspired the creation of a tyrant lizard monster Albus had seen in his previous life. 

The Drake had specs approaching that of a top-tier magical beast.

Boom!

The Drake charged madly, but Alia’s shield blocked the impact.

The collision between the monstrous mass and her shield generated a force akin to a major traffic accident, yet Alia, having matured as a skilled tank, easily absorbed the shock.

“Taunt.”

Bzzz.

The magical energy that flowed from her seeped into the Drake’s mind.

Roarrrr!

The Drake thrashed about even more violently, trying to surge forward.

Her taunt skill, which she gained after switching to a tank class, had taken effect.


“It worked.”

Seeing that the Drake was now fully focused on her, Alia signaled to Albus.

“Alright, everyone, full attack!”

As Albus called for the attack, his companions moved according to their earlier plan.

Perizet swiftly passed beneath the Drake’s legs with the sand.

Crunch, crunch.

The fine sand blades sliced through the tendons in the Drake’s legs.

Roar!

However, perhaps because of its thick calf muscles, the Drake didn’t fall.

As Perizet retreated, Wald stepped forward.

“Ice Missile.”

He thrust his sword forward, magic circles appearing and activating from the blade.

Boom, boom.

Ice projectiles flew out, hitting the Drake’s legs.

Roarrrrr!

The Drake lost its balance and slowly collapsed.

Boom!

A cloud of dust rose into the air.

Even though it had lost its legs, the Drake still thrashed and rampaged around.

Wuuuuung.

Albus stood with his large bow aimed directly at the Drake, gathering magical energy into his hand.

Despite the creature’s frenzy, it was now lying on the ground—a perfect target for an archer.

“Yagne Yastra.”

Swoosh.

Albus activated his skill and released his grip on the bowstring.

A blue arrow flew slowly through the air.

Boommm!

With a flash of Cerenkov light, the arrow struck the Drake, causing a powerful explosion.

“Urgh!”

Did I put too much magic into it?

The shockwave from the explosion surged toward them.

Thud!

At that moment, a shield blocked the path of the shockwave in front of the party.

“Custodire.”

Wuuuung.

With Alia’s muttering, a shield of magic unfolded.

The wind died down.

Alia’s shield had absorbed the explosion.

Ding.

– You have defeated the Tyrant of the Deep Caverns, the Earth Dragon Drake.

As the storm settled, a message appeared, indicating that the Drake had been slain.

“To withstand even Albus’s attack for this long, it’s incredibly tough.”

“Well, it went according to plan, didn’t it?”

“It’s Albus’s plan. There’s no way it could fail.”

The party members looked at Albus with eyes filled with deep trust.

‘Why is everyone suddenly being so intense?’

From Albus’s perspective, he was simply balancing the tank and damage dealers, operating the party like in the games of his past life, but the way they had flawlessly hunted a top-tier monster felt different to them.

Albus’s archer build focused everything on firepower, sacrificing all other aspects for an extreme build. 

This was something that worked well in combination with other roles capable of performing different tasks, but such an efficient build was unfamiliar in this world where game culture hadn’t yet developed.

“Well then, how about we celebrate today’s successful hunt with a meal?”

“That’s a good idea, Sword Mage.”

Even after several battles, Alia still called Albus’s companions by their roles rather than their names.

To her, a god, the value of mere mortals—besides Albus—meant nothing more than that.

Albus’s friends just thought she was a peculiar tank.

“Alright, let’s go!”

Gathering the Drake’s spoils, the group exited the dungeon and returned to the village.

“Phew! Looks like our party synergy is finally coming together. I think we could aim for even greater heights now,” Wald said suddenly, as he gulped down a cola.

They had easily subdued the dungeon boss, the Drake, without a scratch.

Of course, this was thanks to Albus’s overwhelming firepower and Alia’s extraordinary tanking abilities (enhanced by her divine presence), but the achievement itself was fitting for a frontline raiding party.

“I definitely agree.”

As the party members gained more experience and their teamwork grew, they were no longer satisfied with average challenges.

Alia concluded that it was safe to head toward more dangerous places.

“So, I’m proposing something. How about joining the World Boss Raid?”

“World Boss Raid?”

“It’s an event happening because the Two Towers of the Labyrinth have temporarily merged.”

“Hmm…?”

Though Albus had left the management of Rudera to Guide in order to enjoy the world properly, he was aware that a large event was in the works.


‘Wasn’t it the raid where players from both servers could participate simultaneously?’

The rewards were meant to entice players, so strong competitors were sure to flock to it.

‘I was planning to train a bit more before tackling such end-game content, but…’

It was hard to resist participating in Rudera’s first World Boss event.

Given how perfectly the party was working together… it wouldn’t be bad to join.
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The System Room that manages Rudera’s overall system.

Beep!

Tap, tap, tap

A small fire spirit was stretching its tiny hands, typing away at a virtual keyboard.

“Let’s see… Are you doing well?”

The spirit sipped its coffee and checked the incoming guide, then suddenly stood up from its seat.

“Yes. About 90% has been completed.”

Once, he was known as the Flame Emperor, the leader of a terrorist organization that terrorized the continent. 

However, to the guide, he was nothing more than a useful subordinate.

The Flame Emperor, whose body could not endure his own power, had wandered through temporary vessels. 

After the great upheaval, he was captured inside Rudera, turned into a spirit, and now worked as the guide’s loyal subordinate.

“But… are you sure it’s okay to do this?”

The Flame Emperor asked, looking somewhat reluctant.

“About this World Boss raid. It seems too different from the initial draft we reported to the previous GM.”

“It’s fine, it’s fine. The master enjoys things that go beyond expectations.”

Having observed Albus’s tastes for a long time, the guide was certain.

What he desired wasn’t a world that ran predictably, but one where unexpected things happened constantly—a world full of surprises.

Therefore, the guide had made numerous modifications to the original plan for the World Boss raid event that had been reported to Albus.

“I hope the master likes it.”

Thinking about how Albus would react when he encountered the event made her heart begin to race with excitement.

***

Title: Summary One Week Before the World Boss Raid
Content: One month ago, there was a notice from the moderator announcing that the World Boss Raid event would take place next week, and everyone seems to be aware of it, so here’s a summary.

***

The most important rewards mentioned in the notice include hidden classes and hidden items.

It seems these rewards are as amazing as those from past tournaments.

Perhaps the GM in charge of this event also wants us to grow quickly and wake the GM sitting at the top.

Next, the event location—the place where the World Boss will appear—is called [Dimensional Battlefield]. 

This area will be opened two days before the event.

The intent seems to be to give players time to prepare for battle.

Lastly, regarding the identity of the World Boss, nothing has been revealed yet.

Whether it’s a monster, a human, or a creature from another dimension, no one knows.

However, one thing is clear from the notice that says, “To defeat the boss, players from all over the world must unite.”

This suggests that the World Boss will be stronger than any enemy monster we’ve faced before.

So, it looks like players will have to cooperate to defeat the boss… but judging from how things are going, it seems like it’s going to be tough.

***

Title: The World Boss Will Appear in One Day!
Content: Because starting from now, for every 24 hours of waiting…

I’ll smash my head so hard it’ll scramble my brains into a complete mess!

If I don’t remember that I’ve been waiting, does that mean I haven’t waited at all?

If I erase my memory before the day ends, then doesn’t that mean the World Boss appears in just one day??

I’m so excited thinking about the World Boss appearing after just one night!!

***

But just now, the negotiation broke down.

The reason likely being the distribution of rewards after the battle.

Comments:


	I knew this would happen.

	From their perspective, they’re investing a lot of money to participate in the raid, so of course they’re sensitive about the rewards.

	But even so, only recognizing the contributions of the top users is a bit too much.
└That’s basically ignoring all the users who are climbing the reboot tower.



***

Rudera’s first-ever raid event.

With countless players eagerly anticipating it, the event date was approaching.

48 hours before the appearance of the World Boss…

‘The conflicts are more intense than I thought.’

Albus scanned through the community, checking how the continent was reacting to the upcoming event.

As expected, negotiations regarding contributions and rewards had failed due to greed.

***

Although it was just in-game conflict, Albus couldn’t help but worry whether it would lead to unfortunate consequences in real life.

He was concerned that the in-game conflict might spill over into reality.

‘I should inform the guide for now.’

Another area that caught his attention was the discrimination between servers.

‘The players from the established servers refuse to acknowledge the new server players.’

Negotiations between the guilds from the established servers had been somewhat successful, but most of them refused to recognize the players from the new servers, causing the negotiations to break down.

‘The established servers base their avatars on real-world strength, but the new servers start from the very bottom.’

To the players from the established servers, those from the new servers likely appeared to be lowly commoners, lacking any real power in the real world.

In fact, many commoners who never even dreamed of climbing the tower in Rudera’s normal servers began challenging the tower after the emergence of the new servers.

‘It’s absurd when you think about the fact that the leaders of this new server, Duana and Alias, are actually gods in the real world.’

Bzzz

“It’s open.”

At that moment, a small warp gate opened in front of Albus and his party. 

The entrance for guilds and parties that had signed up for the World Boss Raid had begun.

“Let’s go in.”

Following Albus’s command, the party entered through the gate. 

What they saw inside was an overwhelming sight, almost too shocking to believe, even with their own eyes.

“It’s… huge.”

The space was so massive that no human eyes could fully capture it. 

It was an open area so vast that even combining the continent’s three largest plains wouldn’t compare.

Despite its sheer size, it was an empty, blue space. 

Just like Albus’s party, countless other players were entering the area.

Thud, thud

Once the players had transported enough supplies inside, they began pitching tents and setting up camp.

“Ugh… looking at those, our tent looks so pathetic.”

The large tents of the upper guilds resembled military encampments. 

Wald muttered in a defeated tone.


“Tent grandeur doesn’t equate to power. In fact, strong people avoid standing out on the battlefield, swordmaster.”

“…Oh, as expected of Lady Alias! I learn so much from you!”

Given that she had led countless wars to victory and risen to godhood, Albus couldn’t help but wonder how ridiculous these players must look to her.

With a smirk, he and his group began setting up their own tent.

‘In the real world, camping isn’t just uncomfortable; it’s dangerous due to ambushes, bugs, and infections.’

It was far better to camp in the game than to face such dangers in reality. 

Here, they didn’t need to eat or relieve themselves, making it far more convenient.

***

As time passed and most of the players in the [Dimensional Battlefield] completed their camps, they began preparing meals with what they had brought.

“It’s hard to tell if it’s day or night here, isn’t it? Has the sun even risen?”

“Exactly. I don’t even know if I should be calling this dinner.”

Albus’s group also began preparing their meal. 

The special environment, devoid of a sun or moon, only bathed the area in a consistent amount of light, giving the players an eerie feeling of disorientation.

“Well, let’s start eating.”

Just as Albus checked that the stew was done and started distributing it to everyone, a mocking voice called out from the side.

“I can smell the filthy stench of lowly commoners from the new server!”


Turning to the source of the voice, they saw a handsome man with tanned skin and blonde hair, flanked by several subordinates, smirking with pride.

“Is that what you call a camp? You low-born scum can’t do anything right! Behold the camp blessed by Lady Alia herself!”

The man pointed to a distant camp that looked like something straight out of a Holy Kingdom.

‘Alia’s blessing? So, he’s from the Holy Kingdom, huh?’

I naturally turned to Alias. She shook her head vigorously, her face expressing surprise, as if pleading with me, ‘Don’t you dare think I’d ever bless someone like that.’
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“What the hell is this guy?!”

The goddess Alia was utterly bewildered.

A mortal, one she had never seen before, was mentioning her name while picking a fight with Albus.

‘I’ve worked so hard to give Albus a good impression of the Holy Kingdom!’

She had even been preparing to invite Albus to the Holy Kingdom, her stronghold, to give him a grand welcome, once she had deepened their friendship a bit more.

Considering that Albus hadn’t even visited Deus’s stronghold, she thought that inviting him to the Holy Kingdom just once would be enough to win him over.

The problem was, how could she invite him to the Holy Kingdom during his precious vacation?

To achieve that, she had been quietly building up her relationship with him!

But before she could even put her plan into action, some weird guy started spouting nonsense, using her name to cause trouble!

“Is he a servant you’ve personally blessed?”

Albus sent her a message, wondering if the golden-skinned man in front of him was perhaps one of Alia’s apostles.

“No! I’ve never seen him before in my life!”

Alia couldn’t believe what was happening. 

There was no way a god would randomly bless followers without reason.

If anything, the only entity directly involved in the birth of believers was the World Tree, and gods like that were incredibly rare.

“He’s just talking nonsense! That guy has nothing to do with us!”

She was anxious, worrying that Albus might develop a bad impression of her or the Holy Kingdom because of this pest.

‘I really don’t like this.’

Meanwhile, the man who had picked a fight with Albus, Alia-class, frowned when Albus showed no reaction, seemingly distracted by something else.

To him, these worthless commoners, who couldn’t even achieve proper mastery in real life, were parasites leeching off the newborn server, acting as if they were something special.

He despised the players from the new server.

No matter how privileged he was as a child of a prestigious family, no matter how talented, it had taken him decades of training to gain his current power.

Though he had enhanced his skills with the blessings of Rudera, it had come with immense effort and sacrifice.

In contrast, the “vermin” from the new server hadn’t even trained properly, yet they hunted mindlessly and leveled up five times faster.

The state he had achieved by swinging his sword thousands of times was something they gained in an instant.

That’s why he had picked a fight with this guy, who clearly looked like one of the new server parasites.

He had, unfortunately, chosen the wrong target.

“If you were looking for a fight, you’ve picked the wrong one.”

Alia stood in front of Albus, blocking the man’s path.

“Bullying the weak before an important battle? Is that what our god taught us?”

“Our…?”

The tanned man looked up at the tall woman standing before him.

“…A kingdom follower, huh.”

She was clearly from the Holy Kingdom, nothing but vermin to him.

“Indeed. If your family has been blessed by Alia, then you should know the laws that warriors must uphold before a battle.”

‘Laws? Does that mean she’s not a commoner?’

Commoners didn’t know the laws well.

Only nobles adhered to them strictly.

The tanned man briefly considered the possibility that the woman before him had noble blood.

…No, that couldn’t be.

If she were truly of noble birth, she would have chosen the established servers, not a new one.

She was just a vermin trying to act important. 

Though, admittedly, she was easy on the eyes.

“How dare a lowly creature speak of laws!”

And so, the tanned man made the worst decision possible.

‘This is unbelievable.’

The laws of the Holy Kingdom were just a collection of Alia’s words from the battles of old, compiled into a sacred text.

Even she didn’t care for the ceremonial nature of those laws.

But at the very least, warriors blessed by her should follow her instructions in preparing for battle.

Especially someone who claimed to have received her blessing.

‘This guy is really bringing out my old self. Should I just strike him with divine punishment?’

Had Albus not been standing behind her, she might have struck him with lightning, even if it meant using her divinity.

‘He’s screwed. He’s acting up in front of his god.’

Albus, for his part, was silently amused, sensing some entertainment from the situation.

At that moment—

Boom!

A dark figure landed between them.

‘…A robe?’

A mysterious player, wrapped entirely in a robe, had appeared.

The intruder slowly stood up, glanced at Albus and his group, then turned his attention to the tanned man.

“I believe I commanded that no trouble be caused before the battle… Have I been taken lightly?”

“N-No, that’s not it at all…!”

The tanned man, who had been so brazen before, now trembled with fear at the robed figure’s flat, emotionless voice.

‘This man, who spoke so confidently before a god, is now terrified? Who is this person?’

Of course, the tanned man had no idea that Alia was his god, but the sudden change in his demeanor was still shocking.

‘I’ve been insulted by this lowborn!’

He wanted to shout those words, but he couldn’t.

He didn’t have the courage to talk back to a disciple of the Sword Emperor, who had intimidated countless strongmen with nothing but his presence.

“What do you mean, she’s taking command now?”

The unknown figure had crushed the objections of all the powerful warriors the moment the Sword Emperor introduced his disciple and declared that she would hold authority.

Even without revealing herself, the players gathered under the Sword Emperor’s banner immediately obeyed her strength.

“T-That’s…!”

“That’s what?”

“S-Sorry!”

The tanned man, along with his subordinates, immediately fled in terror.

His mind was too clouded with fear to think rationally anymore.

“Running away without even giving a proper answer… Discipline is crumbling. I’ll have to restore order.”

The robed intruder muttered as she watched the tanned man disappear from view.

Then, she slowly turned around to face Albus and his party.


“I apologize. My subordinate acted disgracefully.”

‘Is she the leader of a guild or an alliance?’

“Save your apologies for our party leader. It’s him that worm insulted.”

Alia stepped aside, revealing Albus.

“I saw that you, too, were insulted. My apologies.”

!!

The robed intruder, who had just apologized to Alia, turned her gaze to Albus.

And in that moment, both Albus and the intruder’s eyes widened.

‘Wait… wasn’t she supposed to be wandering and growing her strength? What is she doing here?’

For Albus, the name tag that automatically popped up in his status window made him realize that the woman in front of him was none other than Rebecca, his former apostle and princess.

As for Rebecca, she felt an inexplicable sense of familiarity and tenderness, even though it was her first time meeting him.

“Damn it!”

Meanwhile, the tanned man, Alia-class, slammed his fist against a pillar in his tent.

“That damn woman…!”

He had tried to put the lowly reboot scum in their place, but another reboot trash had blocked him.

And when he tried to discipline that trash, the commander of the alliance had intervened.

“Another woman, after the first…!”

His hands trembled with rage.

Humiliation. 

Anger. 

Frustration.

He couldn’t sleep like this. Even if he did, he couldn’t live the rest of his life carrying the memory of this disgrace.

He needed revenge.

An honorable revenge to restore his name.

But how?

In reality, he might have a chance, but he couldn’t touch players protected by the system in Rudera. 

The world’s god, the GM, wouldn’t tolerate crime.

Even just laying a finger on someone would raise his chaotic status and turn him into an orange player.

“…Wait a second.”

Suddenly, a thought flashed in his mind.

This world was created by the GM’s servant for the World Boss Raid Event, wasn’t it?

But the GM didn’t oversee this world directly, right?

Maybe…

The tanned man tested his theory by stealing something from one of his subordinates.

“Of course!”

Just as he had suspected, this world didn’t have a chaotic status system.

A world without crime.

He could get his revenge!

Things were going so well, it almost felt like his goddess Alia was watching over him.

And so, he began to devise a plan for something he should never do.

Had he known what the future held because of this choice, he would have stopped, no matter the cost. 

But he didn’t.

***

In a secluded area beyond the encampment.

“So, you wanted to talk alone. What’s this about?”

Albus’s voice rang out as the robed figure, who had been leaning against the wall, straightened up.

Curiosity had gotten the better of him after Rebecca’s request for a private conversation.

“Thank… you. For accepting my request.”

“Well, after you helped us out earlier and dealt with that mess, I owed you one.”


Although Albus was genuinely curious about why Rebecca was here, he couldn’t exactly come out and say that.

“The reason I called you here… is because I need to confirm something.”

Rebecca hesitated for a long moment before finally speaking.

“You… Are you by any chance a servant of the GM?”

“…Excuse me?”
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“The reason I called you here is… to confirm something.”

Something she wants to confirm with me, huh…

Could it be that the former princess Rebecca, who seems to hold quite a high position within the opposing guild alliance while concealing her identity, has something she needs to check with me?

No matter how keen she is, there’s no way she would think the boy standing before her is actually GM.

Albus thought as he tensed up.

“Are you, by any chance, a messenger of GM?”

“…What?”

But the question that popped out of Rebecca’s mouth was beyond his imagination.

“This familiar yet mysterious aura I feel from you… It’s the same feeling I get when I’m near GM.”

She feels my divine energy from this playful avatar of mine, which doesn’t possess a single grain of divinity?

That unexplained kindness she’s been showing, which seemed contrary to her stoic demeanor—was that the reason?

Albus hid his surprise and feigned ignorance.

Hearing Albus’s response, Rebecca quietly nodded.

“I apologize. My sudden question must have confused you.”

“It’s fine. You helped us when we were in trouble, didn’t you? A question like that is no issue at all.”

“Good. We’ll be fighting the World Boss together soon, as comrades. I look forward to working with you.”

Rebecca extended her hand, and Albus took it, shaking it firmly.

“By the way, there’s a joint meeting for the World Boss raid coming up shortly. Would you care to join?”

“A meeting?”

Following Rebecca, Albus moved into a large tent.

“Yes.”

As Rebecca led Albus up to the seat of honor inside the tent, countless players showed her the highest form of respect.

‘It seems Rebecca hasn’t revealed her true identity, but even without showing her face, she’s made them all submit to her power alone.’

Albus was reminded of how powerful the apostle he once served was.

“He is my guest.”

At Rebecca’s words, guild members brought over a soft chair and refreshments for Albus.

“Thank you.”

Surprised by the unexpected treatment, Albus expressed his gratitude to Rebecca.

“There’s no need for thanks. It’s only natural as your host.”

But why?

Rebecca felt an inexplicable urge to keep caring for the man in front of her.

‘He said he has no connection to GM…And if GM had an apostle, there’s no way I wouldn’t know…’

“Try this as well.”

“T-Thank you.”

Rebecca, like a grandmother on a holiday, kept urging him to eat.

The items she handed him were all rare goods with the effect of powerful elixirs.

‘What’s with her?’

Although she was offering them like they were simple refreshments, Albus, who could see through all items in Rudera, couldn’t help but feel flustered by her actions.

“Guildmaster, the meeting announcement has arrived.”

“It’s finally time.”

Just as Albus felt he couldn’t eat anymore, a player approached with the news.

“Let’s head there now.”

‘I’ve been wanting to see this.’

With an excited heart, Albus followed Rebecca.

“Halt. Identification, please.”

“I am the Guildmaster of the Don Quixote Alliance.”

The guards were exceptionally strict.

It seemed that the high security was due to the sheer number of players gathered for this top-tier event, the World Boss raid.

“Don Quixote Alliance… Ah, confirmed. Thank you for your cooperation.”

After a polite bow from the guards, Albus and Rebecca stepped into the meeting room.

It seemed the guards viewed Albus as one of Rebecca’s attendants.

Bringing along someone she just met, in place of her subordinates, wasn’t exactly normal behavior.

“I told you, we need to discuss this and come to a decision! How can you just make the call without any debate, you stubborn fool?!”

As they entered the large meeting room, passing through the long corridor, Albus witnessed a heated scene filled with players.

‘The Empire, the Republic… the Holy Kingdom, the Sacred Nation, Elves, Dwarves, and even Beastfolk nations…’

Not only were the top guilds of Rudera present, but also countless elite players known across the continent were gathered here.

“This makes no sense!”

A woman, presumably a player from the Republic, was fuming with anger.

‘Her name… It was Lena, wasn’t it?’

Albus was familiar with her.

She was the player who had accompanied his loyal follower, Leighton, to a past duel tournament. 

Moreover, she was one of the Republic’s strongest enforcers.

“I’ve already told you! This World Boss raid is the first ever collaborative content for all players in Rudera’s history! If the announcement emphasized cooperation, that means we’ll be facing an opponent that can’t be defeated without it!”

‘Huh. That’s a pretty solid theory.’

Her words weren’t entirely wrong.

The World Boss, which appeared across all servers, had such a massive health pool that it couldn’t be compared to any other monsters.

However, its attack patterns and difficulty weren’t all that high.

‘The best part of enjoying a game is achieving victory after a fierce battle,’ Albus thought.

Winning too easily or losing too quickly could ruin a player’s motivation, according to Albus’s philosophy.

He hoped that after this event, the Boss Raid mechanic would become popular among the players, and they’d be able to snatch a close victory.

‘The boss’s specs were exactly as the guide predicted.’

If the specs reported by the guide when he came to report the World Boss creation were accurate, there wouldn’t be any issues even if the players attacked in a disorderly manner without perfect cooperation.

He never expected the guilds to cooperate easily in the first place.

‘In my previous life’s games, alliances between guilds were like castles made of sand.’

Even in his past life, the in-game politics where grown men fought like childish brats was something to behold.

If that was the case back then, there was no way real cooperation would happen here in Rudera, where real-life stakes were involved.

Even if the meeting didn’t wrap up smoothly, it wouldn’t interfere with the Boss Raid, so Albus watched the players’ disputes with ease.

‘At least they’re all being polite.’

Perhaps because rude behavior in-game could result in serious consequences in real life, even the most ambitious players blinded by greed conducted the meeting with a certain level of etiquette.


As the meeting dragged on, and Albus began to feel bored, a commotion stirred near the entrance of the hall.

What’s going on?

Albus craned his neck to see what was happening.

‘That’s… Dua?’

A group of players surrounded Dua, who stood at the front.

Albus immediately recognized them as players from the new server.

‘Come to think of it, Dua did say she would participate.’

It looked like she had shown up with her guild members, as well as top-tier players aiming for the uppermost levels of the raid.

Not only her guild, but it seemed that other guilds from the new server were also relying on her.

However, the atmosphere among the existing server’s players wasn’t very welcoming.

The glares alone from some players directed at the newcomers revealed the hostility towards the new server users.

They were probably resentful, just like that man who had picked a fight with our party, linking their real-life status or power to their in-game grudges.

Albus didn’t have much of an opinion about the conflicts between players.

Of course, if he sensed that these conflicts would escalate into war or massacres in the real world, he would intervene immediately. But for now, a certain level of conflict was fine.

‘But I don’t like that they’re looking at Dua’s guild like that.’

Dua and her group reached the center of the meeting room.

The person who had been leading the heated argument earlier, Count Schmidt, the guild master of the Empire’s royal guild, greeted them.

“Well, well, who do we have here? Aren’t these the newbies from the new server?”

From his tone, it was clear that the noble was looking to pick a fight. 

He extended his hand.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Dua.”

Dua stood tall, stretching her petite body as she accepted the handshake.

That bastard. 

He’s planning to humiliate our Dua, I can tell just by looking at him.

There’s no way I can let him hurt her.

Should I discreetly intervene?

Just as Albus cautiously opened his command window…

“…Cute.”

Albus thought he heard wrong and turned to look at Schmidt. 

The noble had a shocked expression as he covered his mouth.

Well, Dua is pretty cute, after all.

Albus quietly closed his command window.


Thankfully, it seemed the expected confrontation wouldn’t happen.

– By the way, the current commander of the player alliance is Dua.

– Why?

– Because she’s cute.

It felt like an entirely different scenario was unfolding instead.



 
  
    Chapter 108: World Boss Raid (5)


Count Schmidt, who had been presiding over the meeting regarding cooperation between players in the [Dimensional Battlefield] under the emperor’s direct orders, frowned.

Players from the new server, led by a small girl, were entering the room.

According to prior investigations, they had rallied around a guild called ‘Nokjukdan,’ with the girl as their central figure.

‘How could such weak, cowardly vermin, hiding behind a little brat, gain any power?’

It displeased him greatly.

Since childhood, he had tirelessly swung his sword, reaching the level of a knight through relentless effort, while these wretches merely played the game, Rudera, to achieve similar results with no effort.

It was something that should never happen.

The world was going in the wrong direction.

This was all because the GM of Rudera had fallen asleep, leaving his deputy to run things in his place.

He needed to ascend the tower quickly, wake the GM, and set the world back on the right track.

The atmosphere among the players surrounding the newcomers from the new server grew increasingly hostile.

It was because each of them harbored anger toward those newcomers.

As the one who had promised to act on their behalf, I rose from my seat to face them.

“Well, well, who do we have here? Isn’t this the new server’s rookies?”

I extended my hand to the girl who stood before them, my voice filled with mockery.

Her shoulders were squared, and her short legs tried to hold a posture of dignity.

She wasn’t a child who should be standing on such a dangerous battlefield.

How could these supposed men hide behind such a small, cute child, using her as a shield?

And yet, they called themselves men?

Vermin who didn’t even deserve to be here.

I intended to insult them and chase them out, representing all the players gathered in this place.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Dua,” the girl said.

But…

The moment she took my hand, all those thoughts vanished from my mind, as if they had never existed.

Could such a small, round, and adorable creature exist?

Who could possibly harm this child?

No matter how corrupt, no matter how evil a demon or mad a monster might be, if they saw this girl, they would surely surrender.

This girl was… more than anything in this world…

“…Cute.”

Oops!

I quickly covered my mouth with my hand, startled.

What had I just said?

It felt like I had been hit by some sort of mind magic.

I glanced around quickly.

The players were all murmuring in surprise, as if they had heard what I had muttered.

“Well, nice to meet you… I am Count Schmidt…”

Awkwardly, I greeted her with a handshake.

I had fully intended to humiliate her to her face, but if I were to throw her hand aside now and shout, ‘How dare a lowly child from the new server sit at this table?!’ it might reverse the situation, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

‘S-she’s… cute.’

This bright-eyed, fluffy child was completely different from my troublesome daughter who caused me grief every day.

The idea of humiliating such a child…

I would rather defy the emperor’s orders than do such a thing.

‘What’s going on? Why isn’t the guild leader saying anything?’

‘This isn’t how it was supposed to go.’

As I silently accepted the players from the new server, murmurs spread among the others.

I was making the worst decision.

But there was no other choice.

I would make the same choice again, even if I went back.

Dua is always cute.

There’s no way anyone could be cuter than my Dua.

I thought I might have been a bit biased because I’m her father, but…

“A small child like this joining the battlefield? She’ll only be a burden!”

“What nonsense! These players chose her as their guild leader! On the battlefield, skill matters more than age! Are you trying to diminish the sanctity of this battlefield because of her age?”

‘Was Dua always this cute?’

Before I knew it, Count Schmidt, once the emperor’s most trusted confidant and the empire’s top-ranked player, had become Dua’s devoted knight.

“But, Count! That so-called skill is only recognized by those vermin from the new server. How can we trust that?!”

“Silence! Can you not see the sacred aura radiating from her skill pouch?!”

“Hrm…”

Dua took a big bite of the refreshments prepared for the meeting.

Count Schmidt, passionately defending her, pointed to her puffy cheeks.

‘She just has food in her cheeks…’

“How can such a being exist… No, this too must be the GM’s blessing.”

Even Rebecca, who usually showed no emotion, seemed unable to contain her feelings upon seeing Dua.

Throughout the meeting, Count Schmidt, as if under a hypnotic spell, continuously defended Dua.

No one dared to oppose her, not even someone of Count Schmidt’s stature.

“C-cute.”

“Look at those squishy cheeks! I just want to touch them.”

As the meeting progressed, more players fell under Dua’s spell of cuteness.

“Yummy…”

Even though Dua was just sitting there, enjoying snacks, the players were enthralled.

Was this why Dua was able to establish and lead a guild?

Indeed, my Dua was divine.

She was so small and precious, but she filled me with pride.

I even began to wonder if she was using some kind of psychic ability on me.

“Dua… Huf, huff…”

Some of the players looked a bit dangerous, but still.

‘I should have a guide keep an eye on those guys.’

“And that is my proposal.”

As more players fell for Dua’s charm, Count Schmidt stepped into the center of the meeting room.


“Why not have all the players from the new server join the alliance?”

Bang!

“Are you out of your mind?!”

“You’ve been bewitched by that witch!”

Several players, unable to contain their anger, shot to their feet the moment he made his proposal.

“…Witch?”

Count Schmidt’s eyebrow twitched.

“To accept those lowly vermin! You’ve surely gone mad!”

“Who would ever allow this?!”

Although many players had been swayed by Dua’s charm, others still harbored resentment, feeling discriminated against by the new server’s advantages.

‘I’ll have to remember that one. How dare he call Dua a witch.’

“Are you calling this girl a witch?”

I added that player to my mental hit list and looked up to see Count Schmidt’s body radiating with burning aura.

“What’s wrong with you, Count Schmidt! Get a grip!”

Just as some players were about to clash with Count Schmidt—

“Hweh?”

Dua, who had been dozing off while snacking, suddenly opened her eyes wide at the loud noise.

“…Hmph. This won’t do. That’s enough.”

A player, who looked like an elf, stood up from his seat.

“How can anyone call such an adorable child a witch? I’ve heard that humans cherish their young… Was I mistaken?”

I scanned his status window and saw that he held quite a high position, even among the elves.

“I, Dalk, a High Elf, swear upon my name that I sense no corruption from this child. In fact, what I feel is a purity so profound, it’s hard to believe she’s human.”

“T-The Elf Regulator himself vouches for her…!”

“That much?! Just who is this child…?”

The Elf Regulator? 

He was one of the two commanders elected by the Elf Council, effectively holding the reins of military power.

One of those two had stepped forward to defend Dua.

“Hmph, so that slippery elf is personally intervening… Very well, the dwarves also give their support.”

“What?!”

The leader of the dwarves, who had been silently observing the meeting, also sided with Dua.

“He may be insufferable, but his eyes are sharp. If that guy thinks she’ll be useful in the upcoming battle, we dwarves agree. Those pointy-eared fools rarely make mistakes in this regard.”

With the two largest guild leaders of the gathered races declaring their opinions, the atmosphere in the room shifted.

“Well, this is getting interesting. We’re on board too,” said another.

“Even the Republic’s Executor…!”

Executor Lena had also joined their ranks.

As more and more players declared their support for the new server players joining the alliance, those who had opposed began to pale.

“Then we shall put it to a vote. We had previously agreed that major decisions of the alliance would be decided by vote.”

Count Schmidt, checking the mood around him, smiled confidently, certain of his victory.

The result was overwhelming.

“It’s decided. The proposal to allow the new server players to join the alliance has passed.”

Bang, bang, bang!

Count Schmidt declared, officially ending the meeting.

All players from the new server, including Dua, were now permitted to join the alliance. 

However, there was no unified command for the entire alliance; instead, each group was free to act independently.

Even though Dua’s cuteness had made the meeting go smoothly, gathering such a diverse group of players under a single command was impossible.

It wasn’t even a proper raid yet, just the first World Boss raid, where they would all swarm the boss and hit it until it fell.

Sure, the sheer number of players would probably cause chaos, but that was expected.

“Congratulations, Guild Leader Dua.”

“Thank you!”

“I’m looking forward to seeing you on the battlefield.”

“Thank you!”

Players, already captivated by Dua, swarmed around her, shaking her hand and then leaving.

“I’ll never wash this hand again! So squishy!”

“Buhihit! Such a nice smell… Buh!”

Many of them acted as if they had fallen under some hypnotic spell, completely devoted to Dua.

Of course, my Dua’s charm was incredible, but these were the continent’s leaders… Was this okay for the future of the continent?

Even the players who had opposed Dua’s inclusion earlier were now blushing as they shook her hand.

This… This was getting intense.

At this rate, if we held another meeting and Dua simply asked to take command of the entire army, she’d probably get the majority vote.

“Guild Leader Dua.”

“…Oh? Ah! The one who helped earlier!”

The Elf Regulator, who had turned the tide of opinion in Dua’s favor, approached her.

“I have something to say to you, Guild Leader. May I borrow you for a moment?”

He smoothly invited Dua to the elf’s camp.

I didn’t like this.

A High Elf, whose beauty surpassed that of many human women, was inviting my Dua to his camp?

There was no doubt in my mind that he harbored impure intentions.

As I followed Rebecca out of the meeting hall, I summoned the GM’s observation tool, [Observer], to keep an eye on Dua.

The elf led Dua deep into a secluded tent.

Suspicious!

How dare he take my Dua!

I stood ready to descend upon that tent the moment he tried anything strange.

It was a tense moment.

I anxiously watched, wondering if something strange might happen to my precious daughter.


Thud.

‘…?’

The elf knelt before Dua.

“I greet the great savior.”

…What?
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One of the two highest-ranking High Elves leading the nation of elves, Grand General Dalk, was certain when he saw the small girl entering the council room.

‘She is the savior Mother World Tree spoke of!’

When the ‘Calamity’ had once engulfed the continent, one of the disasters had almost devoured the Mother World Tree.

The elves had employed every method at their disposal, but stopping the endless swarm of insects had been impossible.

The defenses they had painstakingly built were breached one by one, and despair spread among all until a miracle erased the swarm and salvation descended.

The world knew it as the power of GM, [Miracle].

All the elves, including Dalk, believed it was a miracle wrought by Rudera’s god, GM.

However, Dalk, who was connected to the Mother World Tree, suspected there was a misunderstanding.

The Mother World Tree adored the savior who had saved her.

This was a feeling Dalk could sense through the bond she shared with the Mother Tree.

Then came the prophecy from the Mother.

In that prophecy, the Mother World Tree foretold that the elves would soon meet the savior and should focus on climbing the tower.

That was why the Grand General and Consul had actively participated in the World Boss Raid.

Meeting countless humans, dwarves, and beastfolk during the raid and in the council meetings, Dalk had continued to wait.

‘Not this one… and definitely not that one…’

A being that was both adorable and divine.

Who could this mysterious savior be, the one who had saved the Mother World Tree and the entire elven race?

As he gazed at the players for a long time, expressionless, he suddenly felt a special power and simultaneously discovered someone whose cuteness transcended mortal bounds. 

It was impossible for him not to be certain she was the savior.

Such things could only happen because elves were not bound by appearances or age.

‘Cuteness and divinity! Two concepts that cannot coexist are overlapping at an absurd density! This must be it!’

It was a misunderstanding that arose because Dalk didn’t realize the Mother World Tree’s feelings were actually directed toward a boy.

“I greet the great savior.”

The elf’s actions, which seemed like they would turn strange at any moment, defied all expectations.

“Huh?”

Dua’s surprise was clearly written all over her face.

“Please forgive my rudeness. I have approached you too carelessly and caused you discomfort, Savior.”

…Is he misunderstanding something?

“I have heard everything from the Mother World Tree. You are the one who saved us… who saved our entire race.”

Dua had already figured out most of the situation from the behavior of the elf who was serving her so devoutly.

That elf thought Dua was the one who had stopped the elves’ [Calamity].

‘Right now, Dua doesn’t even have a trace of divinity in her body…’

At present, Dua had left all her divinity with her true self in order to fully enjoy Rudera.

Yet even in that state, the elf had recognized something special about her.

It seemed he possessed some kind of special ‘eye.’

Even though the achievements that were being attributed to someone else were originally hers, Dua didn’t mind at all.

If it was for Dua, she would actually welcome such misunderstandings.

Besides, it wasn’t entirely wrong since Dua had taught her how to use divinity in the first place.

“We elves will all follow the savior.”

The elf, kneeling, offered the highest form of courtesy.

The elves, under the governance of two Consuls and an Elven Queen, operated under a unique political system with a nearly horizontal, non-authoritarian character under the Mother World Tree.

Because of that, it was rare to see an elf, especially a High Elf, offer this level of reverence.

Dua, bewildered, couldn’t respond.

From Dua’s perspective, it was as if a tall, pretty elf with big ears offered her something delicious, so she followed him only to be taken to a dark room where he suddenly pledged undying loyalty.

…What is going on?

The girl known as Duamutep, or Dua, smiled at the elf Consul who had sworn complete loyalty.

It was the innocent smile of a child, though her true feelings were far from that.

‘Sorry, Dad. This is your achievement, but I’ll borrow it for a while.’

Dua, having read the players’ intentions with her divine power upon entering the council room, had realized something.

This elf had been searching for her father under the Mother World Tree’s prophecy.

Using her natural ability, [Cuteness], she had captivated the players throughout the meeting and had now succeeded in making the elf Consul believe she was the savior.

‘Now, I’ve got another follower!’

The journey to prepare a gift for her father just got a little easier.

Swish

In the darkness, Aliaacles, the tanned man, moved stealthily.

He blended into the shadows, inching closer to Albus’s tent.

Though he wasn’t an assassin, the skills he had obtained made him adept at slipping unnoticed past others’ senses.

‘There’s no way mere bugs would detect my camouflage.’

The monstrous commander had left to attend the meeting.

The insects he had checked earlier were all beneath his level, and there was no one left who could stop him.

‘Now, let’s see…’

He had already confirmed it earlier. In this [Dimensional Battlefield], committing crimes didn’t accumulate chaotic points.

He surrendered himself to his desires, knowing that no matter what he did, there would be no consequences.

Revenge for his humiliation!

Despite his noble blood, he had fled in disgrace before those wretched insects.

He had to erase that shame.

And as his means, he chose the worst possible option—rape.

‘That shield maiden… she was pretty…’

Though her words were venomous, her face was still worth looking at. 

He planned to overpower Alia.

Finally, he found her, fast asleep inside the tent.

‘Heh heh heh. This is what you brought upon yourself.’

With a vile grin, he bound Alia’s limbs with magical restraints and began to pull down his pants.

Crack!

“Kuhuk!”

A hand shot out from the darkness, grabbing him by the throat and lifting him off the ground.

‘What the—!’

The one holding his neck was Alia.

“Haa… A scum like this is one of my followers?”


At that moment, what he thought was Alia dissolved into smoke.

‘It was… a decoy?’

“What do you think Albus will say about me now, you piece of trash?”

If someone like you is from my kingdom, wouldn’t people think I’m an incompetent god too?

The tanned man felt a suffocating pressure he had never experienced before.

Drip

Without even realizing it, he wet himself in fear.

***

The next morning.

“I’m truly sorry.”

Rebecca repeatedly bowed her head in apology.

“I should’ve kept a closer eye on him… I didn’t think he’d pull something like this.”

Even I didn’t see this coming.

His eyes had seemed a bit insolent yesterday, but I didn’t expect he’d try to attack our camp.

Of course, with Alia here, I wasn’t too worried.

After all, as long as we were within Rudera, any problem could be dealt with quickly.

Shivering

Chattering

The tanned man, trembling next to Rebecca, was clattering his teeth, clearly traumatized by whatever had happened to him during the night.

His vacant, dilated pupils showed that he had become a shell of his former self, as if he had experienced a terror no human could endure.

-What in the world did you do to him to make him end up like this?

-Ahahaha… nothing much, just a little education…

Since she always acted like a friendly older sister around me, I never really thought about it, but this woman… she’s a goddess.

And not just any goddess—she’s the kind that has an entire nation built in her honor.

The man who foolishly challenged her… well, I guess he got what he deserved.

Or maybe not?

It’s hard to feel sorry for him when it’s his own fault.

Either way, with his mind broken, everything that man had worked so hard to achieve would now be in ruins.

I had heard that the Holy Kingdom wasn’t known for being merciful, much like its ruler.

“As an apology, I will assist you once. Whenever you need my help, call upon me. I’ll come to your aid immediately.”

Rebecca handed me a small token.

“I’ll treasure it.”

I accepted the token and tucked it into my chest.

I wondered if I would ever need to ask for Rebecca’s help, but… well, you never know.

***

Time passed.


Remaining time: 00:01

Rumble rumble rumble

“Ahh! An earthquake!” “It’s coming! The World Boss!”

LV 500 Archdemon Meiru.

The World Boss had appeared.
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The players held their breath, forming ranks as they waited for the right moment.

Kuwaaaang!

Level 500 Archdemon Meiru.

In front of them, something massive, too vast to fully comprehend with a single glance, appeared.

“The Archdemon is ascending to the rank of an Evil God. Defeat it before the ascension is complete.”

“The World Boss grows stronger with the burden of its role.”

A system message followed, and a mystical energy enveloped the demon.

Level 500—a height so lofty that it could be considered the entry level of godhood, but still insufficient to face the entirety of the player base.

Thus, the guide had prepared a special enhancement in advance, following my advice.

Two red eyes looked down at the ground from the lofty heights.

[Do you dare to interfere with my ascension? Yet, none shall defeat me!]

Uwoooooooo!

The Archdemon, now fully enhanced, let out a roar.

A monstrous terror, like the end of the world itself.

The fear the demon radiated was enough to make everyone freeze in place.

“Do not fear! As long as the GM watches over us, even an Archdemon is nothing more than mere experience points!”

“Charge! We can’t let those other guilds beat us to it!”

The players, who had been through countless games, reacted swiftly.

Bang! 

Bang!

The players unleashed their siege weapons, magic, sword auras, and other attacks in unison.

It was a sight as if the entire continent had become one.

Mortals were hunting an Evil God.

Uwooooorrr!

The ground trembled as the demon let out another roar, its health starting to decrease.

[By my command, my servants, obliterate those who oppose me!]

It was the start of the first pattern.

“The first is a summon, huh?”

Alia stepped forward and deployed a magic shield in front of our party.

Thud. Thud.

Countless black projectiles erupted from the demon.

Like a volcanic eruption, the black sludge hit the ground, summoning demonic creatures in its wake.

“Now I finally have something to do.”

“Come here, experience points, I’m coming for you!”

The melee players, who had been idle while the ranged players pounded the demon’s main body, rushed forward in excitement and began smashing the heads of the summoned monsters.

Though the creatures were formidable, considered top-tier, they were nothing more than a burning experience event to the seasoned players from Rudera.

“We can’t fall behind either.”

Shluk.

Shatter.

Perizet’s body rippled, and the monster that had been striking Alia’s shield crumbled into pieces.

“We’ll hold them off! You just keep firing at that demon!”

Under the protection of my party, I pulled back my bowstring.

This is it!

The battlefield was a chaotic tangle of countless players.

Within that chaos, adventurers aided each other, fighting on.

A journey I’d longed for, one that couldn’t be enjoyed under the omnipotent power of a god.

Vwoooom.

The arrow knocked on my bow began to glow with a blue light.

As a circular magical aura resembling a sword’s edge swirled around the arrow, I released the bowstring.

[Agneyastra.]

Fwung.

Shoooom.

Kwaaaaaaang!

The arrow struck the Archdemon’s head, detonating with the force of an enormous bomb.

Uwooooorrrr!

The impact sent the demon’s head reeling back.

The raid seemed to be progressing smoothly.

Though the raid itself was chaotic and uncoordinated, there was still a sense of fighting against a common enemy.

‘We can work on more strategic raid content later.’

For now, this was a significant first step for this world.

Even races that didn’t get along were united, fighting together to bring down a demon.

It was like watching a climactic battle scene from a movie unfold before my eyes.

‘The demon’s strength is focused on its tanking ability. It might take a while, but the players won’t face any serious hardships.’

Though the players would think they had triumphed over a perilous battlefield, their victory had already been predestined.

It had to end successfully since it was the first time the entire server fought together, paving the way for future content.

And of course, from the perspective of maintaining peace in the real world, it made sense.

“You demons! Take this sword I acquired four months ago during my mission!”

“The GM is with me!”

Despite the lack of unified leadership, the players maintained a semblance of order, dodging the demon’s attacks while steadily dealing damage.

‘Things are going smoothly. At this pace, we’ll defeat the demon without any issues.’

As the demon’s health dropped to about 80%, nearing the final phase, a system message appeared.

“The demon’s power grows stronger as it senses its life is in danger.”

“The demon temporarily exceeds the limitations of the system.”

[How dare you worms challenge Meiru!]

The demon’s body turned crimson, and an ominous energy gathered around it.

‘…Enhancement?’

This wasn’t part of the World Boss Raid draft the guide had shown me earlier.

Did they add something new?

The players, seeing the warning message, momentarily halted their attacks and switched to a defensive stance.


They assumed a powerful attack was coming.

“Everyone, behind me.”

Our party quickly gathered behind Alia.

And then, moments later—

Kwaaaaaaaang!

A powerful pressure enveloped the entire battlefield.

“Urgh!”

“My legs…my legs!”

It felt as though an immense gravity was pulling everyone down.

Most of the players were temporarily immobilized.

[The Dark Era shall devour you.]

A reddish aura flickered around the demon’s entire body.

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

Suddenly, like volcanoes erupting across the battlefield, magma began to burst from the ground.

It was a powerful pattern, one I had never seen in the previous drafts.

‘What the hell did the guide do?’

When the guide told me he hadn’t shown me the final version to keep the surprise, I had suspected he’d added something. 

But this… this was too much!

The Dark Era, with magma as fierce and terrifying as the moment Earth was born, surged forward, threatening to swallow the players.

“What is that?!”

“Ugh, lava!”

“God is angry! Quick, offer a sacrifice!”

The scene was apocalyptic, as if the world were ending.

Lava was pouring in from every direction—a sight none of us ever expected to see in our lifetimes.

Even the battle-hardened players, who had been through countless warzones in Rudera, were momentarily thrown into confusion by the heat and the horrifying spectacle.

“Everyone! Gather here!”

A young voice echoed across the battlefield.

‘…Dua?’

At the sound of her voice, the players, who had been panicking, suddenly rushed toward the source as if drawn by some invisible force.

“Ho… to think someone so young could…”

Alia, impressed, looked over at me.

“How did you train her to do this?”

I don’t know either.

I could only watch, slack-jawed, as Dua orchestrated the entire scene.

“You go here! You go there!”

Her commands seemed haphazard, but under Dua’s orders, her faction, the New Server Raiders, along with the Elves, moved with flawless coordination.

Thanks to them, the players who followed quickly fell into place, using their powers to match.

“Do it like this, like this, like this!”

“And you guys, like that!”

Her instructions seemed casual, but somehow, they resonated perfectly with the players.

Thanks to Dua, those with barrier and defense abilities formed a group shield, while the ice-based players stood behind, creating a wall of ice to stop the advancing magma.

“Kieeeek!”

Meanwhile, melee players cleared out any remaining monsters, protecting the barrier players just in time before the magma could overwhelm them.

Boom!

The force of destruction, which seemed capable of reverting the Earth to its primordial state, slammed into the barrier.

“We can’t let this fall!”
“Uraaaaagh!”

The players used every ounce of their strength to maintain the barrier.

“Dua will finish this!”

Dua’s small body shot upward.

What is she planning?

Energy gathered around her, converging into a sphere. 

As the energy reached its limit, it expanded outward in a powerful explosion.

“Urgh… this is…”

It was like the moment when reality was transformed into Rudera within a capsule—a special barrier engulfed all of us.

[Welcome to my Rudera Society.]

A divine declaration.

I began to understand what Dua had done.

“She’s created a personal domain with divine power. That’s amazing. Even I only managed to create something like this after years of divine accumulation in the Holy Kingdom… and she’s done it at such a young age.”

Alia’s eyes gleamed in admiration.

Even with the eyes of a high-ranking god, this was an impressive feat.


“Welcome! To Dua’s Rudera Society!”

Though her voice echoed cutely, despite her intent, it was clear she had pulled off something extraordinary.

…I should probably avoid joking around with her from now on.

***

The ascension of the Archdemon Meiru has failed.

-Archdemon Meiru has been sealed in the Glacial Abyss.

-The World Boss Raid has been cleared!
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The World Boss Raid has been cleared!

A monstrous being on the edge of godhood, who tried to summon a sea of primal magma to consume all players gathered on the battlefield, froze in place and slowly sank. 

It was a creature that seemed impossible to defeat, let alone stop its frantic final assault, yet under Dua’s command, the players moved in perfect unison, breaking through each pattern of attack.

…

–Whether that could even be called “command” is another story.

And, with the demon temporarily immobilized in its frenzied state, Dua declared her domain and struck down the boss. 

The demon’s remaining health drained entirely, causing it to enter an invincible state, sealed within the ice.

It seemed as though the Guide had orchestrated this for a “second round” teaser in a future event.

–This Guide, though…

What kind of surprise event is this? 

Reinforcing the boss’s patterns is one thing, but without Dua, this would’ve been a complete party wipe!

***

Once the battlefield had been roughly cleared after the boss was defeated, a message announcing the World Boss Raid’s successful completion appeared, and rewards were distributed according to each player’s contribution.

Everyone left with smiles, seemingly pleased with their rewards. 

Given that Dua essentially did everything, no one seemed to have any complaints.

After parting ways with my friends, I stayed behind with Alia, who explained the domain that Dua had manifested.

“So, it means that once a god reaches a certain level, they can project their own concept into reality, right?”

“Exactly. However, it takes a considerable amount of training even for gods. You must reflect the essence of your godhood or faith, creating a divine image that manifests your concept into the real world.”

Listening to her explanation, I realized that this act of domain declaration resembled the reality-capturing capsules in Rudera, the ones the Guide had provided us before. 

After all, Rudera was technically a projection of my own concept.

But why can’t I do something like that?

“It’s only natural. As I said, godhood must be fully mature to reach that level. It would take at least thousands of years of training or the growth of one’s image to make it possible. The fact that she achieved it as a young god is, if anything, remarkable.”

***

Even Alia, who rose to the position of the god of war through sheer talent, took over a thousand years to do so. 

So if I want to be able to use something like that, I have a long way to go.

But if she’s been around for less than a year and can already manage that level of power with her human avatar, does that make Dua a genius?

“Of course, it’s possible thanks to her absurd talent. But this likely wouldn’t be possible in the real world. We should consider it a partial manifestation enabled by being here in Rudera with you. Also, she may have absorbed some remnants of the past god Duamutep.”

Either way, there’s no denying that our Dua achieved a heroic feat without the help of any teacher or others. 

I’ll have to shower her with praise when I see her later.

***

In the empty [Dimensional Battlefield]

A small figure moved within the deserted field left for future events.

A place where, just moments ago, countless players had gathered in chaotic throngs. 

Now that the event had ended, not a single living soul remained.

Except for one.

The demon sealed within the ice.

“So this… is a great demon on the brink of godhood…”

A figure walked slowly towards the towering glacier. 

Upon reaching it, she removed the robe that covered her head, revealing her golden hair flowing alongside two sharp horns—the hallmark of a succubus—and small, cute black wings.

“The Great Demon Meiru.”

Lakrimosa, lost in thought, placed her hand upon the glacier’s surface.

“If I release this… surely…”

Standing there for a moment, she seemed to resolve herself. 

She channeled her magical power into her hand, recalling the family she loved more than anything else in this world.

***

After the World Boss Raid ended, the players’ community was abuzz with stories of the raid.

–What rewards did you all get?


	I got a ton of Labyrinth Coins.
They gave out so many.


	I also got Labyrinth Coins.
I barely froze a bit of lava with an ice spell, and I received rewards worth a full 30 days of streaming.



–At this rate, joining the raid is a must! Even players who just ran around without contributing much got a load of rewards.


	If the rewards are this good, it’s worth participating even if you’re powerless.



In the immediate aftermath of the raid, discussions were naturally filled with talk about the rewards.

Title: The original server players sure act high and mighty, yet they can’t seem to handle anything properly.

Content: They bragged about including us or not, but when it came to breaking through the Great Demon’s attack patterns, wasn’t it all thanks to our Dua? 

They didn’t know a thing.

Comments:

–Pathetic mortals wouldn’t have done a thing without our ice magic and wards.

└ So, did you even get any contribution points?

Comments:

– “Oh, grandpa, your comment reeks of dentures.”

– “So, which of you ranked high in contribution points? None of you, right?”

At some point, the conversation shifted to the rivalry between servers. 

This was due to the top-five contributors being publicly displayed.

World Boss Raid Top Contributors


	The highest contributors receive special rewards. 1st Place: Dua – Contribution Rate: 72.95%
2nd Place: Dalk – Contribution Rate: 5.17%
3rd Place: Eran – Contribution Rate: 2.43%
4th Place: Hita – Contribution Rate: 1.03%
5th Place: Robina – Contribution Rate: 1.01%



Among the top five, players ranked 1st, 3rd, and 5th were all from the newly established server, belonging to the guild “Nokjukdan.” 

The overwhelming contribution rate of the 1st place player made the gap even more noticeable.

Players from the established server, who had previously dismissed newcomers as weaker due to their humble origins, struggled to accept this shocking outcome. 

Although it was indeed possible only thanks to Dua, an outlier in strength, the reality was hard to swallow.

The established server players, unable to accept this, began muttering,
– “These devious scoundrels are now employing every trick and scheme in the book!”

And so, the tension between the servers continued to grow.

***

“World Boss, huh…”

After Laura-tang’s livestream ended, Dragon Lord Iosif set down his display, leaning back in his beloved chair to read the latest world news gathered by his guardians. 

It was the first-ever World Boss Raid Event in Rudera.

Given that this was also the first event since the GM’s dormancy, he should have participated as a protector of this world. 

However, he had prioritized watching Laura-tang’s live broadcast, which kept him from joining.

“Was something like that really happening…?”

According to his guardians, the players had, unexpectedly, united instead of fighting amongst themselves.

“Unexpected indeed.”

Considering the nature of the continent’s inhabitants, Iosif had expected infighting over rewards or contribution points, which would have disrupted the raid.

“Human… girl.”

While scanning the reports from his guardians, Iosif’s gaze paused on information about one particular girl, repeatedly mentioned. 

When the boss went berserk and threatened to wipe everyone out, she had rallied the players with nothing but her voice and delivered the final, decisive blow herself.

It seemed she was the key to this extraordinary outcome. 


Far from hindering them, she had played a critical role in unifying the players.

Regardless, he should look into this further.

***

Just as Dragon Lord was mulling over his next steps, a notification chimed.

“Eh?”

A message arrived from the Demon King, Diana.

[RuderaFang]

[Demon King] Diana has invited you!
Check it out now!

→ View Details

“…An invitation?”

***

Somewhere in Rudera,

In a small room designed for minigames, Demon King Diana was fully engrossed in something.

In front of her, various characters from Rudera’s races, cutely simplified in deformed form, were stacked in neat piles. 


She swapped the position of an Elf character with a Dwarf character in the center.

Pop!

Three Dwarf characters gathered and burst with an adorable sound, and the score on the scoreboard beside her rose. 

Satisfied, she returned her focus to the game.

“…Oddly fun.”



 
  
    Chapter 112: Invitation (2)


“……How long do I have to keep doing this, Master?”

Kneeling with her hands raised high, the guide asked.

“Until you reflect on your actions.”

“…………That’s unfair, Master. I did it for you.”

There was a playful tone in her voice, and I couldn’t help but chuckle in response.

Apparently, she wanted to see me surprised.

But who in their right mind would pull off something that could shock an entire continent just for that trivial reason?

…Well, she’s not exactly human, though.

“More importantly, have you finished the mini-game I asked you to make?”

!!!

“Oh, that? Yes. I’ve completed the basic system, and I’ve also incorporated the title system you requested…”

The guide maintained her punishment posture as she answered.

***

As I reviewed the new game system that the guide had created, I glanced at the screen beside me to check the community’s response.

The conflict between servers was intensifying faster than expected.

Thanks to Dua, it was somewhat contained in the raids, but the root problem hadn’t been solved.

It seemed I would have to intervene somehow.

The issue was that the conflicts stemmed from complex factors, including players’ real-world identities and interests, making it impossible to resolve solely with in-game elements.

“I hope this system can help quell the conflict to some extent.”

The new game system was originally designed to foster communication and camaraderie among players.

At the very least, it might delay further disputes.

***

A message instructed the GM to post an announcement in the community that a new game would be created and released through his powers.

Although the GM was asleep, his latent powers in his dreams continued to expand the world of Rudera.

What a formidable god he was.

The Demon Lord, after posting the announcement in the community, decided to try out the newly added game.

The moment she pressed the “Start Game” button, her vision went dark, and she was transported to an entirely different space.

“…I can’t move.”

She attempted to move her legs to assess her situation, but they felt as if they were stuck in place, anchored to the ground.

Calmly, she examined her surroundings.

In front of her were images arranged in a 7-by-7 square, each adorably depicting elves, humans, dwarves, beastkin, and demons—the five races.

Above them, a time gauge was gradually depleting.

‘Did the announcement say the game would take about 60 seconds?’

That must be the remaining time.

The Demon Lord extended her hand and selected an elf image.

Then, she swiped her hand to the side.

Bang!

The elf image swapped places with a demon image next to it, then exploded. The score on the nearby scoreboard increased simultaneously.

“I think I’ve figured out how this works.”

02

01

00

Time’s up!

As the time gauge ran out, she returned to her original location.

***

Ding.


	You’ve obtained the ‘Pop Master Novice’ title.



“A title…”

The system window notified her that she’d acquired a title.

Come to think of it, she remembered something about titles mentioned in the announcement. Hm…

She tapped on the title, and a prompt asked if she wanted to equip it.

Upon further inspection, it seemed that displaying a title would make it visible in the messaging feature or status screen within Rudera, allowing other players to see it.

Though it didn’t offer tangible rewards like stats or skills, it seemed to fulfill the players’ desire for honor.

The Demon Lord opened the system window to check the list of available titles.

Martial God, Hero, Sword Emperor, Emperor, Tyrant…

They didn’t provide any effects, but they were impressive titles sure to captivate the players’ hearts.

As she continued to scroll, a particular title caught her eye.

[Demon Lord]

A title symbolizing the king of demons.

It was fitting for her.

But there was another reason it had seized her attention.

“…”

The title, in bold and italicized font, gleamed in a dazzling array of colors.

A glowing title!

How could anyone resist that?

The Demon Lord quickly checked the acquisition conditions for the title.

[Record 1,000,000 points 666 times for the first time on the server]

What score did I just achieve?

Is it even possible to reach 1,000,000 points within 60 seconds?

But she had to try.

After all, it was a title that glowed in multiple colors.

Time’s up!

As the game ended, the Demon Lord was ejected back outside.

Through several attempts, she realized that she could inflate her score using the combo system.

“Looks like I can do it with practice.”

With her transcendent senses and intelligence, it seemed feasible.

Moreover, it was an achievement that had to be completed as the first on the server.

There was no time to waste.

The Demon Lord pressed the button to re-enter the game, but—


	Insufficient stamina.



“……Stamina?”

Only then did the Demon Lord realize that playing the game required a special currency.

It was a red, heart-shaped item.


In the system window, it was labeled as ‘Stamina,’ with five provided as the default, and one recharging every three hours.

“Is it… meant to be done slowly?”

Although she didn’t fully understand the purpose of this time restriction, she figured there must be a reason.

So, retrying immediately wasn’t possible?

The Demon Lord frowned.

Waiting several hours to play another round?

How long would it take to earn the title at this rate?

She tapped on the heart-shaped icon, wondering if there was any way to acquire more stamina.

Ding.


	Would you like to send an invitation message to acquire stamina?



“…Invitation?”

The messaging window in Rudera was suddenly filled with invitation messages.

Although this content offered no tangible rewards—only titles—the popularity was immense.

First, it was enjoyable content that didn’t require combat, appealing to countless players across new servers.

Second, the reward of honor proved immensely valuable to the players.

Considering the noble families who venture into battlefields and duel to the death for mere prestige, the effect of a shining title displayed alongside their names in Rudera was tremendous.

This was true even for beastkin.

Most of these titles were limited, available only to those who achieved them first, which heightened the response.

‘Plus, there’s no cash-shop option in Rudera Pang.’

With no pay-to-win elements, the only ways to obtain stamina were waiting or sending invitation messages.

Players who rarely sent messages found themselves spamming invitations for stamina, drawing even more players due to the flood of messages.

As a result, the continent was gradually overtaken by Rudera Pang.

The community, once filled with arguments over server differences, now brimmed with stories of Rudera Pang.

‘At least I’ve doused the urgent fire.’

While it didn’t solve the underlying conflict, it bought some time.

‘And the messaging feature has become unbelievably active.’

Unlike reality, Rudera’s messaging function wasn’t widely used.

Some focused on its ability to communicate regardless of location, but most people in reality didn’t engage with such technology.

‘Although, considering that, the community was actually very active.’

Driven by the scramble for stamina, players started sending invitations all over, and in the process, they grew accustomed to the messaging feature.

Ding.

“…Hm? A message?”

At the sound of the notification, I opened the message window.


The content and sender were entirely unexpected.

[Rudera Pang]

[Vernier has invited you! Check it out now! —The Martial King]

-> View Details

“……Ah, Father?”



 
  
    Chapter 113: Invitation (3)


Creeeak.

The man, known as the father of Albus and someone who defied even the scorn of gods to reclaim his full head of hair—a feat overcoming humanity’s worst and most fearsome ailment—Duke Vernier settled back in his office chair, reclining against its backrest.

Once, he had thought of him as a son.

That person had become the most revered god across the continent before he even realized it. 

At first, he’d merely thought of his talented son as someone who had created something extraordinary. 

Like the many grand mages of history who accomplished remarkable feats, he believed his admirable son had done the same.

But as time went on, he realized that his son’s accomplishments were far too grand to simply call them the works of a “human” grand mage.

The magic he had thought to be mere fantasy was actually enhancing its user. 

The experiences and adventures in those fantasies started to impact reality. 

It wasn’t just an illusion.

And that wasn’t all.

He had even developed a miraculous potion that could cure the most dreadful disease, one from which even the Emperor of the Empire could not escape. 

It was a cure compared to the legendary elixir, rumored only in myths, and he had distributed it widely.

The Holy Kingdom, the Empire, and the Republic—all nations fixated their eyes on the mystique that Rudera brought to the world. 

Even non-human races were no exception.

Could an ordinary human achieve all of this? 

And that, too, a mere twenty-year-old son of mine?

Back then, he had been so awestruck that he begged his son to send him that miraculous potion.

But once he had overcome the disease, he began to grasp the magnitude of what his son had done.

This was a feat only a god could accomplish—sacred, unattainable even by the slightest mimicry of a mortal.

The being he had thought was his son had transcended humanity.

Had he, from the beginning, been a god descended from the heavens? 

Merely taking the form of his son to walk the earth?

If that was the case, why was he pretending to be his son? 

Was there something he sought from me?

Duels, broadcasts, disaster prevention—so many miracles of the “GM” had taken place. 

What had once been a small faith in “GM” had transformed into the most prominent religion on the continent.

The continent had been covered in disasters, ones that even the Empire couldn’t contend with, but our son—no, the god cloaked in our son’s appearance—was unthreatened by any catastrophe.

In fact, he directly resolved every disaster that befell the continent.

Then, one day, all the continent’s disasters vanished.

And then…

“GM has fallen asleep.”

The shocking news echoed throughout.

GM, who had exhausted his power in the process of preventing the disasters threatening the continent, had supposedly fallen into slumber.

Sleep?

An existence transcendent as a god wouldn’t have a sense of time similar to ours. 

Let alone fall asleep for a period that humans could comprehend, especially if he was so drained of power!

Fearful of possibly losing his son, he had rushed to the Academy.

“Oh? Father? Why are you at the Academy?”

Yet, there his son stood, perfectly fine.

Not only was he not asleep, but there was no trace of any divine aura.

Of course!

GM had simply borrowed our son’s body to manifest his world, Rudera, in this one.

With the god’s slumber, our son had been freed from that divine restraint!

Having confirmed the return of his son, he’d come back to his office and relaxed in his chair with peace of mind.

Ding.

“…Hmm?”

Just as he was settling into his well-deserved relief, he heard the notification of an incoming message. 

A message from Rudera’s communicator had arrived.

The sender was his old friend, Count Schmidt.

Recently, due to what was possibly overwork, his poor friend had been wandering around yelling “Duo A-pyo!” at the top of his lungs. 

When asked what “Duo A-pyo” meant, he replied, “There’s nothing about it that’s even remotely duo a-pyo!”

An exceptionally sharp friend once, it seemed the excessive workload had broken his friend’s sanity.

[RuderaPang]

[Faithful Servant] Lord Schmidt has invited you!

Check it out now!

-> View Details

“…An invitation?”

Upon delving into the message, the Duke realized that Count Schmidt had sent him an invitation to some content within Rudera.

What was he trying to communicate by sending me this?

While he had often sought his advice for debates on philosophy, he had never mentioned anything about Rudera’s internal matters. 

Given his position leading the Imperial Guild, it was no surprise that he couldn’t disclose such confidential matters.

But here he was, sending him an invitation.

Having resolved his concerns regarding his son, the Duke found himself curious about his friend’s intentions. 

He accessed Rudera and made his way to the unexplored area known as RuderaPang.

And there…

“M-my god!”

What he saw shocked him to the core.

If you were a knight, a man, then surely—

***

An unmistakable symbol of unmatched strength.

The limited title reserved only for those at the pinnacle of martial prowess.

“Stamina… My stamina is running low…!”

A new specter had been born—the specter of stamina and invitations.

Who would have thought my father would send me an invitation message?

Being a strict and busy man, he had never reached out to me personally… except for that one time, about the miracle potion. 

Even during the chaos caused by the disasters ravaging the continent, he hadn’t tried to contact me.

Perhaps the distance I kept, being a reincarnated soul, had something to do with it. 

Unlike my father, I talked freely with my sister, who was closer by, entrusting her with various matters, including Duo A, but visiting my distant father was out of the question.

And explaining Duo A? 

Not sure where to even start.

Then there was this title, the “Martial King.”


My gaze shifted to the title associated with my father’s name.

This was a title one could earn after a certain level of progress in RuderaPang. 

While it wasn’t as unique as the [Martial God] or [Demon King] titles, which were limited to one person each, its difficulty was daunting enough to require talent, effort, and luck.

“Father… seems to be quite invested, huh.”

Of course, how dull must a medieval fantasy world be?

I myself had created Rudera to escape the boredom.

Should I transfer some stamina to my father’s account?

—Master. There’s a problem.

As I pondered how to discreetly help him, the voice of the guide within Rudera echoed.

“Guide? What’s going on?”

—The capacity of Rudera’s server… has reached its limit.

“…Limit?”

Rudera, that vast world capable of expanding endlessly, was now hitting its capacity?

“Seriously?”

Hurriedly running to the control room of Rudera, I understood the meaning behind the guide’s warning.

The flood of invitation messages had caused Rudera to become overloaded.

“Who would’ve thought that invitation messages could impose more strain than that overflowing world itself?”

Rudera had started as an illusion based on the perceptions of its users. 

Over time, it had evolved into a tangible world grounded in that belief. 

It existed simultaneously as a world and a repository of countless dimensions contained within the Tower of the Labyrinth I had created.

Such a load would have been impossible to handle if it were a real world, but through the loophole of it being an “illusion,” Rudera was able to sustain itself.

An illusion, yet also a bizarre virtual world existing within reality. 

That was Rudera’s current state.

“Messages, strongly tied to people’s perceptions, are now placing strain on the system?”

In terms of actual game data, messages don’t take up much space. 

Just a few lines of text—hardly more than a small image.

Yet, due to the perception factor, these piled-up invitation messages had completely filled Rudera.

“Well, most of it is junk.”

Players who spam-clicked invitation messages in their desperation for stamina had accumulated hundreds or even thousands of pointless messages each.

With so many players engaged in the same behavior, Rudera had hit its limit.

“For now, I’ll need to temporarily block invitation messages.”

A feature I’d added for interaction and community, hoping people would connect and avoid conflict, had backfired in this manner.

The root cause was the excessive engagement from players. 

And at the core of this issue lay the limited-title reward system of RuderaPang.

“I didn’t realize the desire for exclusive titles would be this intense.”

Special items and titles that only the first to achieve could obtain caused massive attraction. 

I’d added it to boost participation in RuderaPang, but apparently, it was a bit much.

“Let’s halt it for now.”

Along with the invitation messages, I also removed most titles from the RuderaPang rewards.

Knowing how badly they wanted it would come in handy for future events.

“Wait a minute. Has someone already earned one?”

Despite the brutal requirements for this exclusive title, it seemed one player had managed to achieve it.

Curious about who it was, I looked it up… and found… the community admin?


Why was she here instead of managing the community?

…Hold on a sec.

She hadn’t even met the achievement requirements yet, had she?

Reviewing the profile of the admin titled “Demon King,” I uncovered her little secret.

“…Title manipulation? What in the world?”



 
  
    Chapter 114: Demon King (1)


“Not enough…”

After exhausting every possible connection, pulling strings she didn’t even have to devote herself to Rudera Pang, the Demon King Diana realized that, as she is now, it would be impossible to reach her goal.

To earn the title of [Demon King], one must accumulate experiences at the highest level, rising to a state so refined that only after achieving a seemingly unattainable score of 666, a task one might only accomplish once in a lifetime, would the title finally be within reach.

Though she’d reached a stage close to divinity, where success might be within her grasp someday, achieving such an impossible score hundreds of times could require countless years—an uncertain future.

“Yet there is only one Demon King. Only I can take that title in this world.”

If anyone else were to obtain the title of Demon King before her, she would be forever deprived of it.

This wasn’t just any title.

It was a title personally endorsed by Rudera’s system, acknowledged by the continent’s greatest being, the GM, who declared her status and prowess to the world.

To be robbed of such a title—to lose the pinnacle she’d spent years building as the Demon King—would mean the ruin of her entire standing.

Clenching her teeth, she bit down on her slender fingers.

“No… Anything but that…”

She, who once watched over the GM’s antics with a calm smile, was now biting into her bleeding fingers, her desperation evident.

The title in Rudera’s system.

If only she could claim the [Demon King] title!

If only she could secure her place as the multi-colored Demon King!

The Rudera system was created by the supreme god, GM. 

Numerous beings had tried to hack or manipulate it, for even gaining access to part of it would grant powers equivalent to the GM’s “miracle potion.”

However, none had ever succeeded.

Only one—the pinnacle of dark wizards, Akuyuham—had briefly managed to deceive the system. 

Yet, since then, due to the emergence of a new system manager, [Guide], no one could even trick its watchful eye.

Thus, Diana, the Demon King, had never attempted to interfere with the system.

Even a Dragon Lord, a master of magic and mystery, had deemed it an impossible task, one she wouldn’t waste her strength on.

But now, she had no choice.

This was the most important undertaking of her life.

An essential task for her as the Demon King.

Fortunately, she possessed certain privileges as the moderator that the GM himself had granted her. 

Though she couldn’t fully manipulate the system, she had just enough power to intervene in the community authority, a part of that system.

With that power, the Demon King took action.

It would be ideal if she could earn the [Demon King] title, personally created by the GM, but that was impossible.

In that case, she would create the title herself.

Though a mere decorative title with no real significance within the system, she would make it so that others mistook this title as the true Demon King title.

With her mastery over the manipulation of demonic energy, Diana began her incantation.

Even with moderator privileges, her time to meddle with the system was limited. 

She engaged for a brief moment, accelerating her thoughts in the process.

This was the Demon King’s desperate title alteration, an art she’d never had to employ before, as she had always held an air of confidence.

“Success…”

In the infinitely long 0.2 seconds, the Demon King achieved her goal and collapsed from exhaustion.

Some time later, when she regained consciousness, she saw the title shining in magnificent colors in her status window.

But this alone wasn’t enough.

Others needed to see it, to recognize her as the true Demon King.

With trembling fingers, Diana pressed the “Invite Message” button.

Ding

[Rudera Pang]

[Demon King] Diana has invited you!

Check it out now!

-> View Details

“It’s done!”

The sight of a single word displayed in the message to the Dragon Lord made her heart swell with joy.

She did it.

Now, she was truly the [Demon King].

The thought that she’d hacked into the system to alter her title was unimaginable.

Once, Arch Lich Akuyuham had intervened in the system with his dark magic to modify part of his status window. 

For this, he was caught and forced into servitude as a “coding slave,” yet he’d demonstrated that players could access Rudera’s system, leading to a drastic strengthening of its security.

Since then, no one had managed to tamper with it, and it was deemed flawless…

“Could it be that only a Demon King could pull off something like this?”

Using the community moderator privileges I’d granted her, she’d drilled a tiny hole through the system’s impenetrable security to alter the title.

Though it was impossible to acquire the actual [Demon King] title, she managed to disguise her current title as [Demon King].

With a clever ruse akin to adding a decorative skin, she’d made herself appear as if she’d earned the Demon King title.

An incredible feat achieved by a transcendent figure, almost reaching divinity, using access rights to a part of the system.

All it amounted to, however, was a decorative title with no real effect.

But why?

No matter how she intervened, Rudera’s system held boundless potential.

To risk such a perilous attempt to tamper with the system for the mere sake of title alteration… 

It seemed almost trivial.

As if the feat of the Lord of Ten Thousand Demons amounted to nothing more than this.

…Is this hard to understand?

My father, too, is utterly absorbed in games, so if she finds Rudera Pang that entertaining, then it must be truly enjoyable.

But to think that she, who oversees community management at my command, pulled off this audacious act.

I informed Guide of this incident and requested an upgrade in system security.

“Master. Should I properly discipline the Demon King?”

“It’s fine. I’ll handle it this time.”

“But you’re supposed to be asleep right now.”

“I’ll just say I woke up briefly to instruct a follower. Or maybe I’ll say I can still exert some power even while asleep.”

The Demon King, huh.

Once, she was a figure of dread. 

Back when I first created Rudera, she was an overwhelmingly powerful monster, far beyond what an ordinary human like me could even imagine.

But as she continued to engage in Rudera for her own enjoyment, managing the community as a moderator, she became a familiar presence to me.

She may not know me, but I’ve always been watching her work. 

Over time, I found her endearing, especially her quirky way of speaking, with phrases like “~~ is what I’ll do.” 

That’s partly why I assigned her to act as the host and moderator for the tournament. 


She was no longer the fearsome Demon King in my eyes, but rather a cute little moderator.

In truth, I wasn’t even that upset. 

If she had done it to gain some special item or sought to abuse the GM’s powers, I might understand her ambition. 

But to go through all this just for a shiny, two-letter title? 

In some ways, it was… adorable.

I pondered how I should punish the Demon King.

***

My prophet. 

My one and only prophet, Diana.

I hadn’t anticipated this.

Why have you tarnished my authority?

I didn’t expect the sleeping GM to reprimand me.

Had he been fully conscious, I would never have dared. 

No matter how carefully I trespassed, he would surely have noticed my mistake.

Yet, he had fallen into a deep sleep, sacrificing himself to protect Rudera, and I couldn’t resist my temptation.

But… was he actually awake all along?

I hold you dear and blessed you as my crimson prophet, yet you betrayed me.

He is the great god, the master of Rudera. 

Even while asleep, it makes sense that he could retain enough awareness to intervene.

Thinking back, I realize how blinded I was by that title.

Thump.

I dropped to my knees.

I had committed a grave sin against the god who had entrusted me with such a responsibility.

I had to atone somehow.

“Great GM. Please punish this foolish and incompetent prophet. Blinded by the title you bestowed, I have committed a sin.”

For what felt like an eternity, I pleaded for forgiveness, weighed down by an immense pressure in the stillness. 

The idea that I had approached the divine now felt absurd.

I could barely hold myself steady under this crushing weight.

Was this… a true god?

After a while, I rambled on with what barely counted as an excuse, and the GM proclaimed to me:

You betrayed the trust I placed in you. You cast aside the greatness I bestowed upon you as a prophet and sinned.

“Please punish me.”

Yet I love you.

Love?

“…GM?”

Love, for a traitorous sinner?

Out of love, I granted you the position of prophet. Out of love, I forgive you.

Was love the reason he granted me this power?

Then, is this love a god’s love for a follower, or…?

My mind swirled in confusion.

Why would the GM say he loves me…

I grant you four months’ time.

With a crackling sound, my status window broke, then pieced itself back together.

[Error] Diana

My title in the status window had changed in a strange way.

The title of [Demon King] is erased. 

For the next four months, no one shall obtain the Demon King’s title. 

Yet the one I have chosen, the one I have decreed, the one I love, shall be able to claim this Demon King’s position.

Four months’ time.

Show me. 


Rise by your own strength. 

Prove why you are the Demon King.

Within the GM’s reprieve, I sensed the boundless compassion in his words.

He wanted me to seize the position of Demon King by my own power and to accomplish feats worthy of that name.

As if he were a lover watching over the one he cherishes from afar.



 
  
    Chapter 115: Demon King (2)


Working offline

GM bestowed upon the prophet Diana not only the burdens of the Demon King but also great powers. 

Seeing all beings overwhelmed with happiness and laughing delighted Him.

A valuable subordinate had committed a mistake.

Of course, there was no intention to remove her, but this mistake would be used as an excuse to exploit her further.

How should I respond to this?

I was plunged into contemplation.

If I let it slide, she might see me as weak and try to crawl back.

Although, given the nature of the Demon King, it probably wouldn’t happen, but you never know.

As the owner of the luscious fruit called Rudera, I must not show any signs of weakness.

However, if I punish her excessively, it would be problematic since the Demon King is entrusted with such a crucial role.

The Demon King is performing her duties so competently that depriving her of her role would be impossible.

What if, instead, through punishment, she grows to resent me?

Even if it’s punishment for her wrongdoing, as a human, she might develop emotions.

—Whether we can even call the Demon King human, let alone address the issue.

After much deliberation, I recalled a man I admired in my past life.

A man who declared his foolish love even after his trusted son pierced his belly.

Of course, his end was tarnished by a son with anger management issues, but the tragic hero of that grand era resonated with the hearts of all men.

“…It’s okay?”

After all, I must forgive the sins of the Demon King.

I cannot cast her out.

But if I don’t punish her and simply overlook it, the order of Rudera would collapse, so I chose a compromise.

—My prophet. My one and only prophet, Diana. How could you undermine My power?

I decided to play the role of the great god who forgives out of love for His followers.

—I cherished you and bestowed upon you the blessing of the crimson prophet. How could you betray Me?

“O Great GM, punish this foolish and incompetent prophet. I have sinned by being blinded by the name You bestowed.”

The Demon King presented herself before me with a humble demeanor, beyond my expectations.

Considering she is the ruler encompassing all demons and a transcendent being ascending to divinity, she seemed to regard me as a superior.

—You betrayed Me, who trusted you. You abandoned the feats of a prophet and committed sins.

“Please punish me.”

She appeared as a typical believer who had committed wrongdoing.

Seeing someone of the Demon King’s stature display such behavior before me made me feel somewhat important.

…Well, technically, I am something, but it doesn’t quite feel real.

If these were gods from the religious scriptures of this world, they would likely reprimand her and mete out punishment.

But I am choosing a different path here.

—However, I love you.

“…GM?”

The Demon King’s face was painted with shock.

Indeed, from a typical god’s perspective, having entrusted power to a believer who then attempted to seize authority, it becomes a situation where love and other sentiments are invoked.

Originally, if a disinterested second prince had done something like that, I would have immediately cast him out. 

But I couldn’t afford to lose someone as capable as the Demon King.

—Because I love you, I have relinquished the position of prophet, and because I love you, I forgive you.

My decision was made from the start.

Forgiveness.

All that was needed was a pretext.

—I will grant you a month.

I decided to give her an appropriate amount of time and merely pretend to punish her.

—Show me. Rise with your own power. Demonstrate why you are the Demon King.

At that moment, I hadn’t anticipated what the Demon King could accomplish with her capabilities.

That she wouldn’t even need the month I granted her.

***

To grant a whole month—

How generous!

I bestowed upon a traitor who challenged divine authority with an infinite span of potential.

In a world where even love is not eternal, what can truly be immortal?

An opportunity for a new beginning through an end.

By erasing her false title, I opened the door for her to become the true [Demon King].

In the divine arrangement that prevented anyone else from ascending to the position of Demon King, I was deemed worthy.

She trusts me.

She expects that I can overcome tribulations and trials to seize the feats of the Demon King.

Ah, how generous.

I could only feel gratitude.

Until now, I couldn’t call myself her true follower.

Even though she bestowed upon me the position of Orange Administrator, I merely used it as a means to seek pleasure.

Even when She performed great miracles, I sought only pleasure within the new order and world he created.

I hadn’t even considered how much grace I’d received by becoming his servant.

Yet he granted a chance to this foolish believer.

Bestowed the grace of consolidation upon me.

Woooooong

He believed in me.

Bwaaang

I felt immense magical power envelop my chest.

As I realized GM’s love, my mind cleared.

The blocked blood vessels in my body seemed to open up.

My lowly form was renewed.

A true Demon King.

Not a petty title seized by mere strength, but a grand achievement, one directly bestowed upon me by GM as the lord of all demons.

I am not the Demon King because I am powerful.

I am the Demon King because She appointed me.


I felt as if my body was floating even while standing still.

My body felt light.

A refreshing sensation, as though I could accomplish anything.

[error] COL

The status window, which had been distorted, flickered.

Woong

[Demon King] Diana

The unreadable text had changed to Demon King.

Diana understood.

The title of Demon King written here was not something she fabricated.

The true symbol of the Demon King.

GM had officially acknowledged her as the Demon King.

I am GM’s [Demon King].

She has bestowed upon me the power of a prophet.

The orange power that benefits all those within the community of Her followers.

This shall be called [Bugha].

“—Where’s the moderator?!”

“—Where’s the mod sash?!”

“—What kind of mess is this?! Did a dragon take a dump?!”

The abandoned community was left without a moderator.

The channel for communication was filled with desperate cries for a mod.

Soon, the community members realized it had been left unattended.

“—There’s no mod?”

“—The one who always managed the community, that superhuman mod, has vanished?”

“—Did they die?”

“—Or maybe they got sucked into Ludera-fang?”

“—Whatever the case, the important thing is we’re free now!”

Without the restraints of the mod, the community descended into chaos, marred by unrestrained conduct.

(This post has been deleted)

In an instant, the flurry of vile posts that had flooded in were erased.

“—Whoa, the mod is back!”

“—They’ve returned!”

The community, engulfed in chaos, had regained peace.

But the moment peace was restored, the displaced users’ anger turned toward the tardy mod.

“—The mod owes us an explanation.”

“—What have you been doing with that title hanging over you all this time?”

“—Ignoring the duty GM entrusted to you?”

Once wielding absolute authority under GM’s permission as the ruler of Ludera, the popular moderator, who had earned admiration for her impeccable handling of affairs and charming tone, now faced the ire of those maddened by the chaos, dismissing all she had built.

She could impose punishment, a right only a mod possessed, yet she ignored it.

Diana, the [Demon King], scanned the community with an observing eye.

In the past, she would have muttered, “What are you gonna do about it?” and imposed restrictions, but the newly enlightened Diana wouldn’t do that.

She wouldn’t.

Baaaang

A mysterious divine power swirled around Diana.

The power GM had bestowed.

The great strength of GM, making everyone happy.

“Scatter forth.”

Diana’s hand traced an arc in the air.

As the line was drawn, flames of divine power rose along the sacred energy left in its wake.

“[Bugha]”

The power directly bestowed by God upon the prophet.


The mystical energy that symbolized the [Demon King]’s mark and her achievement penetrated the community screen.

And it spread to every user filled with anger.

A miracle where everyone wins, bringing happiness to all, descended.

What is that?

What kind of power awakens on its own to create a [Demon King]?



 
  
    Chapter 116: Demon King (3)


“What on earth is happening?

I had planned to seal part of my status window, exercise some restraint, receive forgiveness, and then resume as before. 

But… to think that someone would awaken to become the [Demon King] on their own.

What is going on here?

“…I’m sorry, Master. I doubted you.”

As I blankly stared at Diana’s state, the manifested guide approached me from the side.

“When Master was busy messing around—no, perhaps it’s no longer fair to call it that—I thought it was all just a meaningless farce. Like a boring play.”

Not wrong.

The guide, having repeated many rounds, probably found my portrayal of a benevolent god somewhat lacking.

“But to think all of that build-up was meant to awaken the Demon King. Now, with [Name] awakening and becoming the [Demon King] through your grace, she will surely be loyal to you, Master. Congratulations. Now, as you intended, you can command the strongest Demon King in history. As expected, you are truly impressive.”

The guide was expressing admiration at my side, unrestrained.

No, I don’t know.

What on earth is happening?

The authority that the Demon King Diana called [Fugor] was mysterious. 

This intangible power wrapped in divinity seeped into the community, enveloping all players consumed by rage.

For a moment, I thought it was some form of mind-control power, but soon, I witnessed the miracle of the Demon King’s authority.

Some reclaimed damaged body parts, others achieved higher states, and some even gained missing dungeon coins.

It granted community users what they needed.

It’s a power akin to the miracles I usually bestow. 

However, while my miracles only fulfill what I designate, the Demon King’s miracles provide each person with what they need. 

A truly grand power befitting the community’s manager, entangled with countless human desires.

“I don’t quite understand the situation. Guide, could you explain this to me?”

“Don’t understand?”

The guide tilted his head.

“Isn’t this the situation you intended? …Could it be… did you cause this subconsciously?”

The guide looked shocked.

“Oh, so that’s it… Should I say, ‘As expected of Master’? You caused this without even intending it?”

“Stop admiring and just explain it already.”

Upon hearing the guide’s explanation, I understood what had happened to the Demon King. 

According to her, in this world, a name like [Name] holds a special power.

To think names hold power too.

As expected, it’s indeed another world.

Was that why the system I once encountered was named []?

Names that many people recognize gather enough power to manifest physically.

It seems similar to the divine power I accumulated as the GM or the holy power Dua gathered as Duamutep.

That’s why the title system I added for fun isn’t just a stylish title.

“So that’s why the players went crazy over gaining a title I thought was nothing.”

It makes sense if they could gain power fitting the title they acquire.

“Oh, no. Merely acquiring a name won’t allow them to achieve what the Demon King did. Those guys were genuinely making a fuss purely for that honor.”

They really were just insane fools.

Regardless, unlike ordinary titles, a title only one person can hold grants an achievement worthy of that title. 

I never thought the word ‘achievement’ would come into play for something I limited just for motivation.

If they attain that achievement through their narrative and accomplish feats worthy of it, they can accept [Name] and gain power.

However, the more powerful the name, the greater the achievements required, making it nearly impossible.

Especially in the Demon King’s case, her title was destroyed as her status window was partially sealed by me, making it impossible for her to achieve anything normally.

In that situation, she gained enlightenment.

Though I don’t know what that enlightenment was, she awakened as the Demon King, breaking free from the restraints of her status window and truly becoming the [Demon King].

She overcame a barrier, fully embracing divinity and achieving a higher state.

“I don’t know what that enlightenment was either. But one thing’s certain—it’s linked to her loyalty toward you, Master. Unlike before, she’ll be completely loyal to you now. When a god is born, the thoughts it harbors solidify as its identity. Consider it as having gained a lower-tier follower god.”

So the awakened Demon King is now my follower?

It couldn’t be more reassuring… yet it feels burdensome.

…All I wanted was to add a title feature for fun; how did things turn out like this?

Because it happened unintentionally, I’m starting to get a headache thinking about how to deal with the Demon King.

***

A modern-styled café created directly by Albus.

A guest visited this special resting place allowed only for the GM.

“So, was that why you called me for help? To hear my advice?”

Slurp.

The goddess with shining blue hair, Alia, sipped her bubble tea.

Alia felt her heart tremble.

All my efforts weren’t in vain after all.

Choosing me as the reliable figure to offer advice and calling me to such a secret place…

“Hehe. This sly junior of mine. But still, isn’t it a bit too obvious to call a grown woman into a confined space?”

Various embarrassing imaginations began to flood Alia’s mind.

“… That’s how it happened.”

“…?”

“Senior?”

“Huh? Ah, sorry. I was lost in thought for a moment… I was wondering what happened when the heavens started to tremble, only to find out that the Demon King had awakened divine power. That’s quite an event.”

Unlike the people of the continent, the demon race was inherently a bit different, as they were not originally from the continent.

While they had begun freely interacting with the people of the continent as harmony was established, the Demon King, standing at the peak as the subordinate of the Demon God and ruler of all demons, was a being whom the gods of the continent regarded with reluctance.

The Demon King, a being who directly receives power from a god so mighty that even if Alia and Deus combined their strength, they might still fall short, had completely surpassed the mortal limits.

From the standpoint of managing the continent, it was quite the headache.

“… I’m sorry.”

“Huh? Ahaha. It’s fine. I’ve already half let go of continental affairs anyway. The main deity of the continent is you, the master of Rudera, isn’t it? You’re the one who should solve it.”

As Albus put on a troubled expression, Alia moved her chair closer to him and sat down by his side.

She brushed aside his bangs as she continued.

“I’m just kidding. How could I refuse to help such an adorable junior who comes to me for assistance?”

The dense, sacred scent emanated from Alia.

Albus felt his heart calm down.

“I don’t quite understand. Didn’t the Demon King awaken thanks to your grace? Since the core thoughts forming his divinity are bound to you, she couldn’t possibly betray you. Not that she could think of it in the first place. Even if someone manipulated her mind, her divinity would collapse the moment she denied her own nature.”


“Well… that’s true, but…”

Albus explained in detail why things had turned out that way.

“Hehe. So that’s how it happened. Who would have thought that an unintentional act would trigger a divine awakening? No major deity could pull off something so incredible.”

“That’s the thing; it feels like I’ve deceived him. If I had done it intentionally, it wouldn’t matter, but since it seems like I did it under false pretenses…”

Alia watched Albus, who was pouring out his thoughts, with an unwavering gaze.

“Our junior is quite the bad boy, isn’t he?”

Her forehead touched Albus’s.

A warm sensation spread across his forehead.

“S-Senior?”

“Ah, why do the complications keep piling up? Mortals don’t matter since they’ll eventually fade away, but divinity… it’s a bit irritating.”


“…What, what?”

“Nothing. You don’t need to worry about it… Hmm. So, you feel burdened and guilty for creating faith through a false promise? For a deity of virtue, that’s a natural thought. If one expands faith falsely, that god will eventually fall into corruption as an evil deity. If that happens, even their very nature will become twisted. If you want to remain true to yourself, it’s actually commendable.”

These were nothing more than words of comfort to a still immature yet competent and noble god.

“Then, how about this?”

If you feel remorseful for promising a lie to your believer, causing them to achieve an irreversible union, couldn’t you just make it true?



 
  
    Chapter 117: Title (1)


The administrator of the community ascended, having gained the power of the [Demon King].

In the wake of this shocking news, the continent was stunned as the Demon King performed a grand miracle.

This was more than just a mere title.

Titles bestowed by the GM carried profound meanings, granting powers befitting their names.

Albus, finding it absurd, initially dismissed the rumors, yet the strange tale began to spread rapidly, gaining momentum as an undeniable truth.

If the [Demon King] possessed such power, how strong would titles like [God of War] or [Hero] be?

The newfound anticipation grew intense, directed toward acquiring new means of ascension, and people began gathering in hopes of obtaining a title and becoming like the [Demon King].

“Hey, there’s nothing!”

“Why?”

However, unlike before, all the limited titles available in Rudera Pang had vanished.

It was because Albus had removed the source, concerned about the feverish obsession taking over Rudera Pang.

***


	Announcement Regarding Titles



Around this time, the [Demon King] posted a message in the community.

The post claimed that the GM’s will had bestowed titles across Rudera, allowing only those deemed worthy to obtain them.

“If you discover a title first, you can become the GM’s chosen champion!”

Eyes across the continent turned toward Rudera.

“Has the situation calmed down…?”

After reading the post that Demon King Diana had uploaded and observing players’ reactions, Albus sighed in relief.

As an unintended resolution for deceiving the Demon King, Alia, a wise senior god, advised him to act as if the belief was true.

If he felt that his lie had sullied a follower, as the master, he should transform that lie into reality.

The moment he heard it, Albus felt clarity washing over him.

If the Demon King had built an irreversible foundation of divinity based on a mistaken belief, then he simply needed to make it real.

The Demon King’s misunderstanding—that the GM had personally granted her a title and entrusted her with a mission to use it carefully—was indeed grave. 

And the GM’s title represented [Qualification], symbolizing the GM’s agents.

In that case, why not turn the titles into content?

Players were already fixated on the concept.

What if he made the titles like a hidden class, a treasure that players had to search for?

A trial would be conducted, directly led by the GM, to select those who would serve as the GM’s agents.

The Demon King’s misunderstanding would become the truth, and instead of merely gathering capable pawns, he could recruit true subordinates for Rudera.

Thanking Alia, Albus parted ways with her and relayed his will directly to the Demon King, prompting her to post an announcement.

“Those who possess [Qualification] shall find it if they seek. Search well. Everything in this world exists there.”

As Albus had intended, the [Demon King] took comfort in the belief that the GM was taking decisive action, and the players reacted with overwhelming enthusiasm.

The fever that had overheated Rudera Pang began to cool, with those engrossed in the same pursuit now returning to Rudera.

“A treasure hunt, huh. How should I go about hiding it?”

With excitement brewing in his heart over how to engage the players, Albus smiled.

Little did he realize then that this title system would escalate into something much greater.

***

Outside of Rudera

Tap tap tap.

Inside a hastily constructed black shack that mimicked a Rudera space, Empress Lea typed furiously on a black keyboard.

“This time… it will succeed.”

Under the banner of overthrowing the GM, she had gathered [Liberators].

With the power of her skilled allies, they had managed to find a means to partially infiltrate the Rudera system, which allowed them to covertly access Rudera’s messaging system from outside.

If they could seize this system, which could broadcast messages across the entire continent, they could expose the GM’s wickedness and dismantle the unyielding fortress of misguided faith surrounding him.

Driven by such thoughts, the Liberators exhausted every available resource to breach the messaging system’s security.

For the first time, the Empress who had led the Empire to its zenith awakened to the power of love, a strength so overwhelming that it succeeded in cracking the Ludera Guard, the security system directly created by the Guide.

They had gained access to the GM’s great power—the messaging system, unrestricted by location!

At that point, the Liberators were hopeful that it wouldn’t take long to reveal the GM’s wickedness.

But then…

Ding!

[Rudera Pang]

!@#$!@#$ has invited you! Check it out now!

-> View Details

[Rudera Pang]

!@#$!@#$ has invited you! Check it out now!

-> View Details

[Rudera Pang]

!@#$!@#$ has invited you! Check it out now!

-> View Details

The message system, usually empty enough to enter without issue, was now flooded with strange messages.

“What the hell is this?!”

“There are too many messages! We can’t even approach it!”

Even the god who managed the world had to run around frantically, trying to cool down the overheating system and maintain the world’s capacity. 

For mere mortals, there was nothing to be done.

All they could do was wait and hope that this storm of messages, this calamity, would pass.

“Has it… stopped?”

After a long while, as [the Demon Lord] displayed a miracle on the community and posted a notice, the Liberators confirmed that the message system had finally quieted down.

Now, they could finally enter!

This was why Empress Lea, pouring all her transcendent magic into it, began hacking into Rudera’s system with all her might.

Tat-tat-tat.

After a long stretch of typing furiously on the enchanted hacking tool keyboard she created—

“It… it worked…!”

Lea successfully penetrated Rudera’s message system, gaining partial access to it. 

She couldn’t fully manipulate the system at will, but she could at least send a broadcast message to everyone.

“That’s more than enough.”

It was all the access she needed to achieve her goal.

“It’s been a long time… a time of endless humiliation.”

Using up all the resources she’d gathered, she finally carved out a path. 

But that path had been blocked by the overflowing messages, wasting both time and resources.


But—

She couldn’t afford to waste this precious moment while the GM lay dormant, unable to interfere freely.

With all her effort and persistence, she finally succeeded.

“Now that we have the GM’s propaganda tool in our hands, the entire continent will know the GM’s true nature.”

Lea intended to reveal, in the form of messages, how the evil god GM had ravaged the continent.

To break down and dismantle the GM’s religion.

And then…

She would reclaim her beloved, whom the GM had imprisoned.

Vrrr…

Lea’s access to the system came to life. 

The malicious pamphlets she had meticulously crafted about the GM were converted into messages and began to spread.

In this world, there was no awareness of fake news or false information. 

No matter how blatantly false these documents were, most people across the continent were in a state to believe or at least consider them.

Ding.

“What’s this? Another invitation message? Ugh, I’m so sick of this.”

Blocked.

Ding.

“It’s from someone I don’t know… Well, there’s no reason to keep playing Rudera Pang.”

Blocked.

Ding.

“A message? How annoying! I need to earn the GM’s title!”

Blocked.

Messages sent by Lea, filled with hope, were quickly blocked before they could have any impact.

“…Huh?”

There wasn’t even a ripple.

Amazingly, no one paid attention at all. 

The players, strangely hostile, didn’t even read the messages. 

Most of them just blocked Lea’s account.

“No, this can’t be…!”

The access she had fought so hard to obtain only allowed her to send mass messages. 

If her account was blocked, there was nothing more she could do.

“I’ll… I’ll send it again!”

Ding.

“Stop bothering me.”

Blocked.

Ding.

“Why do you keep sending these?”

Blocked.

Even the few players who hadn’t yet blocked her account grew irritated at the repeated notifications and hit the block button.

“…I failed.”

Lea collapsed, utterly drained.

She hadn’t considered that players were already fed up with the flood of invitation messages from Rudera-Pang and wouldn’t even bother to read any messages.

“I failed, failed, failed, failed, failed, failed, failed, failed, failed, failed…”

This wasn’t just a simple failure.

It was a critical defeat, the failure of an operation that had consumed significant resources—a fortress in the war to reclaim her darling.

Grit.

This wouldn’t do.


It seemed…

It wasn’t the time to be picky about methods.

Lea leaned back in her chair, reading the report from Akuyuham, who had infiltrated among the Liberators.

Sip.

Taking a slow sip of the coffee in her cup.



 
  
    Chapter 118: Title (2)


Somewhere in Rudera

Wooong—

A dimensional gate for spatial movement opened, and a well-dressed middle-aged man with a mustache stepped out.

“A new era… is it?”

Dragon Lord Iosef stood there, momentarily lost, reminiscing about the miracle that the Demon King had once stirred. 

The Demon King he knew had already been on the verge of transcending mortal limits, yet the miracles she displayed within the community surpassed even that.

Miracles that seemed achievable only by a fully mature god.

GM bestowed that divine realm upon the Demon King by simply giving her a name.

Iosef recalled the words the Demon King had once said to him.

“Are you that afraid? Of the new era!”

The Demon King, who was meant to serve the Demon God, had always seemed expectant, somehow, whenever GM stirred up something.

“Is this truly that new era?”

That very Demon King had been elevated to a god, made into a subordinate deity. 

With the miracles performed previously, faith in GM had surged to unparalleled heights, and this absurd event would only solidify that dominion.

The continent was slowly falling into GM’s grasp.

Then… 

What am I supposed to do?

As the Dragon Lord tasked with protecting the Middle Realm, Iosef was at a loss. 

Should he oppose GM under the pretense of safeguarding the Middle Realm? 

But he lacked a clear justification. 

GM had shown only protection for the Middle Realm through miracles, not harm.

No other dragons would eagerly join a cause to defeat GM under such circumstances.

…And even before considering that, could they even defeat GM with just dragons alone?

To confront GM, perhaps every deity on the continent would need to unite.

A near-impossible feat.

Yet, simply standing by and watching seemed equally untenable, given the vast upheaval overtaking the continent.

A transcendental being capable of shaking the entire continent alone—the Demon King—had been reduced to a mere subordinate in an instant.

And they say the GM handed down a host of [Names] in the process.

I can’t even begin to imagine how many powerful beings will rise under GM’s banner.

If that happens, GM will wield total control over the continent. 

The established gods—Deus, Alia, the World Tree, Pice—would likely be swept away by his will alone.

If GM, having become the sole god, ever fell into corruption or harbored evil intentions…

“What am I supposed to do?”

Iosef clutched his head, torn by a dilemma that left him unable to act or remain idle.

If only he had a god to serve, this decision might not weigh so heavily on him.

For now, he decided to investigate that title, the [Name]. 

Though he held no hostile intent toward GM, he figured it was prudent to at least understand what kind of object this title was.

And so, Iosef entered Rudera.

Yet, even as the Dragon Lord, the origin of all magic, he found no clear path forward.

According to the Demon King’s message conveyed through the community, one could obtain a title if they met the necessary qualifications.

…What sort of qualifications?

A devoted believer of GM?

A loyal player of GM?

Or perhaps, sheer strength?

“…Should I just search them all?”

His original objective had been to observe the title competition, so he resolved to explore for now.

After wandering through various corners of Rudera for a while, Iosef came across the newly opened floors of the Tower of Labyrinths.

“Already the 20th floor?”

Driven by the fervor of players, stoked by the conflicts between the new server and the existing server and the possible ascension to godhood through titles, they climbed the tower at an impressive speed.

Their power and understanding of the game had grown significantly, accelerating their progress.

As Iosef ascended each floor, he couldn’t help but marvel.

The layers below the 10th floor mostly resembled the continent, but after that, he encountered increasingly foreign dimensions—worlds utterly unfamiliar to even him.

A world where people wield swords made of light, a world where humans resided in flying metal structures, a world filled with people in flowing garments, most of whom had strength rivaling that of knights or beyond.

All these dimensions were profoundly mystical.

Just how powerful must GM be to bring such dimensions within Rudera?

Lost in awe, he reached the 20th floor.

A dense, green forest greeted him, along with a humid warmth.

“…!”

Iosef’s eyes went wide the moment he entered the dimension.

“Ah… so beautiful…”

Before him stood a creature he’d never seen on the continent.

It looked somewhat similar to his kin, but no magic could be sensed within it. 

Still, beneath those powerful muscles, immense vitality lay dormant, its presence unmistakably formidable, no lesser than his own kin.

Just by the air it radiated, it stood at the top of its ecosystem—far beyond wyverns or drakes… perhaps even a kin.

But more than anything, there was one detail that caught Iosef’s gaze.

The bulging muscles on its legs exhibited strength, contrasting with its short, stubby arms, which added an adorable touch.

An imposing and dignified female presence, yet with a delicate charm that softened her.

Iosef couldn’t take his eyes off the lady dragon standing before him.

Unlike the cute pet-like creature he’d recently seen on a broadcast called Laura, this lady dragon stirred something different within him.

Though not a complete dragon, she bore a resemblance that seemed to have diverged at an ancestral level.

A magnificence that could be seen as equal to that of the continent’s strongest dragons.

Dragon Lord Iosef found himself enamored with the Tyranno.

“I… I am called Iosef.”

Grrr

The Tyranno didn’t speak, only watched him warily as he slowly approached.

“It’s not much of a boast, but… I-I am the Lord of our kind. Ahaha. Our kin serve as the protectors of the continent, and I am their leader…”

“…Should I try?”

Though Iosef had never once boasted of his status, he found himself wanting to make a good impression on the female before him.

“Well, might I humbly inquire as to the possibility of your approval in allowing me the honor of knowing your name, if indeed such a suggestion can be received as acceptable…?”

As Iosef hesitantly mustered the courage to speak,

ROAR!


“Whoa!”

The Tyranno opened her mouth wide and lunged at him. 

Iosef, startled, waved his hand in a defensive gesture.

CRACK

Invisible magic crushed the Tyranno’s hind leg.

THUD!

Losing her balance, the Tyranno collapsed forward, falling right on top of Iosef.

Though the massive weight descended upon him, Iosef was unharmed.

“Phew!”

But he couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.

“Ugh! Th-that wasn’t my intention!”

His head was trapped between the Tyranno’s legs. 

With a quick, reflexive move, Iosef leapt out from under her.

“I’m sorry! That was not my intention at all! Though, of course, it was a most fragrant and beautiful cloaca! Ah, no, I mean that’s not what I…!”

Wail…

“…O-oh, dear.”

The Tyranno let out a mournful cry, seemingly ignoring his stammered words.

“My apologies. I’ll heal you right away.”

Wooong

He invoked dragon magic, a blessing only allowed to dragons, to mend the Tyranno’s thick leg.

During the healing process, Iosef made a shocking realization.

“Are you… bereft of intelligence?”

The lady before him lacked even the capacity for coherent thought, her intellect reduced to that of a lowly creature.

“H-how could this be!”

For a creature as beautiful and powerful as a dragon to have fallen to such a base level of intelligence—it was inconceivable.

“Who could have done… such a thing?”

Unbeknownst to Iosef, the Tyranno was a lifeform based on Albus’s memories and thus lacked intelligence. 

But Iosef assumed this noble dragon had been cursed, stripped of her intellect.

“…I will. I will restore you.”

His resolute eyes met the Tyranno’s.

“No matter what it takes, I will return your intelligence to you.”

Wooong

Koom!

“A woman as beautiful and strong as you cannot remain trapped in a curse of regression. Even if I must defy the natural order, even if it means forsaking the duty of our kin!”

A massive magic circle materialized, covering the entire 20th floor.

“A magic circle?”

“It’s huge! What is that?”

“Aah! It’s shaking!”

The entire floor trembled from the flow of tremendous magical power.

“For your sake!”

Transcendent magic poured forth from the Dragon Lord’s hands.

“…What on earth am I looking at?”

Albus, monitoring Rudera, rubbed his eyes in disbelief.


“My eyes aren’t playing tricks on me.”

Beep

Albus turned off the monitor he’d been watching.

A dragon and a dinosaur… mating.

He had an overwhelming urge to cleanse his mind immediately.
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Whirrrrr…

It feels like my body is going to shatter.

I want to throw away this magic right now.

I’ve used transcendental magic many times throughout my life, but I’ve never felt pain like this.

Returning intelligence to a mindless being is not a task to be taken lightly.

Perhaps I’m going against the very order of the universe.

But she has no one else besides me.

If I give up on her, she’ll live the rest of her life cursed, wandering like a beast.

How could I impose such a cruel fate on the great Dragon Queen?

Ding.

— Eliminate the boss Tyranno.

Ding.

— Eliminate the boss Tyranno.

Ding.

— Eliminate the boss Tyranno.

The GM’s system commands me to kill her.

It promises that if I kill her, I’ll gain control over this floor.

The whispers of the Evil God echo in my mind.

If I could only lay down this burden and kill her, all the wealth and glory would be mine.

I clench my hands tightly. 

Blood drips from my mouth.

It feels as if my Mana is being torn apart.

The once limitless power in my Dragon Heart is emptying out.

If I abandon this magic…

If I simply kill her…

A voice whispers that I could be free, that I could be great.

“No.”

But I…

“How could the descendant of the great dragon betray his kin? Even if it means my body shatters! I, Iosif, will not abandon my own!”

As the mana gathered to its limit, a great explosion erupted.

In the midst of it all, I realized my spell had worked.

Had I succeeded?

I brushed aside the smoke and approached her.

Ding.

— You are the first to recruit a floor boss as an ally.

— A great achievement! The title [Dragon King] is bestowed upon you.

— Congratulations! You have cleared the roguelike!

— The world Creta has been added to the Tower of Labyrinth, floor 20.

“gg……”

I stared blankly at the system message.

I had thought the GM’s whispering was from the Evil God.

That he would curse her with mindlessness and make me kill her by my own hand, just for his amusement.

The GM’s great [name] appeared on my status screen.

It wasn’t just a game to him.

The GM had set a painful but surmountable trial for me.

It was a test.

To see if I was worthy of caring for her.

Now I understand.

The GM didn’t curse her with mindlessness.

He was waiting, protecting her until she found a suitable partner!

“GM… You…!”

Now I understand why the Beast King and the Demon King praise the GM so fervently.

He’s not just any god.

***

It feels like I’ve awoken from a long dream.

If I consider my current thoughts based on the memories I’ve become aware of, this is the feeling I must have now.

“Are you awake?”

A small creature, drenched in sweat, drew back the glowing mana circles.

Before I could properly open my eyes, I thought it was nothing more than a feeble prey.

But now, changed by him, I know the truth.

This is not his true form.

I can feel the enormous majesty within him.

Based on the knowledge he placed in my mind, he’s the Lord, the protector of the continent, the leader of dragons who shakes the heavens and earth.

“Allow me to introduce myself once more. I am Iosif.”

Before he returned my intelligence, I had been nothing more than a creature scraping the ground.

Compared to him, I am the lowest of beings, yet he stands at the pinnacle of all creation.

“Lady, may I have the honor of hearing your name?”

He knelt on one knee and extended his hand to me.

The only sound that escaped my throat was a rough, growling noise.

“I am…”

But as I received the gift of great intelligence from him, a clear voice escaped my lips.

“Rex. My name is Rex.”

“Rex… Such a noble name.”

He pressed his lips to the back of my small hand.

Ah…

What is this feeling?

In the past, when my thoughts were muddled, I couldn’t even fully feel emotions.

But now, my heart races uncontrollably.

I want to wrap my arms around him at this very moment.


But I don’t want to appear vulgar in front of him.

No matter how unworthy I may be of him, I wish to present myself as a graceful lady.

“Lady Rex, I am…”

“Iosif, I saw you within the memories you granted me. Your proud and majestic form. The way you commanded even the kings and lords of this world to kneel!”

“Th-those memories, well…”

For some reason, sweat began to trickle down Iosif’s face.

Could it be the aftereffects of the transcendental magic he used to restore my intelligence?

Ah, Iosif…

How compassionate you are.

How much must you have sacrificed for the sake of someone like me?

“I am old now. Compared to the image you hold of me in your memories, I’ve grown quite… shabby.”

“No. Don’t say that. You are my savior. How could I ever think of you as anything but grand?”

“Lady Rex…!”

“Ah, no!”

His body was enveloped in light.

“That’s not true. If you desire it, I can show you my true form a thousand, even tens of thousands of times! So do not blame yourself! You were cursed, and there was nothing you could do about it!”

The polymorph spell on him dissolved, and the massive form of a dragon emerged, towering up to the very edge of my sight.

This… this is it.

This is the true form of my savior, my benefactor.

“…….”

“…Are you disappointed?” he asked as I looked up at him, saying nothing.

“No… You’re so beautiful that I’m left speechless.”

“L-Lady Lex…”

I slowly approached him and embraced him.

“I tried to hold back.”

“L-Lady?”

“It’s because Lord Iosif made the first mistake.”

I only hope he doesn’t think of me as a vulgar, frivolous woman.

–Ah, Iosif.

–Oh, our sweet Lex.

“So… that lizard rolling around with a dumb look on its face is our Lord?”

“Yes.”

“Sigh…”

Carthesia buried her face in her hands.

“What in the world happened?”

Speechless.

I never particularly liked his sermons, but his dedication to the continent and his ceaseless efforts to uphold the dragons’ mission made him a dependable leader.

And now… him, of all people…

“I don’t fully understand this situation either.”

Albus recalled the moment when the 20th floor was cleared.

–The Rogue-like world Creta has been cleared by player Iosif. 

–This world has been added as the 20th floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth.

The World Clear notification rang across all of Rudera as usual. 

Albus, accustomed to the players’ increasing speed in climbing the Tower, was about to brush it off when he saw an unusual name.

Most players, apart from the dragons, didn’t know that name. 

But as the GM in charge of Rudera, Albus knew well enough who he was.

The Dragon Lord?

A leader of dragons, the Lord himself, had cleared a floor.

The Dragon Lord, who’d merely observed broadcasts until now, had finally started climbing the Tower?

In awe at the unexpected appearance of such a prominent figure, Albus checked the logs.

“What… what is this?”

And there, he discovered something shocking.

In the world of Creta, the Dragon Lord hadn’t defeated or subdued the layer boss, the mature Tyranno.

Instead… he’d made the creature develop intelligence and fall for him?

He seduced it.

Albus, shaken by the scene of the Lord and the newly sentient tyrant lizard entwined and rolling on the ground as seen on the monitor, immediately called for Carthesia.

“So, that’s what happened…”

Carthesia was speechless after hearing Albus’ account.

“That… could it be that the Dragon Lord’s preferences are…”

“No. Absolutely not.”

In the dragon race, some polymorphed to mate or build families with other species. 

Dragons, who live for countless years, see such interactions as necessary to stave off the weariness of time.

So, playing around with other species isn’t viewed as strange. 

But that… that was a mere pastime.

For a dragon to mate in its true form with another species?

That’s akin to a human engaging in bestiality with a dog or a cat.

Carthesia turned her gaze from the monitor to look at Albus.

“…? Lady Carthesia? Is there something you wish to say?”

“N-no. Nothing.”

Think it through.

It’s not a bad thing.

The Dragon Lord, head of the race, unable to control his desires, gave intelligence to a lizard barely capable of reason and defiled it.

And I am the only one who knows this shameful truth.

Oh?

Isn’t this the perfect situation?

Isn’t this the Dragon Lord’s greatest weakness?

If the Dragon Lord truly harbors such tendencies, she could overturn opposition from the race should she pursue marriage with a human. 

That means she could formally accept Albus as her partner.

And if that were to happen…

“Lady Carthesia? Um, your face is turning red.”


“U-uh? Ah, it’s… the sight was just so shocking… That’s all. Hm.”

Imagining the Dragon Lord’s… primal acts had led her to picture herself entwined with Albus.

Restrain yourself.

Albus sees me as a trustworthy figure; I can’t shatter that belief.

Indeed.
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Somewhere in Rudera

Boom!

“They just keep coming without end, and they can’t even touch me? Such pitiful trash.”

Amidst a swarm of monsters, a twin-tailed elf, her entire body cloaked in spirits, stood tall.

“Despite being so weak, they’re desperate to be at my feet. If they try a little harder, maybe they’ll reach the level of my toenail dirt.”

– Laura-tan is so cute!

– More insults, please!

– I would die to be Laura-tan’s toenail dirt! Hehng!

She was Laura, the most popular broadcaster in the scene.

Once known as Aura, the strongest elf, she had fallen in love with streaming and spent her time with her lowly viewers, always live.

‘Where on earth do I need to go to find the title?’

The title of [Demon King], granted by the GM, had raised the admin, Ju-tak, to divine status within the community.

It seemed he had always been a demon king, lord of the demons, but that title alone had made him a god. 

They said a vast amount of these incredible items had been scattered across Rudera.

If I could find even one, it would grant me immense power.

‘As the Guardian of the Elves, I can’t let this slip by.’

Many players had jumped in. Someone would acquire the title. 

The GM had said only the worthy could claim it, so it wasn’t likely an evildoer would, but there was no certainty the rightful holder would be friendly toward elves.

I have to get it for the sake of my people.

And so, pretending it was for broadcast content, Aura entered the Tower of Labyrinth.

She wasn’t alone—most players and broadcasters were scouring Rudera, so it wasn’t unusual.

Thus, she entered the labyrinthine tower of Rudera and climbed with all her might. 

She defeated countless monsters and roamed endlessly.

‘How long do I have to do this?’

No matter how much she fought and explored, she found no clue of the title.

Is it even possible?

– I love watching Laura-tan crush monsters, but when will it end?

– Hey, you! Are you saying Laura-tan’s broadcast is boring?!

– No, I didn’t mean it that way!

– Heresy! Purge him!

– Purge him!

– Pur- – ge!

Thanks to the zealots, it was under control for now, but more viewers were starting to find the stream boring. 

She kept the broadcast lively with her charisma, but as a professional, she couldn’t just leave this lull unaddressed.

If this drags on, even the loyal viewers who have stuck with her might leave.

But without even a clue to the title…

What should I do?

– Huh? What’s that over there?

– No way!

“What? Are you trying to trick me again? Hmph. It’ll take a hundred years before trash like you can fool this Laura-sama!”

The viewers were sending chats, claiming there was something behind her.

It was probably nothing.

I’ll go back there, find nothing, and they’ll laugh, saying ‘Fooled again.’

Like I’d fall for that again.

– Nuh-uh, it’s real this time! Believe us, Laura-tan!

Looking through the chat history, she saw it was from a reliable viewer.

Maybe I’ll give it a shot, just this once.

“Hmph. It’s not like I’m falling for this, but I’ll check it out because I pity how pitifully weak you are.”

The stream had become too stale.

Even if it ends up being ‘Fooled again,’ a little event in the middle should lighten the mood.

“Let’s see… where, where…?”

– Laura-tan is like my grandma sometimes.

– The way she keeps offering us food is grandma-like too.

– But she’s cute, so it’s okay!

“You’re all getting judged for calling me a grandma.”

– Gasp!

– We’re sorry! Just this once…! (Message deleted)

It was already bothering her after the queen had called her grandma yesterday.

These little…!

“Did I kill this many?”

Aura, retracing her steps, stuck out her tongue at the pile of monster fragments and remains she had left in her wake.

– Laura-tan is strong!

– She may be small, but she’s mighty!

“Hmph, of course! This is nothing. You weaklings could never reach my level.”

She tried to act nonchalant, but her shoulders and the corners of her mouth lifted slightly.

– Laura-tan is the best!

– Even so, Laura-tan is still adorable!

Though she was once the strongest of her race, she was surprisingly vulnerable to compliments.

While stepping over the monster remains, she noticed a small crack from which light seeped out.

“…Wait, it’s real?”

How did I miss something even these weaklings found?

Guess I got too focused on the title and my vision narrowed.

I’ve been calling everyone weaklings as part of the broadcast gimmick, but am I becoming one too?

Since losing to a young human in a tournament, she had changed her view of other races, but her strange way of talking remained thanks to the broadcast.

The viewers loved it, but the more she used it, the dumber she felt.

‘I should reflect on this. If I stay like this, I’ll never find what I’m looking for.’

Resolving to do better, she flashed a bright smile at the broadcast camera and jumped into the crack.

– Wonder what’s inside! – It’s dangerous, Laura-chan!

The newbies screamed at her reckless dive, but

– You must be new here.

– Worrying about Laura-tan, how cute! 

– Even if there’s lava down there, Laura-tan wouldn’t lose a single hair.

– Talking about Laura-tan’s hair! There shouldn’t be such a thing! (Message deleted)

Thunk.

Laura landed lightly.

‘Underground, huh.’

“Feels like I’ve come down a few hundred feet.”

– Ack, a few hundred feet! 

– Laura-tan, please!

A wail echoed through the chat window.

“…Honestly, they can’t even understand the basics of units.”

Other races just couldn’t grasp the Great Elven Units.

It was probably due to their inferior intelligence. 

These amateurs.

‘How useful it is to use units based on the human body.’

One day, she’d change everyone’s perception of this through her broadcasts.


Snap.

With a flick of her fingers, the surroundings brightened up.

The Spirit of Light had exercised its power.

Blessed by all spirits, she could easily wield their strength.

“What… is this place?”

Aura’s usually calm expression hardened.

“The light… was devoured?”

The light from the Spirit of Light disappeared without any effect.

Even though it was a force far superior to simple light magic, it couldn’t illuminate this space.

“……”

A cold sweat trickled down Aura’s back.

This place.

It wasn’t ordinary.

As long as the spirits protected her, no attack could reach her.

Until she had been defeated by that strange opponent who could stop time in the duel tournament, she had never known fear.

But this atmosphere.

Sensing something was wrong, Aura gulped.

The light wouldn’t shine.

When she tried to sense her surroundings, she felt only an empty void.

Thanks to the spirits, her senses could normally detect even the tiniest details within a ten-mile radius, yet she sensed nothing but emptiness here.

Aura slowly lifted her gaze.

Even the entrance she had just passed through was gone.

Thud.

Aura launched herself off the ground.

With the help of the Spirit of Wind, she ascended a thousand feet, yet the entrance she’d seen moments before was nowhere to be found.

Only an abyss of pitch-black darkness remained.

Her heart sank.

“…This can’t be happening.”

Trapped?

Aura concluded that she was ensnared in a prison-like barrier.

The entrance had vanished, and the light from the spirits couldn’t penetrate the area.

There was no explanation except for some magical interference.

Feeling a chill, she tried to regain composure and activated her broadcasting screen.

But nothing happened.

Not only the chat window, but even the broadcast management system screen wouldn’t open.

–This can’t be happening, right?

She tried other status windows, but none responded to her call.

…Don’t mess with me.

The system windows wouldn’t open.

That meant even logging out was impossible.

In other words, there was no way out.

“Don’t mess with me!”

Boom!

Reacting to her rising emotions, the spirits of water and fire unleashed their powers.

A fierce explosion of violet energy enveloped the surroundings.

“Haa… haa…”

Yet, nothing changed.

The violet glow briefly illuminated the area, only to be swallowed by the darkness, just like the Spirit of Light’s power.

And then—

Voom.

“No, no!”

The spirits around Aura began to disappear one by one.

Since the closed space cut off the connection to the spirit world, they could not replenish their energy and vanished after exhausting what they had accumulated.

“D-Don’t leave me alone…”

Thud.

Aura collapsed, squeezing out a pitiful voice.

In the center of this infinite, inescapable darkness, where she could perceive nothing, and no audience or spirits remained, the frail elf sobbed.

“What is this? A bug?”

Albus, checking Rudera’s system, noticed a player who had fallen out of the map into some outer space.


“Strange. There shouldn’t be any bugs.”

There was no way a player’s authority would allow them to break through the map.

If that were possible, Rudera would have been a chaotic mess from bugs long ago.

Well, I’d better get her out of there.

With his authority, Albus touched Aura’s level.
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Rustle.

The small elf, curled up like a shrimp in her sleep, slowly raised herself.

She looked around with a blank face for a moment, her two pointed ears drooping low.

“So… it wasn’t a dream.”

As she woke, the reality of her situation closed in on her.

She had returned to a place of darkness where no one could reach her, where no one would come to her aid.

Clench.

Aura tightened her fist.

“…No.”

‘I am the protector of the elves. A master of spirit magic. Even the Regents and the Queen herself rely on me—there’s no way I’m letting this darkness defeat me.’

Slowly, Aura rose to her feet.

It was disgraceful behavior for an elf warrior with as much experience as her.

“Hmph, h-hmph.”

Luckily, with the broadcast cut off, no one had seen her disgrace.

“This great Laura feels no fear!”

Recalling her composed self from her broadcasting days, she managed to drive away the fear.

“Even if this is a prison of darkness, it’s all part of the world the GM created. The answer has to be somewhere.”

Aura took a step in one direction.

In the abyss of darkness where no light reached, she had no sense of direction.

It had been so long since she entered this place that she couldn’t even tell if she had come from above or below.

‘But even so, that’s all there is to it.’

Every world the GM created had spatial limits.

She didn’t know what this prison entailed, but if she kept moving forward, she’d eventually reach the edge.

She would tear through that boundary and escape.

With the thought that there might be a way out of this situation, Aura felt a little more at ease.

There’s no way this prison could trap someone like the great Laura. She would escape soon enough!

She walked ten miles.

Then a hundred miles.

Then a hundred thousand miles.

It was at this point that Aura became certain: her plan was flawed.

Without any means to track time, she couldn’t be precise, but she was sure she had traversed a distance greater than the width of a continent.

Yet, throughout this ordeal, she had not once felt sleepy, hungry, or thirsty.

Even with the most conservative estimate, several months should have passed by now.

‘…What in the world is happening to me?’

Laura struggled to keep herself conscious, clinging to her sanity, but she was nearing her limit.

There was no way out of this prison.

No matter how much time passed, she couldn’t sleep, eat, or drink.

Those needs didn’t even exist here, so she couldn’t die.

It was as if someone had designed the most horrific prison to make her endure eternal suffering.

“No…”

A terrible thought crossed Aura’s mind.

If she didn’t experience bodily functions, if she didn’t need sleep, food, or water…

Does that mean she wouldn’t age?

Elves generally didn’t show signs of aging. 

That’s why, despite her elder age, she appeared youthful. 

However, after a thousand years, her lifespan would typically end naturally.

But considering what she had endured in this space, she doubted she would even die a natural death here.

‘Eternally… suffering in this darkness?’

She would live alone in this horrifying, fearsome world, forever.

“No, no!”

Dying would be better.

To live forever in this hell?

“No!”

Tears of terror began to fill her eyes.

“Let me out!”

Was this all the GM’s doing?

What had she done to deserve this?

She had never defied the GM, never blasphemed the divine!

“Let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out, let me out…”

After walking for over a year, the mask she had worn to help her avoid facing reality finally shattered, and her eyes were engulfed in madness.

There was no hope left.

Two years since the noclip phenomenon trapped her in this unknown world.

Aura lay there, half-accepting the reality.

She had thought about it tirelessly for a year.

Why had she been condemned to this?

Did the GM truly wish to punish her?

How could she earn the GM’s forgiveness?

The cause of her pitiful state had now become the punishment of the GM within her.

Her last remaining hope was that the GM would take her out of this place.

She thought and thought again about how to quell the GM’s wrath.

She wanted to abandon thought altogether and let her mind dissolve.

She wanted to escape this torment, even if it meant going mad.

But there was too much to lose.

All the fans waiting outside, expecting her to return and tell them she was alright.

She lay for a year, doing nothing, pondering a way out.

But no solution came to her.

How could she calm the GM’s anger when she had done nothing wrong?

“What did I do wrong?!”

She had called out to the GM countless times.


Begging him to end this pain.

To set her free.

Yet, no answer ever returned.

Ten years passed.

Giving up on any response from the GM, Aura abandoned her attempts at communication.

And she thought of a new solution.

The reason she couldn’t escape now was because she didn’t have the strength.

Born with an unmatched affinity for spirits, Aura had never needed any means other than the spirits.

Why struggle to master other powers when she could simply ask the spirits to do it better?

She had neglected all else, but now, with her connection to the spirits severed, this was her last hope.

One hundred years had passed.

“It’s done! The eighth circle!”

Aura cheered, feeling the presence of the eighth ring within her.

—Oh! Impressive, Aura!

“Heh. Keep praising me.”

Hearing the GM’s voice nearby, Aura sniffled with a small smile.

—Can you leave here now?

・・・Sorry, Aura.

“Why are you apologizing, GM? It’s because I was incapable.”

No one had helped her, yet Aura had trained alone, reaching the status of a grand mage.

If the outside world had seen this through a broadcast, her accomplishments would have shocked the continent.

But an additional issue had arisen along the way.

—I couldn’t set the world right and couldn’t save Aura.

“Don’t worry about it. I know it wasn’t intentional.”

Aura’s mind, on the verge of madness, had created a hallucination.

A secret friend only she could see, born from the depths of her mind—GM.

…I’ll definitely save you, Aura.

“Hehe… I’ll be waiting, my GM.”

Falling deeper into this world, she could think of nothing but GM.

Her mind was filled with him, eventually conjuring his illusion.

At first, she had grabbed him by the collar, demanding to be freed, but all he did was apologize repeatedly.

In her vision, a sinister god from another dimension had kidnapped Aura, and GM was struggling to find her but hadn’t succeeded yet.

If Albus had heard, he would’ve scoffed at such an absurd tale conjured by Aura.

After two years, the idea formed in her mind that maybe the GM wasn’t against her but was trying to save her.

Thus, a story unfolded unconsciously, where she ended up in her current state because of his inability to rescue her.

She had never actually met GM or known him well, so every detail was shaped by her imagination.

His face, personality, body—everything, made just to her taste.

An ideal god conversed with her, and eventually, Aura fell in love with GM.

“But I will reach the ninth circle. I’ll leave this place and meet GM.”

—Aura.

“And when we meet…just the two of us…can we do all the things we couldn’t before?”

Blushing, Aura twiddled her fingers.

GM chuckled as he watched her.

Clink.

The space where GM—or the hallucination she believed was GM—had been shattered.

It fractured like glass, letting out a sacred light.

“No… it can’t be.”

Aura knew what this light was, even though she had never seen it before.


—Aura.

A light she had only witnessed in her imagination, a light she had longed to see.

—My young lamb, do not fear.

The GM’s power reached her.

—I am the GM.
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She lifted her eyelids.

It felt like she had been dreaming for a long time.

“Laura, you’re awake!”

As she raised her upper body, the chat window in the corner of her vision started to explode with messages.


	“Host, did you not sleep?”


	“How can you sleep in a place like this? It’s dangerous!”


	“It’s fine. Even if the monsters swarm, they can’t break through the Spirit’s Rainbow Shield, right?”



She thought it was a broadcast from the distant past.

But for some reason, Aura had returned to the moment before she fell into the Abyss.

After gathering information from her viewers, Aura realized that she had been lying in the field, asleep, for five hours.

‘The memories I experienced there… or thought I experienced… were they all just a dream?’

A hundred years of suffering in the Abyss.

And at the end of that torment, my Lord… was it all just a dream?

Though her mind had been ravaged and broken over those hundred years, it somehow returned to normal.

Could it really be that everything was nothing more than a figment of her imagination?

Was it not real?

She remembered the countless conversations she’d had with the GM over decades.

She remembered his warm embrace in their final moments.

Even though she ultimately lost consciousness in his arms, she could still recall the sensation, the touch, even the scent…

“I’m sorry, everyone, but today’s broadcast is…”

As she tried to turn off the broadcast to sort out the confusing situation, a word on her status window caught her eye.

Aura’s lips lifted into a subtle smile.

Title: [Saint]

“Of course. It couldn’t have been a dream.”

Her mind returned intact, and even time had rolled back.

It all made perfect sense.

It was my Lord’s effort for me.

“Really… You could have just come to me yourself.”

Was he feeling guilty for his delayed help?

Our GM has always been so shy.

It doesn’t matter.

We’ll meet again.

Even if he hides his identity, it won’t matter.

As long as I remember that scent, there’s no way I won’t find him.

***

“Guide.”

“Ah, Master? What brings you here?”

Stepping into the system room governing Rudera, he saw the guide elegantly sipping coffee in front of dozens of monitors.

“I had something to check.”

Albus sat down in front of a monitor and brought up Rudera’s status window.

“…Strange.”

He had pulled out an elf who had fallen into a bug and treated her mental damage before sending her back.

But something was odd about that bug, so he came to the system room for a closer look.

‘It’s been less than five hours since that elf slipped into the back rooms due to a noclip phenomenon. Then why does her status window show that she spent over a hundred years wandering in that place?’

Ordinarily, one would think time flows differently over there.

But that couldn’t be right.

‘The space where I fought that [System] creature was over there. There’s no way the flow of time would be different.’

Even when two godlike beings clashed, the flow of time had never twisted.

If there had been even a slight difference in the time flow, he wouldn’t have been able to ascend to divinity by drawing real-time divinity from across the continent.

Moreover…

Albus pulled up the player Aura’s status window through the command menu.

The time flowing for her now matched reality.

So, that means…

‘The five hours since she disappeared until I found her… In that time, a blank hundred years was created within her.’

An incomprehensible anomaly had occurred, creating a hundred-year void not belonging to Rudera.

The guide, sitting beside him, sipped her coffee.

“Come to think of it, Guide. Didn’t Akuyuham send in a report about those so-called Liberators?”

“Hmm? Oh, that. It was nothing significant. No movements noted. We’ll keep monitoring, that sort of thing.”

“…Is that so?”

“Yeah.”

It was a mundane conversation, but something felt off.

“Guide.”

“What?”

“Don’t you dislike coffee?”

The guide took another sip.

She didn’t like coffee.

Both the future guide and the present guide disliked it.

In fact, she preferred sweet strawberry shakes.

“Ah, my mistake.”

There was no way she would savor coffee like this.

“The aroma was just too good, so I couldn’t help myself. Whoops?”

The guide made a fist and lightly knocked it against her head with a mischievous smile.

“I never thought our Albus would be this perceptive.”

“…Who are you?”

The current guide was practically divine, a fusion of present and future guides.

For someone to possess her…

Could such a thing even be possible?

“A bit disappointing, isn’t it? You noticed that the owner of this body has changed, but you don’t recognize your own mother?”

“What are you talking about?”

This place was inside Rudera.

It seemed like an attempt to confuse me, but in this space, where I am the GM, I hold absolute power.

“You stole my guide’s body, and now you’re trying to deceive me?”

Therefore, there was no need to risk a conversation to extract information.


[System Down – Target: Guide]

[Freeze]

Vroom.

The commands activated according to my will.

“Oh my.”

The guide, who had been rising gracefully from her seat, froze completely in place.

Even if the opponent was a god capable of taking over the guide’s body, as long as they were within the guide, they were under my control.

By my command, the control over the body was stripped away.

“Whoever you are, I’ll rip out your entire identity and extract it from the guide.”

I slowly approached the guide.

Under the GM’s absolute authority, the mysterious entity that had entered the guide could not move an inch.

Vroom.

Placing my hand over the guide’s head, I delved into her mind, just as I had done when viewing her past and future memories.

And then…

And then…

My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥

My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥

!!!

“Hah… Hah…”

Somehow, I found myself outside, having been flung out.

Panting heavily, I tried to calm my breathing.

What… what had I just seen in there?

I thought there was nothing left to surprise me after battling [System] and others, but the sight I had just witnessed was on a whole different level.

“Our son. Were you that eager to see your mother’s precious place?”

Through the guide’s lips, another voice spoke.

“With your current skills, you can’t properly reach this mother’s secret place.”

“…Who are you?”

A swirling maelstrom of madness that defied understanding.

From within that whirlwind, I could make out only one thing.

A love for her son.

That love, twisted and contorted through eternity, had blackened into an abyss.

“Hmph. It seems this version of my son is still somewhat lacking♥. Well, I suppose there’s no helping it.”

The guide, who had been speaking clearly moments ago, suddenly lost consciousness and collapsed.

The strange presence that had called me “son” had departed from within her.

[Mother will come back for you, son. Wait a little while, and I’ll adjust your stature to be just right for you.]

Leaving only a faint lingering thought with her voice embedded,

“Oh, my dear son, aren’t you just so gallant?”

The remnant thought of the demon god grimaced, flying away as if in agony.

***

‘I had barely managed to escape.’

‘Even with the immense divine power I had gained after defeating the foreign god in the Void, I had nearly been undone by a single command of Albus’s authority.’

Within Rudera, Albus had ascended to the position of an omnipotent, absolute deity, perfected through battles with foreign gods.

No one could hope to defeat Albus within that realm.

Had Albus not faltered at the sight of the demon god’s insane inner thoughts, if his authority had not wavered, she might have been trapped and captured.

‘Although being restrained by my son and subjected to binding play could be enjoyable, now wasn’t the time.’

“I must reclaim my son first.”

Not this current version, but his former incarnation.

I had to reclaim the very first son born from the demon goddess Men Hera.

Though Albus had ascended to godhood within Rudera, holding the powers of GM faith and Rudera’s authority, he was not yet a complete god.

His presence was insufficient as a deity who couldn’t  sustain divinity beyond Rudera.

Only by achieving a complete stature, one that could maintain godhood even outside, could the son of his former life be resurrected.

Thus, I subtly manipulated Empress Lea, managed an organization, exiled elves to the underworld, and orchestrated various schemes to increase believers and elevate faith in the GM.

All so that one day, Albus could awaken with even stronger faith.

One day, so that his original, past consciousness could resurface, consume Albus’s current consciousness, and restore itself.

“It seems I need to quicken the pace.”

It had been inevitable that Albus would discover my true nature.

I welcomed my son’s obsession, but this timing was somewhat inconvenient.


Delaying the return of his original consciousness could not be allowed.

This would be good for Albus.

After all, it involved increasing believers and spreading divine power.

“So, please wait just a little longer.”

My beloved son♥
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I confirmed the disappearance of the unknown entity that had taken over the guide’s body, and caught the guide as he collapsed.

“Apologies, Master. That was unsightly of me.”

“No, Guide. … I didn’t notice anything either.”

I had thought the incident with the world boss who had gone berserk after an unnatural boost, was merely one of the guide’s antics… but it seems it wasn’t her doing after all.

“Thank you, Master.”

I supported the guide, whose legs had gone weak, and helped her sit down in a chair.

“Are you feeling alright? Has your mind fully returned?”

“Heh. Thanks to you intimidating that creature, I was able to recover completely. Thank you, Master.”

I scanned the guide using the GM’s authority.

Fortunately, the unknown entity had left completely, and the guide had returned to her normal self.

“When that creature possessed me, I could feel its emotions. When you froze my body with your power, the creature felt startled. It must have realized it couldn’t stand against you in this world of Rudera, so it fled.”

So that calm demeanor was all just a bluff?

“I’m glad you’re safe. By the way, if you could sense its emotions, do you know who it might be?”

Though it may have fled, recognizing it couldn’t overcome me, it was still a formidable being, strong enough to nearly consume the guide. 

Quick action would be necessary to counter anything it might plan.

“Yes. If the strange energy I felt in its emotions wasn’t fabricated, then it was a demonic aura.”

“Demonic aura… no way.”

“I think it was the Demon God. Menhera, the god of the demon race.”

The Demon God, who was the original master of the Demon King, who now serves me.

If it truly was the Demon God, then the background of that scene I glimpsed makes sense.

But… the most shocking part of what I saw was…

“However, the peculiar, sticky emotion it felt toward you was… unusual.”

I recalled the moment I had inserted my [Eye] into the guide’s depths.

A world warped by obsession for one specific individual.

The Demon God’s mind held only one thought.

“Ah.”

“A deep, lingering affection… Whether that could be called love, I don’t know, but it was something close to love.”

Love? Toward me?

Come to think of it, it did speak as if it were my mother.

But the mother of this body, Albus, is alive and well, the Duchess of Vernier’s estate. 

A mere human like her wouldn’t be capable of such things.

So then, why would the Demon God call itself my mother…

‘Don’t you recognize your mother?’

That strange gaze, as though it was looking at me but seeing someone else.

‘Mother will come to take her son back.’

It considers me its son.

‘But at your current level…’

And then, something about my “level.”

‘I’ll bring your rank up to where it should be…’

Every word left a chilling conclusion.

It calls me “son,” yet it doesn’t consider me it’s true son.

Strictly speaking, I am Albus, yet I am not Albus. 

I’m a reincarnated soul in Albus’s body from another world.

If it considered the original Albus as its son, it would make some sense.

But this isn’t a possession; it’s a reincarnation, so the original Albus shouldn’t even exist anymore, right?

“Master. As I listen to your theory, I recall something.”

“Recall something?”

“Everything the Demon God did when it possessed me—it was all to intensify people’s faith in you.”

By inciting the berserk rampage of the World Boss, the Archdemon, it united the players, consolidating their trust in the GM.

Guiding the liberators of Empress Lea to instill reliance on the GM among the people.

Using the title system to encourage fervor in their faith toward the GM.

“…”

“Yes. My actions towards you in the past were all aimed at making you a god.”

In the future, the guide wanted me to ascend to godhood to counter [System]. 

But with [System] having retreated and the continent now isolated, there was no longer a need, so the guide had abandoned that plan…

But now, the Demon God seems to be attempting the same thing?

Why?

It loves me, but it doesn’t “love” me. 

It wants to make me a god.

Following these two verified facts, I continued reasoning.

And the conclusion I reached was…

“…Impossible.”

If my theory is correct, the Demon God must be stopped at all costs.

“…Huh? Master, wait.”

The guide seemed to sense something, pressing a finger to her ear as she spoke.

“The World Boss has been released.”

***

Somewhere in Rudera…

“Eris! Stop!”

A woman, her hand placed on a massive glacier sealing the Archdemon Meiru, turned at the sound of the call.

“Sister.”

“Why are you doing this? It’s a demon. Why would you release the demon that the GM sealed to unite the players?”

The “GM”?

The evil god who used me as a hostage to brainwash my sister.

Because of that, she now truly respects and follows that god, despite it treating her as nothing more than a convenient pawn.

“No, Sister. This is all for you.”

Right now, my sister couldn’t understand. 

The GM’s mental manipulation was too strong. 

No matter what I say, she wouldn’t come to her senses.

‘But if I use the power of this demon…’


A power so immense, even the GM couldn’t completely seal it, needing all of Rudera’s players to lend their strength.

If I can harness the power of this archdemon, a being that has reached godhood, I can break the GM’s rule and free my sister from this curse.

“So please wait just a little longer, Sister.”

Hexagonal magic circles formed around Eris’s hand.

Countless hexagons combined geometrically, forming a cylindrical structure around the glacier.

The glacier that sealed the archdemon began to tremble as though experiencing an earthquake.

Despite the aid of the liberators, she was able to break even part of the system’s binding, a testament to her magical talent.

“No, Eris!”

Kuwaaaaaaang!

When the tremors reached a certain level, the glacier emitted thick smoke as it exploded.

-Who has freed me?

A terrifying aura exuded from the smoke.

“Archdemon Meiru. I am Lakrimosa. I am the demon who released you.”

Two large, blood-red eyes looked down at Eris.

“I propose a contract!”

-A contract, is it? What do you seek?

“The annihilation of the evil god GM! And the liberation of my sister!”

-Payment. A price must be paid.

“What do you require?”

A demonic hand stretched out, pointing at her.

-Your soul. That should suffice.

“…”

My sister sacrificed herself to the evil god to save me.

If it’s to save her, I’ll gladly offer my soul.

But why?

Why am I hesitating?

My sister didn’t hesitate the way I am.

Tears streamed down from Eris’s eyes.

So this is it.

If I disappear, my sister will be sad.

That’s why this is so painful.

Crunch.

But… it’s all my sister’s fault.

She was the one who sacrificed herself to save me first.

So my sacrifice is only fair, isn’t it?

“No, Eris! Please!”

The sound of her sister’s pleading voice from behind was almost unbearable.

Ignoring it with difficulty, Eris slowly walked toward the demon’s outstretched hand.

The demon extended its palm downward, allowing her to step onto it.


	It’s a contract.



“I, Eris, offer Lakrimosa as the price. In return, I wish for the eradication of GM and my sister’s freedom.”


	The contract is sealed.



Woosh.

The demon’s flames engulfed Eris’s body.

Goodbye, sister.

Thank you, sister.

I’m sorry.

Please, be happy.

The demon’s hand reached out and touched Eris’s soul.

!!!

At that moment, she felt the demon’s intent touch her soul.

“You! You never intended to keep the contract!”


	The demon honors the contract.



“Lies! You said you’d set my sister free! But you plan to kill her!”


	Isn’t that true freedom? How tedious.



“You—!”


	Muhahahaha!



The tears that had been streaming down Eris’s cheeks turned blood red.

I’ve been deceived.

How foolish of me.

I believed absolutely in the demon’s commitment to the contract and took action.

What was I thinking, releasing a demon that could easily crush me and my sister?

Eris felt as though something had possessed her up until now.

I’m sorry, sister.

Because of me, you’re going to die, too.

What have I done?

I… I…

But it was already too late to regret.

The contract was sealed, and even if it weren’t, there was no way she could defeat a demon that even GM couldn’t overcome with her own power.

Eris could only watch as the great demon prepared to devour her soul alive…

Slice.

“…Huh?”

In the next moment, the demon’s gigantic arm was severed.


	Kyaaaaah! My arm! My arm!



Thud.

Along with the fallen arm, Eris plummeted downward, but something soft caught her from behind.

“S-sister?”

The sister I know, the sister I love.

But now, dressed in black latex-like clothing, her presence was somehow different.

…

Without a word, Eris’s sister, the saintess Marfa, gently set Eris down and rose into the air.

The sight before Eris was beyond belief—her sister had severed the arm of the creature that the united armies of the entire continent had only managed to seal, unable to inflict any real injury.

Woosh.

Flames ignited in Marpha’s hand.

Crack.

When she hurled the flame at the demon, it transformed into a spear and pierced the demon right in the chest.

-Curse it!

-You mortal!

-What kind of attack is this?!

The great demon began writhing in agony, the flame spear lodged in its chest.

-Aaaaargh!

The scene was so surreal.

Eris could only stare up at her sister in a daze.

[Title: Saintess]

Crackle.

[Title: XX]

Crackle.

[Title: Queen]


Moments later…

“What is this…”

-I am but a lowly swine succumbing to the ecstasy of Her Majesty’s punishment. Oink oink.

Though it was a genderless demon, the great demon had somehow been subdued by her sister, crawling on the ground.

In the face of this scene that defied all logic, Eris abandoned the very notion of trying to understand.
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“No, Eris!”

Kuwaaang!

The glacier erupted alongside Eris’s magic.

Within that explosion, I sensed the awakening of an evil being, one that had been sealed under the GM’s authority.

“Who has freed me?”

Just hearing that voice made my entire body tremble.

A being so powerful that no mere mortal could comprehend it was looking down at Eris and me.

“I propose a contract!”

“A contract, is it? And what is it that you desire?”

A contract?

No, Eris.

This is not something we can handle.

Eris mentioned that even the GM could only seal this great demon away instead of destroying it.

And now she’s talking about a contract with such a powerful entity.

What if it ignores our plea and simply devours us, mortals that we are?

We wouldn’t even be able to escape on our own.

“The annihilation of the evil god GM! And the liberation of my sister!”

“There is a price. A price is required.”

No! 

This must be stopped!

I tried to move my legs to approach Eris and stop her. 

Or, at least, I tried.

But my legs felt rooted to the ground, as if they were glued in place.

I was like prey standing before a predator, unable to move.

“What do you desire?”

The demon pointed a long finger at Eris.

“Your soul. That should be enough.”

Eris hesitated.

She mustn’t hesitate.

This is a terrible, dangerous contract that shouldn’t even be an option.

“No, Eris! Please!”

It’s all my fault.

Who would have thought she’d believe that I was being sold off after I received the title of Saint from the GM?

If only I hadn’t hidden the stress I’d accumulated while fulfilling my duty as the Blue Saint from Eris.

If only I’d told her that the GM didn’t want any compensation for the healing she received.

Then maybe Eris wouldn’t have fallen in with those strange so-called liberators and ended up like this.

“It is a contract.”

“In exchange for Lakrimosa, I seek the annihilation of GM and the liberation of my sister.”

“The contract is sealed.”

Fwoosh!

“Oto…?”

I was too late.

The flames of the contract wrapped around Eris.

In front of my very eyes, I lost my little sister.

The only family I had left…

“Liar! You said you’d free my sister! You’re planning to kill her!”

“That is true freedom, isn’t it? How unsightly.”

“You…!”

“Mwahahahaha!”

The demon and Eris exchanged words.

This was a gruesomely cruel reality.

The little sister whom the GM’s grace had returned to me…my precious little sister…now ensnared by that hideous demon…

Crunch.

That special gift from GM… bestowed upon me… sullied by that filthy creature…

My entire body burned.

All of a sudden, an ominous energy surrounded me, coming from nowhere.

“Oh, Saint, so cute!”

“Our dear Saint!”

“The Saint must have missed me!”

“I cried because our Saint didn’t call me!”

The countless thoughts of players I had encountered through the broadcast system began to converge.

What was once unpleasant, mere stress to me, became my strength.

The beliefs, thoughts, and recognition of all those I’d met as the GM’s Saint flowed into me.

A succubus is a temptress, a controller.

One who seduces those stronger than herself and makes them hers, enslaving them.

It’s said the first Succubus Queen gained strength rivaling that of a Demon Lord solely through her charms, subjugating all demonic beings.

‘What is this?’

Suddenly, alongside these thoughts, information about the nature of succubi filled my mind.

Why?

It was as if someone had poured knowledge directly into my brain…

Of course.

The GM, for me…

He extends his grace once again to rescue his Saint from despair.

As long as the GM is with me…

Nothing can withstand my allure.

With the combined thoughts and energy, I became one with the magic.

I had become a queen.

Snip.

“…Huh?”


With a mere thought, the demon’s arm fell away.

“Argh! My arm! My arm!”

Thud.

I caught Eris, who had been freed from the demon’s grasp.

“S-Sister?”

The GM had saved my most precious family.

I can now protect my precious family, who must not be lost, with my own power—the power bestowed upon me by the GM.

After placing Eris safely on the ground, I took to the skies, drawing forth sacred flames.

In the ultimate state of our race, as revealed to me by the GM, I have reached the highest echelon attainable by a succubus: the level of [Queen].

Whoosh.

Alongside my heightened faith, I can wield the authority of the [Queen] within the holy flames.

Crash.

“Damn it! You mortal! What is this attack?!”

The power to subdue any opponent and enslave them, regardless of who they are.

Whether they are stronger or more mature than I am doesn’t matter.

Even if they are not male, it doesn’t matter.

Before the superior Queen, all shall kneel.

“Damn it! My body is heating up!”

Title: [Saint]

I am the Saint established by the GM.

And…

Title: [Queen]

I am the Queen.

“I am merely a masochistic boar who reaches ecstasy from the Queen’s attacks! Oink!”

“The issue… is resolved.”

The guide, watching the situation unfold on the monitor, looked utterly dumbfounded.

“What on earth happened here?”

Even with her extraordinary mental resilience and computational skills, the guide couldn’t process the current situation.

***

Though I felt my own mind drifting, I forced myself to stay rational and assess the situation.

The succubus saint, Marfa, who was the administrator of the broadcasting system, had awakened.

Her younger sister, Eris, had unsealed the World Boss to bring down the GM.

The reason Eris wanted to bring down the GM was because the GM had captured her beloved sister and enslaved her.

‘What a ridiculous misunderstanding.’

Misunderstandings have their limits.

There’s no way that the reclusive, sickly succubus, confined to her room and isolated, would have thought of such a thing alone.

Someone must have manipulated and deceived her.

According to Akuyuham’s report, that someone is the Flame emperor.

Considering that a demon god lurks behind the Flame emperor, this entire scheme was likely her doing.

The Archdemon Meiru becomes abnormally powerful, and Eris attempts to release that great demon…

‘But why?’

Why would the demon god go through such trouble to create this situation?

Without understanding the reason, I merely observed and monitored them.

No matter how strong the Archdemon Meiru is, he could be erased with a single command line.

Though I felt sorry for Marfa, gathering information was my top priority.

Then, something beyond imagination happened.

Marfa, the frail succubus who held only the broadcasting system’s administrator rights I had given her, drew forth all of her latent demonic power, awakening as a…

Succubus Queen—the ultimate form of a succubus.

Every race possesses what is known as a limiter.

It is the racial limit, ingrained with the legacies of generations within every race.

Often referred to as the pinnacle that only the most outstanding figures or heroes of that race can reach.

Yet Marfa reached it in an instant.

Through this single awakening, Marfa had obtained the strongest power within the bounds of causality, ascending to a level equivalent to a Demon Lord.

“Our pitiful boar. Would you break the contract with Eris?”

“…Yes! Everything according to the Queen’s will!”

Even though this situation was dramatic and Marfa’s feelings for her sister were special, this was beyond belief.

“The contract I made is with a fictitious woman named Lakrimosa! Lady Eris is entirely free from my contract!”

“Heheh. Our little piggy is adorable.”

“Oink!-…”

Succubi are of the demonic race.

The demon god manages the limiter of the demonic race.

I was now certain that she had interfered with Marfa.

From the perfectly subdued Marfa, a vast amount of divine energy poured into me.

‘…I hoped it wasn’t true. But it was.’

I was now certain.

The demon god’s objective is to bestow as much lore and fitting titles as possible on players and strengthen their faith in me through repeated manipulation.

Her goal is to turn me into a god.

And if my guess is correct…

She intends to implant a new consciousness within my body.

***

“Yes! Another success! If things continue like this, it’s only a matter of time before our son becomes a god!”

Seated upon the throne in the deepest part of the Demon Realm, a girl clenched her fists tightly.

“If things continue like this, we can reclaim our son!”

Shake, shake.

“No, no. What am I saying? If my son of the past revives, my current son will perish. Both are precious sons. Are you really willing to kill the son you finally regained?”

The girl shook her head slowly after a brief silence.


“No. What nonsense is this? My son is merely sleeping. As his mother, I must awaken him.”

Tremble.

“Ugh! Stop interfering and go away!”

The demon god, Menhera, shook her head repeatedly.

Once the headache faded, she finally felt a sense of relief.



 
  
    Chapter 125: Title (9)


Rudera Labyrinth, Second Floor

The Great Pyramid

In the depths of an empty pyramid, a young girl sat alone, handling stacks of paperwork.

“Another conflict with the new server, huh? They just don’t get tired of it.”

Zenith, the second apostle, frowned as she managed the crimes of players twisted by greed and stubbornness.

“But ever since that player Dua appeared, these conflicts have been decreasing.”

A newly ranked player who became a central figure among the new server players. 

After her incredible feat of uniting players during a world boss raid, even the original server players, who once shunned those from the new server, began to soften. 

It seemed that seeing a player from the new server with overwhelming strength had a profound effect, especially given that power and status from the real world had initially been the root of the conflicts.

‘From what I’ve gathered from those who participated in the raid, it wasn’t just Dua. The rankers under her command showed skill on par with, if not superior to, the original server players.’

The emergence of a new notable player and the normalization of conflicts. 

Zenith was convinced the GM had intervened.

‘The GM must have felt pity for His lost lambs, sending a prophet like Dua to guide them.’

Just as she and her predecessor, the apostle Rebecca, had been chosen, Zenith believed the GM had prepared Dua to lead the players toward harmony. 

Her name, Dua, even derived from Duamutep, the god of the beastkin whose name had long since faded.

“…That should do it.”

Zenith stretched as she placed the last document aside and rose from her chair. 

The hour was late, the time when most of the priests of the GM cult, including the beast king who worked alongside her, had long gone to sleep.

Though still young, Zenith was adamant about carrying her own weight, despite everyone’s attempts to lighten her burden.

“The harder I work, the better it is for the GM.”

It was only natural to her, a duty to the benefactor and beloved Lord she revered.

“Right, my Lord?”

Zenith reached into her pocket and took out a handmade doll she had crafted, rubbing it affectionately against her cheek. 

It was her impression of the GM, though her craftsmanship left it looking quite rough and hard to recognize.

Yet Zenith cherished it, firmly believing the GM’s spirit resided within the doll.

“My Lord, did I work hard today too?”

Giggling to herself, she nestled the doll against her face, enjoying the moment with no one around to see her.

Bang!

A loud noise echoed from outside the office.

“What was that?”

She was certain no one else was in the pyramid. 

What on earth could have made that sound?

Carefully, she tucked the doll, now damp from her affection, into her chest and opened the door to step outside. 

Though the likelihood was slim, she couldn’t rule out the possibility of an intruder and had to be cautious.

‘I am the only apostle directly appointed by the GM.’

All of the GM cult’s followers, including the GM himself, rested on her shoulders. 

She had to make the right decisions.

As she opened the door and took her first step into the darkened corridor—

Bang!

“Ah!”

The door she had just walked through slammed shut with a loud crash.

“What the…!”

Something was there. 

Something that was clearly playing tricks on her, targeting her specifically.

Zenith turned swiftly, reaching for the doorknob to uncover the identity of whoever was taunting her.

But—

“It’s gone…”

The doorknob was missing. 

No, the door itself had vanished. 

Where there had been a door moments before, there was now only an ordinary wall, as if the door had never existed.

Even within the labyrinth of Rudera, such a phenomenon defied human comprehension.

A wave of fear washed over her.

Squish.

“Ah!”

As she stumbled backward in terror, a soft sensation pressed against her chest. 

The doll of the GM she had tucked there.

Right. I’m not alone.

If anything happens, the GM will come to my rescue. 

Why should I be afraid?

Hugging the beloved GM doll tightly, Zenith regained her calm.

Regaining her composure, she began to explore the corridor, taking in her surroundings through her enhanced vision in the dim light. 

Soon, she realized—

This wasn’t the pyramid she had been in.

Nor was it even the Spriggans Desert, the second floor of Rudera.

Instead, she found herself in a strange corridor lined with yellow wallpaper, an endless, unfamiliar place that seemed entirely detached from reality.

She tried breaking through the walls to escape, but the walls regenerated instantly, as if alive, restoring themselves faster than she could destroy them. 

No matter how she tried, it was clear she couldn’t escape by brute force alone.

Is there another way out?

As she wandered through the labyrinthine space, Zenith’s mind began to piece things together.

Some evil presence was trying to deceive and torment her. 

Though she didn’t understand the method, it seemed to be trapping her in this maze to break her spirit.

Perhaps it wanted to witness her forsake her Lord and fall into darkness.

‘Evil.’

But the demon was mistaken.

No matter the trials she faced, as an apostle chosen directly by the GM, she would never renounce Him.

And I believe.

The GM will get me out of here.

***

How much time has passed?


Zenith wandered tirelessly through this labyrinth, hoping to find a way out.

‘Is there an exit somewhere? Is there a way to escape?’

But no matter how much she searched, no path to freedom revealed itself. 

In the dark corridors devoid of even a single window, she couldn’t tell if days were passing or if time itself had stopped.

‘How many days has it been? Or could it have been months by now?’

Feeling restless, Zenith hugged her cherished GM close.

“Lord… am I going to turn into an old lady at this rate?”

Living here was torture, but she held on, trusting that the GM was with her.

Much later…

“……”

Zenith’s hair had turned rough and dry.

She was at her limit.

‘I can’t take this anymore. Staying in this endlessly repeating space… I feel like I’m going to lose my mind.’

A buzzing sound echoed, and in Zenith’s hand, her beloved sword, [TIT Vp], materialized.

“I’m getting out of here!”

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang!

She attacked fiercely, unleashing all her pent-up frustration.

‘I can’t stand it. Let me out of here.’

Despite her unwavering faith in the GM, she was still just a young girl, and her mind could only bear so much.

Keekeekee

Roaaaar

As she cut down the endlessly regenerating walls, strange noises echoed from both ends of the corridor.

It was a chilling sound, like the cries of monsters.

“Heh. Trying to stop me now, huh?”

Sensing the approach of hundreds of monsters, Zenith smirked. 

The infinite labyrinth might terrify her, but monsters? 

She feared them not.

‘With the GM by my side, who could harm me?’

With a swing of her sword, a massive blade of light shot forth, cutting through the monsters’ ranks.

“Come at me! Come at me!”

Zenith slashed and slashed, cutting down the monsters without mercy.

No matter how powerful they were, before the GM’s apostle, they were nothing but insects.

She cut and cut again.

She cut and cut again.

She cut and cut again.

She kept cutting for a long time.

Thinking that perhaps eliminating all the monsters would break the labyrinth, she swung her sword tirelessly, slashing through every creature in her path. 

But after a while, she sensed something was off.

She had slain at least a million monsters.

‘…Why isn’t it ending?’

Her face hardened as she launched another sword strike toward the approaching monsters.

Something was wrong. 

Very wrong.

‘Is the horde of monsters endless too, just like this labyrinth?’

If that’s the case…

There was no end?

An utterly cruel conclusion dawned on her.

‘Is this my punishment for attempting to break the labyrinth? To be trapped here for eternity, slaying monsters without end?’

‘Will I… never be able to leave?’

Despair washed over her, filling her with a storm of negative emotions.

‘Oh GM… Have you… abandoned me?’

She clenched her cherished GM tightly, feeling the hopelessness settle in as monsters closed in on her from all sides.

But just then—

BOOOOM!

“Huh?!”

A divine light filled the labyrinth.

“C-Could it be… the GM?”

The light was warm, comforting.

“I’m sorry, but I’m not the GM.”

Zenith ’s face turned crimson.

Thump-thump


Her heart raced as if shouting, ‘You’re in trouble now!’

“My dear junior.”

Rebecca, the GM’s first apostle and a banished queen, emerged from the light, holding Zenith in a princess carry.

“Trying to strengthen faith in me through titles, huh? Then how about I stop you from earning any more titles?”

Albus, watching Rebecca and Zenith’s encounter through a monitor, muttered to himself.



 
  
    Chapter 126: Title (10)


A few hours ago, having figured out what the demon was aiming for, I urgently summoned Deus and Alia to discuss countermeasures with the guide and Dua.

Even though I called them without prior notice, both of them came running to the system room without any sign of discomfort, as if it were natural.

“I couldn’t have imagined such a thing was happening.”

Alia’s expression hardened as she listened to what had happened.

“I don’t believe there’s a pure reason for making me a god.”

The demon’s gaze, though directed at me, seemed to look past me, towards something behind.

Since it was my own body, I could tell even more clearly.

“Is it possible to turn me into a god and place another consciousness inside me?”

Alia frowned.

“If the demon is trying to make me a god and then take over my divine body…”

“Impossible!”

She cut me off and sprang to her feet.

“Impossible. When a sentient being accumulates enough virtue to transcend mortal limits, they shed their old flesh and ascend to divinity. You would know, having experienced it.”

She spoke as if declaring it unacceptable, as if not following this path would be an intolerable violation.

I recalled the moment I became a god in the midst of my battle with [System]. 

The aspirations of the continent’s people had gathered to bring me to divinity.

Although I hadn’t fully felt it, as it was only an avatar within Rudera, it seemed that my original body disintegrated, and my spirit matured, evolving repeatedly.

So that’s it!

That’s why it’s impossible to seize my body!

“It seems you’ve realized. Yes. One is reborn around their spirit.”

Seeing my reaction, Alia relaxed, sitting back down with a relieved expression.

To ascend to divinity is to break free from the flesh; the spirit, the soul, is the true essence of a god.

If I were to ascend, the divine essence itself would become my soul, making it impossible for a new ‘me’ to be established within.

It seemed that Guide, as an artificial intelligence rather than a spirit, had been repeatedly overtaken. 

Or perhaps it was due to its connection to the Rudera system.

“So, it’s impossible for the demon to implant a new consciousness within me! …But then, what exactly is the demon after?”

While I no longer feared losing control of my own body, the demon’s intentions remained a mystery.

“No, wait. There is… one thing.”

At that moment, Deus, absorbed in a mini-game gacha with a hazy look on her face, interjected.

Alia’s expression stiffened.

“There is?”

“Alia just doesn’t want to admit it.”

Deus chuckled, speaking with an ease that felt jarringly out of place from a god who usually grumbled whenever I looked.

“If that’s true, then our junior wouldn’t be able to be with Alia.”

“What?”

I couldn’t keep up with Deus’s words and ended up questioning her reflexively.

“Don’t say useless things.”

Alia growled in a low voice.

“Haha, are you planning to keep denying it?”

“Deus.”

“Still denying reality like a child, even after becoming a god? You know what the demon wants, don’t you? And what Albus’s true identity is.”

“Deus!”

Alia stood up abruptly.

Her divine aura whirled violently, crashing down towards Deus.

Boom.

The divinities of the two gods collided.

Rumble.

The system room shook violently.

For a moment, I’d forgotten, having only seen Alia being friendly and Deus living indulgently, engrossed in games. 

Both were monsters who had risen to the highest ranks of gods on the continent.

‘They’re strong.’

Though they fell short of GM’s authority, having their support felt incredibly reassuring.

‘I’d rather they not fight, though.’

The atmosphere was too tense, making me wonder if I should intervene to calm things down.

“It’s already too late. The demon is moving. If things continue, your dearly beloved will be devoured by his past self. Are you just going to stand by and watch that?”

“I…”

“If he’s your beloved… if he’s the one you love, protect him. Find a way. You can’t just lose him like this.”

“I…”

“…”

Alia lowered her head deeply.

With clear internal conflict, she sat back down, looking troubled.

“I’m sorry for the disgraceful display, Albus. …Thank you, Deus. Thanks to you, I was able to pull myself together.”

“Oh, don’t mention it. It’s only natural to help a friend with their romantic matters. Besides, I like Albus too, after all.”

“Please, just… shut up… Haa.”

Was everything okay now?

For reasons I didn’t know, it seemed that Alia and Deus had reconciled. 

I had no idea why they’d fought in the first place, but perhaps the mindset of gods was just different from ours.

“I was so terrified at the thought of Albus being in danger that I almost ran away. But I can’t do that. No. Denying it and running away won’t solve anything. I have to resolve this situation.”

Alia raised her head with a resolute expression. 

Her spirit seemed denser, like she had achieved some kind of inner growth.

‘If I’m being honest, this goddess is probably more of a main character than I am.’

Born at the lowest rung of society, she roamed the battlefield, building her legend and rising above the gods. 

To think that, as a god of war, she continued to fight and grow, eventually becoming a great deity, and now, she had reached yet another realization.

Compared to her, who had risen through struggle, I was fundamentally different—a being who had gained power through unconventional means.

“Albus.”

“Yes… Ah, yes, Lady Alia.”

“I’ll tell you everything. What the Demon God is after, and why you are in danger.”

Hearing Alia’s explanation, my mouth hung open in shock.

“Ever since the continent and the Demon Realm merged, the Demon God has been obsessed with this being. I couldn’t fathom why such an ancient and powerful god would lose their sanity to an obsession… but I never would have guessed it was because of their son.”


Alia’s tone softened, but I was too absorbed in the shocking truth to notice.

So I am… the Demon God’s son.

Or, to be precise, it seems that my past life—a life before even my previous life—was the son of the Demon God.

‘Or perhaps it was even a life before that. Who knows?’

It had been ages since the Demon God lost her son. 

Who could say how many lives I’d reincarnated through since then?

It wasn’t a complete surprise. 

The Demon God had called me “son” before, so I’d suspected there was a reason. 

As someone who had consumed stories, movies, and games, I’d naturally wondered, ‘Wait, do I have some secret of birth or something?’ 

It was just a passing fantasy, though. 

I never expected to actually be the Demon God’s son.

– Long ago, Carthesia said that only I could create Rudera.

Was it not because of my experience on modern Earth, but because of something special about my soul? 

Even after discovering my hidden origins and learning that my existence was unique, I didn’t feel thrilled or happy.

It wasn’t good news for me.

“If I become a god… and if my past life’s persona is resurrected according to the Demon God’s plan, then what will happen to me?”

“…”

Alia, who had resolved to be open, hesitated at this part.

“If your past persona is resurrected, the you of today will be erased.”

Normally, someone becoming a god wouldn’t lose their persona or have a past life’s persona take over. 

But I was a rare case—a peculiar one who, after dying as the child of a god, drifted across dimensions and returned. 

Because of that, if I became a god, only the original divine persona would remain, and my current self would be erased.

“So the task I was trying to accomplish involves killing my own self.”

My guide’s face hardened with shock; he had intended to turn me into a god to prevent [System] after my return.

“Dad…?”

Dua seemed to shrink back, frightened at the idea of my erasure.

“The Demon God has been deeply involved with Rudera. Every one of those acts was to turn you into a god and revive her son’s soul from within yours. We must stop this.”

Yes, we had to stop it.

Now, I could see the direction I needed to take.

I had to prevent the “Title Quest.”

The Title Quest chosen by the Demon God to make me into a god.

“Dad! Dua will help too!”

“…I’m here too, master.”

“Given the danger, it’s only natural for me to step in,” my junior added.

“…Besides, I don’t want Rudera to fall. And I need to save my friend’s husband.”

The Demon God was indeed a formidable enemy, but this was Rudera. 

Here, I was an absolute GM, far more powerful than any godly being.

“Your orders, my god.”

I’d confirmed that the Demon God intended to trap my apostle, Zenith, in the [Dark Space] and grant her the Title. 

With that, I ordered the former princess, Rebecca, now an apostle, to rescue Zenith.

I wanted to avoid strengthening my own divine influence, so I refrained from intervening directly, opening a path using my GM powers. 

Rebecca leapt in heroically among the monsters, rescuing Zenith as she held her close.

‘The Demon God’s attempt to awaken Zenith has been thwarted. I won’t let her gain the Title.’

Just in case, I even froze the Title system.

Now that I fully understood the Demon God’s intentions and methods, it was time for a counterattack.

A hero saving the heroine, just like in the movies.

Zenith’s face was visibly red.


…But, wait, hadn’t Rebecca stabbed Zenith before?

Was it okay for them to be like this?

Stockholm syndrome? 

No, that’s not quite it.

If I had to put a label on it… maybe “knife-love” would fit?



 
  
    Chapter 127: Title (11)


“Hmm…”

A warm, drowsy sensation.

Apostle Zenith rolled around on the bed, caught in its inescapable magic. 

Sunlight poured through the window, blanketing the bed with warmth. 

This was a place entirely different from that dark passage filled with monsters where she couldn’t even see an inch ahead.

Back then, trapped in the endless corridor of darkness, when the salvation of GM had not come, she thought it was all over. 

Yet, here she was, saved.

Zenith thought of the princess who had rescued her—a beautiful figure with a strong, solid frame.

“Haa…”

Just the thought of that brilliant scene made her face flush. 

She remembered how the princess had swept away the horde of monsters in an instant and then held her close.

She was like the quintessential prince from a fairy tale.

Even though Zenith had cleared the rogue-like world on her own and ascended to the position of apostle, she was still a young girl. 

She couldn’t help feeling excited, as if she had become the princess in her favorite stories. 

Or so her brain decided to interpret it.

“What do I do, what do I do, what do I do!”

Zenith clung to her pillow, rolling around on the bed, trying to contain the overwhelming feelings that surged through her.

Thud.

“…Huh?”

At that moment, a small doll fell out from her embrace.

“….”

Zenith froze, locking eyes with the doll. It was a doll she had crafted herself, in the likeness of the GM. 

Meeting the doll’s gaze made her feel as if GM was watching her.

For a follower devoted to the teachings of GM, it was unthinkable to desire worldly love, let alone something secular. 

After all, even nuns and priests belonged solely to GM. 

How could she, an apostle, fall for an ordinary woman…?

And not just any woman, but one who had once defied GM, been punished, and stripped of her position.

“But she didn’t feel like a sinner…”

No matter how hard she tried to brush the thought away, that image wouldn’t leave her mind. 

If she really was a sinner, why had she saved her?

Zenith wanted to deny it. 

The first person she’d ever looked up to…was not only unconventional but had also defied GM.

“What should I do, my Lord…?”

Just then, as Zenith clutched the doll tightly, a soft warmth enveloped her from behind.

“What’s there to figure out?”

The gentle embrace pressed against Zenith’s back. 

Though toned from training, her chest and arms felt warm and soft, and a heavenly scent drifted around her. 

Zenith’s neck stiffened as she slowly turned her head to the side, like a broken machine.

“C-could it be…?!”

When she turned her head, she was greeted by Rebecca’s smiling face, leaning close to her.

Thump, thump.

Zenith felt her heart pounding wildly. 

She hadn’t heard the door open. 

How did she get in? 

Her mind went blank, unable to process.

‘W-what should I do…?!’

“What’s wrong, my cute junior?”

She called her cute!

As Rebecca rubbed her face affectionately against her, Zenith’s senses grew hazy from the warmth. 

This was the same woman who had once ruthlessly pierced her heart. 

But now, for some reason, an endless affection for her was welling up. 

Even with her usual reservations, she felt no awkwardness.

“What’s this doll?”

“Oh…”

Rebecca picked up the doll Zenith was holding, caressing her head affectionately.

“Hmm…”

Rebecca examined the doll briefly.

“Ah!”

Then she tossed it aside.

“Throw away that stupid doll. You’ve got me, don’t you?”

“Re-Rebecca…”

“I’ll fill you with warmth, so you don’t need anything else.”

Rebecca gently laid Zenith down and positioned herself above her.

“Just forget about that and focus on me. Got it?”

“Yes…yes…”

With dazed eyes, Zenith nodded. 

As long as her beloved senior was with her, nothing else mattered. 

A fiery friction warmed her as it enveloped her in its embrace.

Ah.

This…is happiness…

It felt as if she’d finally found her true purpose in life. 

She realized how she’d wasted half her life up until now, how foolishly she had lived. 

Why had she ever devoted herself to something so trivial?

How could she have thought to believe in that god…

…What?

Hold on.

Up until now…?

The haze in Zenith’s eyes, which had been completely entranced by Rebecca until just moments ago, suddenly cleared.

Thud.


Zenith’s hands pushed Rebecca away.

The moment she sensed the strange feeling, everything around her started to feel off.

Why did she feel such an unnatural attraction to this woman?

When she saved her, she had felt some admiration, yes, but nothing to this extent. 

It had been a mild admiration for a cool older sister—nothing more, nothing less.

‘Why did I deny her? What was I thinking?’

The formless divinity that had wrapped around her consciousness shattered.

There was something she must never forget.

Something most precious.

A being who had brought her to where she was now, one she was bound to repay for the rest of her life.

She had forgotten the GM.

“What’s wrong, my cute little junior? Was I too rough?”

Rebecca, naked, leaned toward her once more.

But with her mind now fully restored, Zenith shook herself free and pushed Rebecca away.

“Stay back.”

“Huh?”

“Stay back, you vile demon!”

Boom!

Zenith’s magical energy repelled Rebecca, sending her backward.

Even if I am left alone in the darkness.

Even if the entire world abandons me.

Even if it seems like He doesn’t respond to me.

He is my savior and my Lord.

In that moment, the world surrounding her shattered.

Buzz.

And then, a radiant [Name] descended upon her.

Title: [Hero]

The symbol of unwavering faith.

“Failed, did I?”

Deus retreated with a bitter smile.

“What did you do to make her mental strength resilient enough to break through my manipulation?”

At her question, laced with a tinge of envy, I could only offer a wry smile.

Even though we sent Rebecca in and disrupted the storyline set up by the Demon God, the title still fell upon Zenith.

Despite using the GM’s power to block the title acquisition and attempting to interrupt the conditions midway, we couldn’t stop the title from descending.

Then, Deus had suggested trying to shake Zenith’s faith, given that she had become a target of the Demon God in an effort to weaken the growing faith toward me.

Grasping at straws, we decided to twist Zenith’s very faith.

After Rebecca saved Zenith from the Demon God’s trap, she placed her, exhausted and unconscious, on a bed within the escape pyramid, while Deus created an imaginary world to interfere with Zenith’s mind.

The plan was to use the most intense emotion she had left—her feelings toward Rebecca, who had saved her—to redirect her affection for me onto Rebecca instead.

Given Zenith’s young age, we thought it would be easy to sway her.

But—

“Stay back, you vile demon!”

Her mental strength was beyond imagination.

“Even our Pope would lose their mind if they went through this.”

“A human resisting divine manipulation? Unbelievable.”

Both Deus and Alia seemed unable to believe Zenith’s overwhelming mental strength and unshakeable faith.

‘Zenith…was she always this devout?’

She was so talented that I chose her as an apostle, but I never realized her faith was this strong.

Just seeing her like that made me feel an unconscious fatherly smile rise, filled with the desire to treat her well.

But the problem was that this was exactly the time when I shouldn’t be doing that.

‘Why…why now!?’

It’s good that her faith in me is unbreakable.

Having someone believe in me so strongly is a blessing, even from a god’s perspective.

But… but now, this is actually bad for me.

The title slowly descended toward Zenith.

Among limited titles, it was a top-tier, two-character title—one I had prepared especially: the Hero’s title.

It seemed the Demon God had tampered with existing perception and faith, manipulating causality.

What should I do?

Any action to shake her faith would only further awaken that faith.

Even if I destroy the trigger, the title will still activate.

No matter what I do, I can’t stop the spread of the title.

Silence fell over our conference hall.

We had used every possible option, yet the result was so hopeless that no one could speak.

Bang.

Then Alia slammed her hand on the table and stood up abruptly.

“Zenith’s faith in the GM is too strong to be shaken by the Demon God’s trickery. So, what if we stop the one doing the trickery?”

That was—

Was there any reason to tolerate this act any longer? 

Did we have to fight hurriedly on a board prepared by the opponent?

“No.”

We knew where the Demon God resided.


If we crush the Demon God, his tricks will lose their significance.

I looked around and met the eyes of everyone present.

They all showed expressions of agreement.

Then it’s settled—we’re going to the Demon Realm.

To face the final boss directly.



 
  
    Chapter 128: Maman (1)


The opponent ignores the board set up for them and overturns it.

We put our heads together to come up with a simple and clear answer: passing through everything and piercing that head.

“The power used by a being that has ascended to divinity is an idea in itself. Thus, it wields great power from the center of that concept.”

A god can create a realm based on the concept that constitutes their true self, much like the former Archdemon Meiru’s World Boss raid, where Dua had established his own domain.

“And the deepest part of the Demon Realm, which we must infiltrate, is a realm prepared by that woman—a literal Demon Realm.”

I recalled the power of the Demon God that had once taken over the Guide’s body.

An overwhelming level that even surpassed the future Guide.

It might have even been as vast as [System], considering it was in Rudera, not even her home ground.

If it were in her own territory, she would have a power that completely surpasses that.

“Even if Deus and I give it our all…”

Alia paused, hesitating.

“…it’s uncertain whether we could handle it.”

She admitted this reluctantly, as though she didn’t want to acknowledge the truth but couldn’t turn away from it.

Even with the combined strength of Deus and Alia, beings on the level of primary gods, it might not be enough…

Indeed, an opponent capable of taking over the future Guide’s spirit could not be easily disregarded.

But if I could use Rudera’s absolute power, I would win.

I had the confidence that I could achieve victory.

In my current state, I had the strength to even overcome [System].

Even in the depths of the Demon Realm, if I could temporarily manifest Rudera’s domain, I could exercise the power of a GM.

The problem lies within that realm itself…

“…”

I recalled the time I had briefly captured the Demon God and entered within.

That deep, dark abyss.

The Demon God’s domain was overwhelmingly dark and intense.

It was an atmosphere that evoked primal fear, like the depths of an ocean.

Could I really overcome a god formed on the basis of that domain?

As I pondered deeply, I locked eyes with Dua, who was looking at me with worry.

‘…I see. That method!’

I remembered.

An effective way to shake the Demon God’s domain.

“That part is fine.”

“Fine?”

“Yes. I have a secret plan.”

It was hard to suppress the smile creeping up my face.

Given that twisted level of affection, it would definitely work.

I was actually eager to see how the Demon God would react when Dua shouted that word.

Of course, if this tactic failed, things could get quite difficult…

But given her maternal obsession with my past life, it should be effective.

There was just one thing I wondered about.

“Why was the Demon God so obsessed with the title?”

“With the title? It was probably to gather divine power to make you a god.”

At first, I thought the same.

I assumed she was using the title system I created to make me a god more effectively.

But why specifically the title?

To ensure the proper narrative for the title, the Demon God had crafted unique situations for each player, investing effort.

The Dragon Lord was made to fall in love with Tyrano, the Demon King was awakened to the orange power within the community, the Saintess realized her talents as a queen, and the Apostle accepted his mission as a hero.

It meant that she went through complicated and tedious processes for all those situations.

‘Why go through all that trouble to create such elaborate plans, instead of simply arranging things as the future Guide once did?’

She went to such lengths that it even made me suspicious.

I couldn’t understand that part.

Was it because she’s the Demon God and her thinking differed from mortals?

Even if I made that assumption, the fixation on titles didn’t fully make sense.

Was it to make me a true god rather than a temporary god limited to Rudera, like when I clashed with [System]?

-Hey, Faius. I have something to ask.

-It’s been a while, World Tree… You’re the GM, right?

While everyone was preoccupied preparing for the Demon Realm invasion, I opened my notepad.

I jotted down numerous hypotheses in the notepad.

Even if something didn’t make sense, I wrote it all down for now.

Nothing could restrict the possibilities for a god-like being that transcended all.

And then, aligning with the current situation, I measured each hypothesis.

This one doesn’t fit with the Demon God’s motives. 

This one doesn’t align with the title system. 

This one…

One by one, the hypotheses were eliminated.

After organizing countless assumptions for a long time, I left only one.

A convoluted and convenient assumption, almost too hard to accept.

But it matched every situation I faced and the vivid image I had seen.

Deduction is about imagining all possibilities and erasing them one by one to reach a conclusion.

Even if the final remaining conclusion is hard to believe and unreasonable, if it’s the truth…

I looked at my companions, diligently preparing.

This is the last resort.

A gamble, with myself as collateral.

Since this entire operation is for my own safety, I have no intention of risking my life.

‘If my assumption is correct, this level of insurance should be fine.’

If I’m right, this will be my ultimate weapon in an emergency.

Kuooohhhhh

We crossed the space between spaces.

Dua, Deus, Alia, and I passed through the boundary of dimensions opened by the two gods, entering the Demon Realm.

Though it’s a dimension connected to the continent, spatial movement should be impossible without the Demon Realm’s manager’s permission. 


Yet the path created by the two gods pierced through that dimensional censorship with ease.

As I moved through the dimensional passage, I glimpsed the landscape of the Demon Realm through the gaps.

The land of struggle where the demons live.

Contrary to my expectations that it would be a barren wasteland due to the demons’ nature as a warlike race, the Demon Realm boasted a landscape where greenery bloomed beautifully.

‘This doesn’t really feel like a hero’s party heading to slay the Demon God.’

After all, what kind of hero would fly straight to the final boss through a portal?

Especially to capture the final boss who happens to be their own mother.

I shook off the idle thoughts and focused.

The end of the long passage was approaching.

Beyond it would be the dwelling of the Demon God.

The mother who bore me in my primeval past life.

My very first mother.

That being is waiting beyond.

Flash

A streak of light engulfed our vision, and we emerged outside the passage.

“This is the deepest part of the Demon Realm.”

I looked around at the place we arrived.

An elegantly decorated temple.

A building that exuded a sacred atmosphere, like something straight out of a mythological book I read as a child.

“You’ve come.”

I turned my head toward the voice.

There, a small but gracefully poised girl sat cross-legged on a blackened throne.

A girl with a faint blush and a leisurely smile.

Just one look was enough to know she was the Demon God.

Though she appeared no different from a human girl, an immense divinity and presence emanated from within her.

A presence far beyond that of Deus and Alia.

“Come, and be embraced in your mother’s arms.”

With a gentle smile, she spread her arms.

With her young appearance and twin-tailed hairstyle, she hardly gave off the feeling of a mother.

If a typical hero were to enter this boss room and see her opening her arms like that, they’d probably yell and stay on guard, wondering what trick she was pulling.

After that, the Demon God would lead the situation at a leisurely pace.

The ominous aura flowing from the Demon God alone would be enough to captivate any mortal male.

Even Marfa, who awakened as the Succubus Queen, would be nothing more than dirt beneath the Demon God’s claws.

After all, the entire succubus race was merely a creation born from her power.

But I already knew exactly how to respond to her.

An action that would catch her off guard.

“Ma-mom~~~!”

I ran straight into the Demon God’s arms.

Contrary to calling herself ‘mother,’ her embrace didn’t feel soft since she lacked that grand symbol of maternal warmth, but the warmth and comforting scent from her were undeniably that of a mother.

On the other hand, the relaxed smile on her face shattered.

The faint blush on her cheeks had now turned bright red.

Seeing her face, as red as a carrot, I felt confident my plan had succeeded.

My prediction was accurate.

Perhaps I didn’t need to go as far as calling her “mommy.” 

Just calling her “mom” would have sufficed.

This was enough with just me.

What if our dear Dua joined in?


“Dua!”

“Granny!”

Dua popped out from behind the Demon God and clung onto her.

Flinch

It was the finishing blow.
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A god among gods, a transcendent deity. 

After killing the Supreme God [System] and absorbing its divinity, she solidified an overwhelming divine status. 

She was confident that no one could defeat her.

Even if all the gods of the continent rushed at her at once, she possessed enough power to radiate the divinity within her and make them all kneel.

When her beloved son, Albus, entered the Demon Realm with numerous allies, she felt no need for caution. 

She was simply proud of his ability to recruit other gods as his supporters.

Even when they suddenly appeared at the heart of the Demon Realm, confronting her, she remained composed. 

No matter what schemes her son employed, she could easily thwart them.

“You’ve come.”

Her goal had always been to raise her son to godhood and welcome him back into her embrace. 

She longed to see him demonstrate his newfound abilities.

“Come into your mother’s arms.”

Thus, she revealed her dignity as an absolute being to gauge her son’s reaction.

“Ma maman~~~!”

Her son’s response completely shattered her expectations.

‘Ma maman… Ma maman… Ma maman…’

The words echoed endlessly in her mind.

Although Albus had always referred to her as ‘Mother,’ she had never heard him use common terms like ‘Mom’ or ‘Mama.’ 

Due to her immense maternal instincts but lack of actual experience with childbirth, such terms were foreign to her.

Yet the word “Ma maman,” neither ‘Mother’ nor ‘Mama,’ struck her with an incomprehensible destructive force.

Albus had chosen the term simply to bewilder the Demon God, but its effect exceeded his wildest imagination.

Frozen on her throne like a stunned beast hit by Rudera’s unique stun effect, the Demon God was immobilized.

Poof.

Albus slipped effortlessly into her stiffened embrace. 

The Demon God’s mind, already shaken by “Ma mama,” wavered even more.

Though she’d observed her son for countless years, this was the first time they’d met in person. 

To have her long-dreamt son nestle into her arms—it was surreal.

Kyung-kyung.

Her lower abdomen, which had created Albus, resonated as it sensed the quality of his soul. 

This resonance became a secondary blockade for her thoughts and movements.

But Albus wasn’t done yet.

“Grandma!”

Flinch.

A small, squishy creature wrapped its arms around her neck from behind.

The young god, Duamutep, whom Albus had created, had joined the fray. 

Knowing her son’s exploits well, she was familiar with the girl’s identity. 

Duamutep was a god born from the faith of beastfolk, with no blood relation to Albus.

Although Duamutep called Albus ‘Dad,’ Menhera had never once thought of her as a granddaughter. 

She only admired her son’s grand achievements in creating a god. 

That was all.

This girl was supposed to be just a creation of her son, nothing more.

“Ehehe!”

Yet the sight of Duamutep in her arms didn’t feel foreign at all.

‘It’s over.’

Seeing the Demon God frozen in reaction to Duamutep’s adorable antics, Albus proceeded with his next step.

[Unleashing Rudera.]

“Ugh!”

As divine energy radiated outward from Albus, Menhera finally realized something had gone terribly wrong. 

While she could overpower the entire continent in this space, if the area became Rudera, things would change.

‘To think he’d act while I was distracted!’

Under normal circumstances, she would have been proud of her son’s cunning. 

But this time, the situation was different.

‘No!’

Boom.

She hastily tried to suppress the transformation into Rudera, but—

“…Uh? Grandma?”

Crack.

Her divine energy, tainted with dark magic, faltered. 

She couldn’t risk harming the small creature clinging to her.

Hum.

As she hesitated, the Rudera transformation—supported by Deus and Alia—was completed.

[Manifestation of Imagination.]

All Menhera could do was watch in a daze as Albus wielded his authority.

[Entry.]

Ding-ding-ding-ding~.

“Mother~. We’re here~!”

“Come in~!”

“Oh my, is my little one here?”

Menhera put down the remote control for the TV she was watching and dashed toward the door in her socks. 

At the entrance, her beloved son, Albus, was taking off his shoes, holding hands with a small granddaughter.

“Grandma!”

Before Albus could fully remove her shoes, Duamutep ran forward and clung to Menhera’s leg.

“I missed you, Grandma!”

“Oh, my little darling! Did you miss your Granny?”

Menhera scooped Duamutep up and tickled her sides, causing the little girl to wriggle and giggle joyfully.

“I’m sorry, Mother. The road was crowded, and we ended up late.”

Albus began unloading the bags he had brought.

“It’s fine. It’s a holiday. You’ve already worked hard traveling this far.”

Albus, Dua, and Menhera sat together in the living room, sharing stories and laughter.


Seeing her son and granddaughter after such a long time was enough to fill Menhera’s heart with happiness.

“Eek! Stop! No more!”

Dua, her cheeks puffed out with fruit Menhera had fed her, pushed away the fork.

“You need to eat more. Look how thin you are.”

From Menhera’s perspective, Dua was alarmingly skinny. 

She couldn’t bear the thought of her granddaughter and son being underfed, so she used the money she’d carefully saved to prepare a spread of Shine Muscats and nectarines. 

She kept feeding them to Dua, though it was clear her granddaughter had already eaten plenty.

“Ha ha, Mother. She’s had over ten plates already. It’s time for dinner,” Albus interjected.

Menhera, who was about to push another piece of fruit into Dua’s mouth, stopped at Albus’s words.

‘True, no matter how precious the fruit is, it can’t replace a proper meal. But still, my little angel… looking at those thin arms, she must be eating at least seven meals a day!’

To Albus, Dua seemed more on the chubby side, with her small and stocky frame. 

But to Menhera, she looked nothing short of malnourished.

“Hehe, it was delicious!”

After finishing her meal and helping clean up, Dua patted her round, protruding belly with a satisfied grin.

“My sweetie, how about some dessert to help you digest?”

“No… no more…!”

Even though dinner had ended, Menhera’s feeding schedule had not.

After a playful struggle, the three of them gathered in the living room again, chatting and watching television.

“Mother, would you like to see something?”

Albus pulled out his smartphone and handed it to Menhera.

“Oh dear, my old eyes can’t read such small text anymore.”

“Just a moment.”

After a bit of fiddling, Albus enlarged the font and handed the phone back to her.

“What’s this?”

The screen showed a search engine page, its history neatly displayed below.

“I lent Dua my phone for a bit, and she secretly searched for these. They were so sweet and endearing that I thought you’d like to see them too.”

Menhera adjusted her glasses and focused on the list of search terms.


	How to see grandma

	How to meet grandma

	How to fall asleep quickly

	Grandma’s house

	Time for Chuseok

	Directions to visit grandma



“All of this… our little Dua searched for these secretly. She missed you so much, Mother. Though, I think she finds the amount of food you give her a bit overwhelming.”

“Oh, my sweet little angel!”

Menhera caught Dua, who was rolling around on the sofa, and lifted her up high.

“Hieek! Grandma!”

“My precious darling! Did you miss this grandma so much?”

Proud, touched, and overwhelmed by her granddaughter’s love,Menhera rubbed her face against Dua’s soft cheeks.

***

A pitch-black mental space.

“…My… sweet angel… you need to… eat more…”

In the depths of Menhera’s mental world, Albus observed the sleeping Menhera, who was trapped in an illusion, muttering as if in a dream.

The plan had worked.

Menhera’s original consciousness was entirely ensnared in the fabricated illusion, constructed perfectly to reflect her desires using Albus’s knowledge and experience.

Within that illusion,Menhera could find peace and fulfillment.

Albus surveyed the surrounding mental landscape.

My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥ My son♥

The deranged nature of Menhera’s inner world was palpable.

Having spent thousands of years in anguish after losing her son, it wasn’t surprising that her psyche was this warped.

If anything foreign intruded into this deranged mental space, instead of being consumed, it would likely be tainted black and devoured in reverse.

That level of madness explained why, in her desperation to bring her son back, she would go so far as to destroy his reincarnation.

LV ??? [???]

“Right, [System]?”

The voice came from an entity that had once taken the form of a massive outer god. 

Now, however, it had assumed Menhera’s exact appearance, a testament to its corruption by her influence.


“It’s been a while.”

Albus addressed the entity submerged in the deepest recesses of the mental space.

This was the Void God, the transcendent deity that once invaded the continent, now devoured and imprisoned within Menhera’s mind.

Though it had become a fragment of Menhera’s twisted affection, its overwhelming corruption continued to provoke and distort her original consciousness.

Albus stared into the darkness.
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The newly awakened Rudera GM… and yet.

Despite being in the mental realm, the [System] had not taken its original form. 

Instead, it appeared as Menhera, the Demon God.

Every essence of its existence had been devoured, consumed entirely by the Demon God, becoming a mere part of her.

“My son…”

As expected, the [System] recognized me as its son.

The synchronization with the Demon God was complete, eroding its rationality and causing it to inherit a twisted affection for me, rooted in the Demon God’s perception.

“A shell.”

However, unlike the Demon God, who was the true form sleeping lazily over there, the [System] did not regard me as her complete son.

To it, I was merely a fake—a fraud that had stolen the body of her son.

The Demon God considered even my reincarnated self as her son, but the [System] rejected this notion.

Though the soul within me was identical to my primordial self, the [System] denied my very existence.

It deemed me false.

It viewed me as an enemy.

Boom.

The words of the [System] were followed by a crushing pressure that rained down on me.

‘I had hoped it wouldn’t come to this.’

The speculations I had made, the plans I had prepared for every possibility before setting off, all pointed toward this.

‘I didn’t think it would match perfectly.’

Boom!

The authority I wielded as Rudera’s GM clashed with the [System], disguised in the form of the Demon God.

This contradiction—loving me as her son while simultaneously despising me as an enemy—stemmed from the Demon God’s failure to fully absorb the [System].

Somehow, the Demon God had managed to subdue and consume the [System]—a being that once challenged me during its invasion of the continent.

She had devoured the vast divinity and authority of the transcendent [System] but couldn’t completely assimilate it.

Perhaps, after losing her son and succumbing to long years of grief, her broken mind was too fragile to handle the cognitive storm that came with the [System].

While the [System]’s consciousness was shattered and consumed, its remnants influenced the Demon God in return.

As a result, the [System] manifested a contradictory behavior, blending its hostility toward me with the Demon God’s affection.

“It’s too late, my son’s shell. Soon, true faith will gather like a radiant beam of light. The blessed birthright my son deserves will be realized.”

The [System] spoke as it clashed with my authority.

“Can you feel it? The pure, intricate, and concentrated faith converging from across the continent!”

As she said, the faith etched into me was steadily growing.

Though the faith she had orchestrated was intended to focus on a limited group of powerful individuals, the caliber of her followers was extraordinary.

Much like when I clashed with her original form, a massive divinity began to coalesce.

“This is a concentrated faith unlike before! My son within you shall awaken!”

For my past life to awaken meant the erasure of my current soul.

If I ascended to godhood in the manner she desired, I would vanish.

And considering that the incomplete Rudera transformation left me and the [System] at a stalemate, her prediction that my godhood would manifest before I could subdue her seemed reasonable.

The [System] had every reason to feel assured of her victory.

“Is that so?”

But I had prepared a gamble before coming here.

Something I had never attempted before.

Whether it would work, I couldn’t be certain, but…

[Execute Protocol.]

[Initiate Event.]

This was my last resort.

***

GM’s Meister, Ollun’s Workshop

Clang, clang, clang!

A dwarven girl, diligently hammering away at her creation, wiped the sweat from her brow.

“Hah, this isn’t right. I need to wrap more silver…”

“…As expected of Ollun.”

“Even after crafting such a masterpiece, you’re still not satisfied!”

Ever since she was chosen by the GM and her hands were healed, Ollun had been creating groundbreaking artifacts like the Lightning Fertilizer.

Unsurprisingly, she had become the greatest Meister among her race, surpassing even the ancient dwarven Meisters who now visited her workshop just to witness her work.

Ding!

While reinforcing a disappointing creation with additional chains, a system window abruptly appeared before her.

Ding!

– You have received the GM’s blessing.
– You have earned an appropriate title.
– Acquired title: Master Craftsman.

“Huh?”

Ding, ding, ding!

“Wha—what’s happening?!”

The dwarves surrounding her were similarly startled as their vision was obscured by the sudden system windows.

***

Fifth Floor of the Tower of Labyrinths – Grand Chapel

“Everyone, what is [Him]? It is a name we long for—a name that resides in our hearts, evoking yearning and tears over countless years…”

“It is a name I have long thirsted for.”

Standing on the stage under the watchful eyes of thousands, Kenyon—formerly a paladin and now the master of the fifth floor of the Tower of the Labyrinth—delivered his testimony of faith, weaving it seamlessly into a sermon.

“[The Lord] I speak of is none other than GM, my dear believers!”

Clap, clap, clap, clap!

Tears flowed as countless devotees erupted into applause at Kenyon’s heartfelt preaching.

“You have waited for this moment. Soon, we shall broadcast the News.”

As Kenyon prepared to show a video celebrating faith and devotion, a sudden chime echoed.

Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

Notification windows appeared before every devotee gathered in the hall.

“0124…”


	GM’s Blessing has descended.

	Title Acquired: Cult Leader.



Kenyon was no exception. 

A system window lit up before him as well, as if the heavens had graced their worship with divine favor.

It was a miracle—a sign that the deity had accepted their devotion with joy.

Faith converged from all directions.


	GM’s Blessing has descended.
[Knight]

	GM’s Blessing has descended.
[Archmage]

	GM’s Blessing has descended.
[Spirit Summoner]




Across the entire continent, blessings rained down, coating the land in a deluge of titles.

[Gamer]
Bit by bit.

[Leader] [Commander]
Bit by bit.

[Martial Artist] [Faithful Descendant] [Sage]

Titles gathered, forming a mighty torrent.

[Master Swordsman] [Chubby] [Muscleman] [Longstone]
[Soft and Fluffy] [Gentle Breeze] [Hard Worker] [Artisan] [Big Brother] [Innovator]
[Hero] [Invincible One] [Berserker] [Block Dragon] [Slowpoke] [Rebuilder] [Corruption]
[Sword Emperor] [Hamster Buddy] [Farm Tyrant] [Liberator] [Restorer] [Gigantic] [Slayer] [Archer]

The rain of titles blanketed the continent.

[Death Guide] [Golden Prohibition] [Flame Emperor] [R’tel] [Ascetic] [Novice Mage] [Witch] [Lame Duck] [Baldy] [Because It’s Fun] [Oh, That’s Why] [Collector] [Grandma Enthusiast] [Lofty] [Restroom] [Savior]

Why did the Demon God insist on stacking titles to create a narrative that deified me?

Why didn’t they simply push the players to strengthen their faith in GM to compel my apotheosis directly?

Instead, they pursued a cumbersome strategy, granting limited, specific titles to mold me into a deity.

Pondering this question, I reached one conclusion.

There was no other way.

I could not ascend to divinity through faith alone, as a god typically would.

Why?

Why is that?

‘Could it be…’

The answer was simple.

Because I had already ascended to divinity once.

To thwart the invasion of [System], I had united the faith of the entire continent to achieve divinity.

Back then, I employed various underhanded means, and due to overlapping issues like the Rudera incident, I failed to become a true god. 

My prior self remained dormant, making it a temporary state.

Yet, I had become a god.

The experience and memories of that event were etched into my soul.

Even if I were to achieve divinity again in the proper manner, those memories and consciousness would persist.

This would render the Demon God’s goal of “erasing Albus and awakening the primordial Albus” impossible.

I would not disappear.

Therefore, to achieve their aim, the Demon God needed an alternative route to my divinity.

That alternative was to collect faith not through sheer quantity, but through quality and narrative.

By weaving stories with a handful of powerful individuals and using titles as a medium to materialize faith, they sought to grant me divinity in a wholly different way.

In essence, the Demon God aimed to make me a deity through this unprecedented method, to erase me in the process.

Only then did I understand why the Demon God was so fixated on the method of titles—particularly the limited, two-character ones.

And in that understanding, I found the solution to break their scheme.

If becoming a god in an untried manner erases my memory, then what happens if I ascend again in a way I have already experienced?

Wouldn’t my consciousness and memories remain intact?


As a contingency, I had prepared a command to distribute titles to every person across the continent.

Titles would be given to all, regardless of narrative or qualification, tailored to fit each individual.

Unlimited, unconditional, and devoid of narrative, these titles would nevertheless all carry the name of GM’s blessing.

By doing so, I would disrupt the Demon God’s carefully crafted narrative titles, uniting the faith and devotion of the entire continent.

This was my ultimate move to dismantle the Demon God’s ploy.
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The Great Forest of the Elves

“Your Majesty, it’s already been over 100 pulls since you promised to stop.”

The steward let out a heavy sigh, approaching the Elf Queen, who was staring at her monitor with bloodshot eyes.

“Wait, I’m serious! I’m this close to getting it! Just one more pull, and it’ll come out!”

“Haah… Your Majesty.”

The Weapon Draw—an activity that consumed Maze Coins—was a feature of the continent’s game-like system, Rudera.

It offered a chance, albeit an absurdly low one, to obtain legendary equipment coveted even across the continent.

The problem lay in the odds. 

The satisfaction from the rewards rarely matched the coins spent, and with no pity system in place, even exhausting all one’s resources didn’t guarantee anything worthwhile.

The young Elf Queen, her eyes now wild and unfocused, had succumbed to this addiction after her first-ever pull miraculously granted her an Epic-grade weapon.

At first, she spent only her personal funds.

But soon, she’d drained them all and resorted to borrowing coins from the national treasury.

The very coins painstakingly earned by Broadcaster Aura through pride-swallowing live broadcasts were now being wasted on worthless equipment.

“Seriously, just one more time! If I’m going to look like a fool whether I draw or not, wouldn’t it be better to be a fool who at least got something?”

Where does she even pick up such vulgar phrases?

The steward clutched his aching head, glancing at the Queen’s device screen, which displayed a lively online community.


	“Sorry to bother you so soon, but…”

	“I wanted something else, though…”

	“This is my first time playing. Is this good?”



“Your Majesty, haven’t I told you to stop reading those forums?”

“W-Well… eheh…”

Sigh.

He briefly considered abandoning everything, staging a coup, and locking the Queen away to prevent her from accessing the forums ever again.

“Just trust me this time, okay? I know it’ll come out!”

“…!”

Before he could stop her, the Queen darted forward, her fingers flying to press the Draw button on her device.

The steward, stunned by her speed, could do nothing to stop her.

At that moment—

Ding!


	“You’ve received the GM’s Blessing!”

	“You’ve earned a fitting title!”

	Title obtained: [Lucky Fool]



“Huh?”


	“You’ve acquired a Mythic-grade weapon!”



“Wha—what?”

This moment would later be regarded as the genesis of a legendary event: the day the GM bestowed divine weapons upon the elves. 

It marked the beginning of a unified faith among the elven people.

***

The Liberators’ Conference Room

“Now, will you finally believe me?”

Akuyuham planted his staff, adorned with a grinning skull, firmly on the ground as he settled into the head seat.

The rightful owner of the seat dangled in chains, bound by Akuuham’s magic.

“You traitor…”

“Traitor? I was never on your side to begin with.”

The skull atop Akuuham’s staff let out a chuckle as it turned toward Empress Lea.

All of the Empress’s comrades, the Liberators, were bound by Akuuham’s power, hanging limply near her.

“To think we failed to uncover the GM’s spy…!”

Realizing her grave mistake, Empress Lea bit her lip.

“But the GM has offered you an opportunity.”

“… An opportunity, you say?”

“Yes. He’s giving you the chance to see that boy you’ve longed for.”

Lea’s eyes widened.

“You’re trying to tempt me!”

“No. What use would tempting someone like you be? Even this insignificant servant of the GM can overwhelm all of you combined.”

“Tch.”

Lea grimaced as Akuuham’s overwhelming power came to mind—the way he had instantly neutralized her spells and subdued the entire group.

“Our Lord is merciful, after all,” Akuuham continued.

“Even a sinner like me was forgiven.”

As Akuuham leisurely began casting another spell—

Ding!


	“You’ve received the GM’s Blessing!”

	“You’ve earned a fitting title!”



“…?”

A sudden system message appeared.

‘Is the GM… doing something?’

“…!”

The Demon God [System], realizing what was happening, twisted its face in horror.

If the title system awakened my previous existence… 

If that erased the current me… 

I would also use the title system to back myself up, ensuring that wouldn’t happen.

That was my strategy.

The titles I granted to players were calculated to provide exactly what they needed at the moment—titles with real, immediate effects, not just feel-good fluff.

Just like the [Miracles] I once used to ascend to godhood.

As the protocol initiated, I felt divinity surge from the vast number of believers.

It was the same sensation I had experienced when I clashed with [System].

Divinity rising to solidify my existence as a god.

“How dare you!”

Boom!

The Demon God lashed out with divine power, aiming to destroy me. 

But the divinity flowing into me only grew stronger.

“Damn it!”

Our clash began to turn in my favor.

Even the divinity gathered by the Demon God to prepare for this fight flowed into me, strengthening my resolve.

It started to devour my consciousness—but it was also mine to control.

‘Of course, I won’t last long. But until then, it’s mine.’

Rumble.

“No! That divinity must be severed!”

[System] thrashed, attempting to break the flow of divinity converging upon me. 

But I severed its power, crushing it with mine.

I dismantled and claimed every contingency the Demon God had prepared.


Creak.

Creak.

Deep within my soul, a sharp pain flared.

My past life was awakening.

‘Not yet… I can’t lose consciousness yet.’

If I lose consciousness in this state, the Evil God might intervene and erase my backup.

Before that happens, I must deal with the [System] somehow.

[Target Designated]

[Silence]

[Seal]

With the Evil God unable to resist further, I invoked my authority.

A pitch-black door opened, and from within, countless inky black hands surged out, grabbing the [System] and dragging it inside.

Since my Rudera form was still active, I was able to seal the divinity of the Evil God’s [System] within my domain.

Thud.

Is it done…?

As I confirmed the Evil God being dragged into the depths of Rudera’s Abyss, the consciousness I had been desperately clinging to finally reached its limit.

The Evil God’s divinification, initiated from the start, had pushed me to the brink of awakening my past life.

Within the sacred energy gathering inside me, I confirmed that the memories of my divine nature were now stored within my soul.

…It’s done.

I can finally rest easy.

Even if the ancient past awakens, it will remain within my soul, unable to interfere further.

‘I hope Dua doesn’t grieve.’

I felt my consciousness sink into the darkness.

And that was the last thing I remembered.

***

Flash.

The man opened his eyes in a space shrouded in darkness.

“…Where am I?”

An unfamiliar space.

A place he had never seen before.

He recalled the last moment in his memory.

‘I sacrificed my divinity and paid the price of degrading my existence.’

He had offered himself as a sacrifice to achieve something even divine power struggled to handle.

Typically, when the core of divinity—the nucleus of sacred power—was damaged to the point of death, it would prevent the soul from returning to the cycle of reincarnation, causing it to dissipate.

Yet, he had neither died nor annihilated his existence.

He had consumed his divinity and descended to mortality.

But…

“Why am I still maintaining divinity?”

His body radiated divine energy.

Even more immense and concentrated than before, it was overflowing with faith more potent than that of a Supreme God.

The being with the body of a man scanned his surroundings.

“Hmnya… hmnya… My son… and granddaughter…”

A woman mumbled in her sleep on the ground.

Despite appearing no older than her teens, she was not someone to take lightly.

From her, an overwhelming divinity rivaling that of a Supreme God could be felt.

‘…?’

At that moment, an unnatural sensation arose in her lower abdomen.

Something that should not be there.

“It’s… attached.”

What shouldn’t exist within a goddess was unmistakable.

The sensation of a man’s member.

Only then did she grasp the source of the discord she had felt since the beginning.

Her body—her physical form—had changed.

While still a divine body, it was entirely different.

-You’ve finally noticed.

“This…”

The goddess heard a man’s voice resonating from within her soul.

‘It seems I’m the culprit here… Ha… My first incarnation was female? Though, I guess gender changes through reincarnations are common.’

Her expression turned grim.

***

“Who… are you?”

First?

Incarnation?

On top of her altered body, now there was a voice speaking from her soul.

The situation was overwhelming.

***

‘When I was the child of the Evil God, I died in the womb before developing a proper mind. If my prime personality awakens through divinification, I suppose this is the first time I’ve ascended to divinity.’

The voice within her soul rambled on at will.

“Reveal your identity.”

-Identity? You already know who I am.

The voice echoed from within her soul.


Since the soul was integral to her very existence, a voice coming from within it could only mean one thing.

But that possibility was too much to accept.

-I am you. To be precise, I’m one of your distant future incarnations.

Hearing the voice of her far-flung reincarnation, Albus, the goddess Cambrian fell into a daze.





 
  
    Chapter 132: Goddess Cambrian (1)


Boom!

“Kugh!”

A strikingly handsome man clad in golden armor collapsed in a wreck, defeated in a single blow.

“This can’t be happening! Even the king stands no chance!”

“What kind of power is this? Strength that perfectly matches her beauty!”

Her strength, capable of easily overwhelming the Titan’s successor and the newly crowned king, left everyone speechless.

“So weak.”

The goddess, who had dominated the master of Titanomachia—a war hero and the king of the gods—wore an expression of disappointment. 

She had expected more from a king chosen by fate, only to find him utterly lacking.

He was far beneath the grandeur she sought.

“I’m leaving.”

Though the shattered body of the king of gods twitched miserably on the ground, no one paid him any heed. 

All the gods and angels present, regardless of age or gender, could only turn their gazes toward the departing goddess of beauty, their faces flushed as they watched her walk away.

***

Back in her domain, the goddess reclined casually on a lavishly adorned throne. 

It was the masterpiece of the world’s finest blacksmith god, crafted with divine essence to win her favor, yet to her, it was nothing more than a comfortable chair.

“To defeat the king of gods in a single strike! Truly, you are unparalleled, Lady Cambrian!”

An angel, one of the highest-ranking Seraphim, sang her praises with an excited expression, their voice filled with reverence.

“If you so desire, all the gods would bow before you and accept you as their new ruler right this instant!”

“I’m not interested.”

Her face betrayed a lack of enthusiasm. 

Nothing in this realm could reach the heights she desired or stimulate her to the extent she craved.

Beauty and wisdom had long lost their meaning.

“…I’m so bored I could die.”

If the being hailed as the strongest among gods was so pitiful, then it seemed there was no equal to her in existence.

Sending away all her angels and servants, the goddess conjured a mirror with her divine essence.

“Only I am the most noble in this world.”

In the mirror, the reflection of the one she longed for—a being as strong and noble as she, and worthy of her—gazed back at her.

“Only you can be my equal.”

A faint blush bloomed on her cheeks. 

Had any other god seen this, they would have been utterly shocked to learn that the goddess Cambrian could express emotion.

This was her deepest, most secret truth.

“If only you existed in reality…”

But it was a love that could never be.

Born as a god in her previous life, she had perished too soon and reincarnated under twisted circumstances, emerging as the mightiest of beings. 

Her overwhelming strength at birth was both a blessing and a curse.

The goddess pressed her cheeks against the mirror, harboring a secret, unattainable love for herself.

“So… you’re telling me that you are my distant reincarnation? That this body I now awaken in is your vessel?”

–That’s about right.

The soul of the distant past goddess shook her head in confusion as she settled into my body. 

It was no surprise—this was far from an easy situation to grasp, even for someone as wise as she was.

I gazed into the layered fragments of my soul, reflecting on the first of my lives.

The first incarnation, called the son of the Demon God, had died before forming a proper sense of self. 

Although a direct descendant of a god and inherently divine, I had perished within the Demon God’s womb without ever developing a true consciousness.

As such, the first of my fully realized divine incarnations was the life after that—this goddess now struggling within my flesh.

‘It seems the Demon God and the [System] never anticipated things would turn out like this.’

The Demon God’s original plan had been to guide me into achieving full divinity, awakening my first divine self. 

Had things gone as intended, my consciousness would have succumbed, and the persona of the Demon God’s offspring would have taken over.

‘But regardless, the fact remains—I’ve lost control of my body to my past incarnation.’

The backup function I gained through crafting my title prevented my identity from being overwritten by my past life, but it offered no means to reclaim control outright. 

With our souls intertwined, erasing her entirely would require obliterating her powerful, intact divine essence—something far beyond my ability.

Manifesting my soul into a tangible form, I hovered above my physical body, deep in thought.

“I see. I roughly understand the situation now.”

The goddess—or rather, the soul now inhabiting my body—looked up and met my eyes.

“You are called Albus, yes? I am Cambrian, goddess of beauty and wisdom.”

In that brief moment of clarity within the layered consciousness, I glimpsed fragments of her past self. 

I saw enough to understand what kind of goddess she had been in her previous life.

Once her awareness fully took hold, though, those glimpses would vanish.

Staring at the unfamiliar goddess inhabiting my own face was an unsettling experience. 

Even so, she smiled faintly as she looked at me.

“I never thought I’d be resurrected like this.”

Her words made my heart sink.

The information I had about her was sparse, limited to the moment she awakened.

I couldn’t tell if she would return my body to me or revel in her newfound resurrection.

If she decided to indulge in this second life without giving my body back, things would get complicated.

‘I just hope she doesn’t do anything strange with my body and gives it back soon.’

I placed a hand on the shoulder of the perverted goddess, who was peeking into my pants.

“Hmm. Are you embarrassed by this? It’s the first time this body has seen such a thing, but with this size, I believe you can be quite proud.”

Was she truly a goddess? 

Her behavior was almost too much to handle.

“But you know,” she continued. “It seems like you’ve completely lost control over this body.”

She flashed a playful smile—my face, wearing her expression.

‘Hey, you’re not seriously—’

“Why should I return this body to you when I’ve fully resurrected in it?”

A divine presence enveloped my body.

The skin and bones of my face trembled and shifted, rising with a radiant glow.

The goddess, who had taken over my body, used the divinity within me to reshape my flesh.

Before I realized it, the body I had known so well had transformed into the dazzling form of a goddess.

“Why would I?”


She, whose beauty surpassed even the title of a goddess of beauty, looked at me with a wicked smile.

My vision darkened.

Though my mind had been clouded by the chaos of her resurrection, seeing her soul in its full form cleared it all away.

I hadn’t imagined she would not only resurrect as a god but also seize this perfect opportunity.

Wait, no, this is bad.

***

Cambrian quickly stifled her reaction, her tongue halting its reflexive lick. 

Her face remained stoic.

She couldn’t let it show.

She absolutely couldn’t let the prey before her notice.

The ideal she had never encountered in her eternal life as a god was now standing right in front of her.

Another version of herself.

And now, conveniently, with the opposite gender.

Cambrian felt her soul shiver.

‘I just hope she doesn’t do anything strange with my body and gives it back soon.’

“Hmm. Are you embarrassed by this? It’s the first time this body has seen such a thing, but with this size, I believe you can be quite proud.”

Her words were unexpectedly vulgar, completely out of character for her.

The sight of her reacting as his reincarnated ideal made it almost unbearable to resist.

No.

She had to endure.

Getting carried away and acting rashly wouldn’t accomplish anything.

It had to be gradual.

Step by step, little by little, she had to make him hers.

The fragmented memories left in his body revealed that he had many companions besides this form.

She would show him that those companions were nothing compared to her, the only equal partner he could ever have.

She would make him completely dependent on her, unable to live without her.

In the past, she had never desired to captivate anyone, finding the attention of infatuated suitors annoying.

‘Now, though, I’m actually grateful.’

Cambrian reconstructed the body with divine power.


She reshaped it into the form of her own soul.

The goddess of beauty, whose mere presence made the gods blush, was reborn.

The one and only, most precious being in this universe.

Another version of her, the only one worthy of being her partner.

Though she fully intended to return the body, the despairing look on his face was so adorable that she couldn’t help but smile.



 
  
    Chapter 133: Goddess Cambrian(2)


“Why would I?”

The worst-case scenario.

My previous incarnation, now resurrected, doesn’t return my body and devours it instead.

I had considered the possibility, but now that it had become reality, the situation felt utterly hopeless.

To reclaim control of my body, I would need to forcibly expel her soul, but such a feat was anything but simple.

“Pfft. Just kidding.”

Cambrian chuckled, clearly amused by my flustered expression.

“However, shouldn’t I confirm whether you’re truly my reincarnation?”

Wooong.

I felt my consciousness expand.

‘A domain…’

Cambrian’s domain, originating from her soul, rapidly expanded, swallowing both her and me.

Flash.

My vision, briefly plunged into darkness, was restored.

“Welcome to my domain.”

A vast and resplendent expanse stretched before me—her domain.

I now stood in physical form, face to face with Cambrian.

“You wish to reclaim your body? Then you must prove that you are me.”

Rumble.

The terrain surrounding us quaked and shifted.

The ground rose in a circular formation, trapping us within.

‘A colosseum…’

It resembled the arena I had once created for a previous duel.

“I am the most noble being in existence. No challenger can surpass me.”

A divine pressure radiated from Cambrian, overwhelming and immense.

Her strength was beyond anything I’d encountered before, far surpassing even Alia, Deus or the Demon God.

It was a power befitting someone who proclaimed herself the strongest.

“Prove it through battle! That you are another version of me!”

Cambrian’s face was alight with exhilaration, as if she had found a stimulus to break her eternal monotony.

Though I wasn’t even a proper deity and often resorted to underhanded methods, I doubted I could match her in this domain.

[Command Execution]

[Authority Activation]

The power of a Game Master flowed through me as though this place were Rudera.

[Activate Invincibility]

[Console Command: Overwhelming Strength]

[Activate Omniscience]

[Console Command: Black Sheep Barrier]

This was different from when I faced the Demon God [System].

Back then, I had imperfectly summoned Rudera’s power into another realm. 

But here, the circumstances were different.

The omniscience granted by the commands informed me of the truth.

This domain, constructed by condensing the divine core within her soul, was as much hers as it was mine.

Here, I could wield my full power freely.

From the beginning, there was no real risk of losing my body.

She was me, and the moment she used her divine power as a deity, I could freely use my power as the GM.

Taking back my body was no longer a concern.

Nothing here could oppose me.

“Oh?”

Cambrian’s eyes gleamed as she observed the divinity and authority enveloping me.

It seemed she had realized what I was doing.

“Then you might indeed satisfy me.”

A vast surge of divinity erupted around her.

Even Alia, who always remained composed in battle, would falter before this pressure.

But—

“You’re mistaken.”

“…What?”

[Adjust Values]

[Divinity → 99999999]

[Health → 99999999]

I was the GM.

“You’re the challenger here.”

Boom!

‘This much…!’

As I took a single step forward, Cambrian, overwhelmed by Albus’s divinity and presence, trembled with ecstasy.

‘I’ve finally found it!’

Unlike the countless pretenders she had encountered—gods of war, death, darkness, earth, and even the king of gods—none had endured her strikes.

Born as the strongest, no one had ever been her equal.

But now, here was someone who could rival her.

‘Only you. You are the only one who can match me, my other self.’

“Then prove it!”

In a storm of dense divinity, Cambrian leapt high into the air.

Albus remained still, slowly raising his gaze to meet her.

The power within Cambrian was colossal, overwhelming even to gods. 

Yet Albus did not move.

“Prove you are worthy!”

A fleeting shimmer.

Cambrian’s divine form flickered before an intense storm bore down on Albus.

BOOOOM!

“…As expected, only you.”

Until now, not a single being had withstood that strike. 

Yet Albus effortlessly blocked it with just his hand.

He hadn’t even used any power. 

Not a scratch was left.

An equal existence!

“You are on par with, or perhaps even beyond, me!”

Finally. Finally.


Through reincarnations and resurrections, she had found another self.

The only one who could be her equal.

“Come! Let’s play!”

An exhilaration she had never felt before surged through her.

Cambrian couldn’t resist.

At last, she could exchange blows with someone who understood her.

Though she raised her divine power, anticipating Albus’s counterattack, he merely shrugged.

“Sorry. I’d love to indulge you, but there are people waiting for me outside.”

“……?”

Albus’s reaction was entirely different.

[State Change]

[Target: Cambrian]

[Status Immunity → Vulnerability (Albus Exclusive)]

Boom.

“What… what have you done…?”

Something within her soul had been altered.

The strongest soul, untouchable by anyone, had transformed in an instant.

Cambrian, who had never experienced such a foreign sensation before, felt goosebumps rise all over her body.

Although she had never known fear, the incomprehensible situation began to paralyze her.

“Just sleep for a while. I’ll let you fight as much as you want later.”

[Sleep Induced]

Her eyelids grew heavier by the moment.

Impossible.

Sleep?

“No… this can’t…”

[Sleep Induced]

She staggered, forcing her weighted eyelids to stay open.

[Sleep Induced]

[Sleep Induced]

“How… did you find… my love…?”

[Sleep Induced]

[Sleep Induced]

[Sleep Induced]

Even as the one she treasured most stood before her…

Even after countless eons of longing and searching…

[Sleep Induced]

***

“OF SH…”

That was Cambrian’s final thought before her consciousness faded.

Thud.

“……What kind of unyielding will is this?”

Albus clicked his tongue in disbelief at Cambrian’s sheer tenacity—no, obsession—that defied even the absolute state-altering authority granted to him by the GM’s system.

Knowing the full extent of the omnipotent powers involved, Albus was astonished that Cambrian’s mind resisted long enough to require eleven iterations of his authority to subdue her.

“It took me eleven tries…”

It spoke volumes about how deeply she had yearned for an equal to meet her on her level.

Voom.

Albus’s awareness resurfaced.

Flash.

His body returned.

Realizing he was back in his physical form, Albus confirmed that he had escaped the Demon Lord’s mental world.

“Whew. Sorry, but I don’t have time right now. I’ll make it up to you later, I promise.”

The battle against the Demon Lord and the [System] itself had dragged on unbearably long.

Everyone outside must be worried sick.

“I can’t make them worry any more than they already have.”

Those who had come to his aid to prevent his self-destruction were too precious to him.

He wouldn’t burden them with more anxiety.

“Mmm… my granddaughter… eat this…”

The Demon Lord mumbled happily in her dreams, still deep in slumber.

Albus chuckled softly before stepping out of the mental realm.

***

At the deepest part of the Demon Realm, where his companions awaited, reality greeted him once more.

Voom.

Voom.

Vooooom.

Flash.

And then—

“Dad!”

“Albus!”

Albus had returned to everyone.

“…Wait, no… Mom?”

“Oh, Albus?”

Only then did he realize Cambrian had swapped bodies.

“Dua understands! I’ve heard about men who want to be women!”

“That’s not what happened…”

“It’s fine, my dear. Even if you prefer… same-gender love, I’ll accept you…”

“No, no, please stop…”

Even after explaining his past life, his shocking appearance at the time of his return seemed too much for them to process.

“I never imagined my junior had such preferences! If you want, I can teach you Alia’s secret art for crafting male attributes.”

“Why are you like this, Deus?”

Dealing with Dua and Alia’s misunderstandings was bad enough, but even the mischievous smirk of Deus gave him a headache.

“When I get back, I’m changing my appearance immediately.”

Cambrian’s authority, which altered her gender and physical form entirely, was absurdly powerful.

It could only be undone in Rudera using the GM’s powers.

“What a shame. You’re so beautiful like this.”

“Mmm… what a waste.”

Dua too? 

Why are you like this?

Perhaps because everything was over, the lighthearted banter carried them back to Rudera.

Thanks to a direct passage to the system room where they held their meetings, the group arrived quickly.

***


“L-Lord?”

“G-GM?”

Akuyuham, Diana, Zenith, Leighton, and Rebecca.

‘…They’re just full of antics, aren’t they?’

Albus came face-to-face with his gathered subordinates.



 
  
    Chapter 134: Goddess Cambria (3)


In the sky of Rudera, there are three witnesses: the Father GM, the Mother GM, and their child. These three are one, and this is called the GM Trinity of Divine Spirit.

***

Let us turn back time a little, to the period when Albus and the Demon God [System] clashed.

‘He is calling me!’

Diana, the Demon King, who had been carrying out her mission under the command of GM, felt the presence of her master calling her through the faith engraved within her.

Having received the token of affiliation and a special title from GM, she was deeply connected to GM’s divine essence, which led to this moment.

In reality, it was the Demon God’s arrangement that slowly strengthened the faith, eventually granting divine status to Albus, but unaware of this, the Demon King believed GM was in need of her help and rushed toward the upper levels of Rudera.

‘Where are you, my master?’

***

Though she had been granted the title of GM’s faithful prophet, she had not yet earned the right to enter the core, the System Room.

All the Demon King could do was call for her master, the god, from the Audience Room.

“How shall we handle this, Lion?”

Having defeated the Liberators and returned to report in the System Room, Akuyuham asked the Guide, who was overseeing the room.

Watching the Demon King and the players holding special titles gathering in the room through the monitor, the Guide pondered.

Currently, the Guide’s personality, now embedded in Albus, had left to defeat the Demon God. 

The task assigned to the future Guide was to ensure that when Albus’ last resort was triggered, the process of deification through the title system would go smoothly.

The divinity produced by the special titles was meant to awaken the soul of the owner’s past life. 

Therefore, it was necessary to weaken this faith and maximize the faith produced by regular titles.

This was crucial for Albus’ backup to properly settle into the soul, as he intended.

“Let her into the System Room for now.”

***

The optimal scenario would be to suppress each of them individually and prevent the production of faith.

However, since the Demon God’s arrangements with the titles could bring about some miracle, they could not act recklessly.

They couldn’t interfere, though they might not be of help.

“Lion? What is this place…?”

“Where are we exactly…?”

The reason Diana, Zenith, and Rebecca had come to stay in the System Room after Leighton and Akuyuham was because the Lion had granted them the honor. 

The sacred aura of their master now resided in this sanctum.

***

She had never felt the emotion of love in her life.

Before realizing her mission from the [Bugo], she had not even experienced the sensation of any significant emotion.

But as soon as she saw the woman before her, the Demon King recognized the feeling of excitement.

It was largely due to the faith within her that connected her to this woman.

“Master? Master…?”

Her question echoed through the silent System Room after the appearance of the woman.

She had seen GM’s figure surrounded by light in the Audience Room before. 

However, despite being veiled in the sanctity of the divine, she was still able to sense that the woman before her was the very GM she had been following all along.

This connection was possible because of the spiritual bond between them.

‘Why are they here?’

Albus and the Guide quickly exchanged messages.

Inwardly communicating with the Guide, Albus realized the situation. 

If the Guide hadn’t acted quickly, gathered the followers, and maintained their faith, it could have been compromised, and Albus’ backup might have been damaged.

‘I handled it well… but of course, I would run into the followers. I was trying to maintain a mystical image by not showing my face in the Audience Room, and now GM is meeting me directly…’

It seems the Guide had sent a message telling them not to come to the System Room, but as they moved beyond the Demon God’s domain and made a leap, the message was lost.

Albus quickly started to think.

The Demon King had called him “Master.”

And in her eyes, there was certainty.

Everyone gathered here showed the same symptom—recognizing that their souls were connected to GM.

There was no longer any excuse that they weren’t the followers of GM.

‘What should I do?’

‘Ta-da. I am GM, your god. I know you’ve all worked hard to serve me. I will bestow my blessing upon you.’

Should I say that?

No, that would be strange.

It would be weird to introduce myself in the form of a woman, especially when I had appeared to Leighton and others in the form of “Zhang” before.

‘Was GM actually a goddess!?’

‘No, that’s not it. He’s a god, but he has unusual preferences, sometimes taking the form of a goddess.’

‘I guess… we can never truly understand the thoughts of those higher beings… ha ha.’

***

I imagined the conversation that would spread across the continent once I revealed myself as GM to my followers.

The rumors, the faith—it might change everything.

What would my family think if they heard it?

They already know that I am GM!

‘Ah, cough. It’s okay, son. Everyone develops certain tastes as they grow. Even I imagined my wife as a queen, and the aftermath of that would be dreadful.’

‘I have to get through this situation somehow!’

Brain in overdrive!

Using all my power, I slowed the flow of time and accelerated my thinking, considering my options.

What’s the best way to get through this weird, bizarre situation?

Should I erase their memories?

***

Creating new commands and utilizing GM’s divine power might make it possible.

The problem is that they have already become my subordinates, and now I must consider whether my act of altering memories through the limited title might cause my divinity to collapse.

‘What should I do…?’

Even the power to stop time has its limits.

I must quickly think of a solution.

Let’s think.

How do other gods maintain their authority and reverence?

“Eh?”

After thinking for a while, I suddenly recalled the most powerful and grand religion’s core teachings from my past life.

Akuyuham, returning to his lodging, gripped the Life Vessel tightly.

It was a dangerous action, one that could erase his very existence if mishandled, but he had to suppress his sanity somehow.


‘What beauty is this! I have Mari!’

Despite having Mari—the one he loved after thousands of reincarnations—Akuyuham felt the lust for others begin to consume his reason.

Even though he had become an undead being, whose body was devoid of lust, the moment he gazed at the goddess aspect of his master’s three divine forms, his body was overtaken by carnal desires.

It was hard to believe.

Above all, he could not forgive himself for harboring such impure feelings for the one he respected and revered as his lord.

“I’m sorry, my lord. ………I’m sorry, Mari.”

He would engrave today’s sin into the Life Vessel as a scar so he would never forget it.

Thud, thud, thud, thud.

Through countless repetitions of training, he reached a state of clarity.

Clear as a still lake.

No magical power or divine ability, no matter how potent, could breach this peace of mind.

Yet, the vibrations and waves kept echoing.

Rough waves shook his heart.

Creeeak.

Rebecca, unable to resist the growing desire, twisted her left arm with her right.

The temporary pain cleared her mind.

But soon, the lust began to consume her mind.

“No… Please… How could I be so sacrilegious…?”

Rebecca, using her saintly divine power, began to pour out her emotions to calm herself.

Just a brief moment of eye contact was enough to cause this.

If her lord had exerted even a fraction of his will, she would have shattered mentally, transcender or not.

“Cough… cough…”

“Can I… finally rest now…?”

Using his powers as a GM and his divine authority, Albus gently patted Dua, who had fallen asleep.

“It’s… all over.”

The battle with the demon god had come to an end.

If by any chance the [System]—along with the demon god—attempts to invade the continent again, I have imprisoned them.

There’s another me, the goddess, but I’ve put her to sleep with my powers, so she won’t wake up for at least a few days.

‘I’ll deal with it all later…’

I’m exhausted from dealing with the demon god, the [System], and my past self.

Now, it’s time to sleep.

It was just as Albus closed his eyes.

-Already going to sleep?


A voice that should not have been heard echoed.

Surprised, Albus snapped his eyes open and turned to look beside him.

“Why are you… how are you…”

-After endless eons, we finally meet. Let’s make the most of this time.

Lying sensually on the bed was Cambrian, dressed in nothing but a tacky piece of cloth that could be called “battle underwear” from Albus’s past life, her curvaceous figure exuding allure.
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“After countless eons, we meet like this. We should make this time worthwhile.”

Cambrian gently caressed Albus’ thigh, slowly climbing up his body.

It was the appearance of his past self that he thought he had subdued.

Albus quickly sorted through his thoughts.

‘Has she woken up? How? No, that’s not important right now. Has she materialized?’

“I completed the trial, so…”

The sensation of warmth and a sharp, sweet scent filled the air.

The atmosphere was dizzying, almost intoxicating.

“You’ll want your reward, right?”

Cambrian climbed over Albus, covering him as a predator would its prey. 

Her voluptuous body embraced him.

‘No! This isn’t flesh! She hasn’t fully materialized!’

Albus realized that Cambrian hadn’t restored her physical form. 

When he had lost himself to her, her soul had transformed, taking the form of a spiritual essence.

[Sensory Block]

[Soul Freezing]

Through the connection with her soul, Cambrian’ spiritual tendrils, which had been trying to seize Albus’ mind, were blocked by the power of his authority.

“Hah… You figured it out, didn’t you?”

“…What are you trying to do to me?”

“Heh. As expected, it’s me. I didn’t think you’d catch on so quickly.”

Even though her cunning plan had been foiled, Cambrian smiled, satisfied.

“You already know everything, don’t you? I’ve shared my feelings with you through the connected souls. My soul is now one with yours.”

Albus knew through the memories and emotions that flooded in that Cambrian was speaking the truth.

The pleasure and ecstasy that flowed through him via her tendrils were genuine emotions she was feeling. 

A strange obsession directed at him.

‘She’s wearing underwear from Earth, something that shouldn’t even exist in this continent…’

Cambrian’s attire, that of scanty underwear, was an image formed through Albus’ memories of his past life. 

She had learned his preferences through the connection and transformed herself to match them.

“I am your past, your past life, and the only one who understands you in this universe. You feel it too, don’t you? We are the most noble beings in this universe, and no one can understand or be equal to us.”

As Cambrian continued her long speech, Albus peered into her very soul through their connected spirits.

Previously, he had only seen fragments of her when she shielded her mind, but now, with her permission, everything was laid bare to him. 

Every secret, every hidden corner of her being.

“The concept of the Holy Trinity I’ve established…”

Having seen all of Cambrian’ memories, Albus now understood why she had woken up from [sleep].

“The concept became known to your followers, and that’s how you awoke.”

To avoid the situation, Albus had fabricated the concept of the Holy Trinity involving Mother GM, Father GM, and their child. 

He had used this to manipulate her followers.

The problem was that they were the ones who held the key titles to her resurrection.

Her image, as a beautiful goddess, had left a strong mark on their memories and affected their faith, creating enough divinity to awaken Cambrian.

‘Still, it’s only at that level.’

The current Cambrian was but a powerless spirit. 

Unlike before, she couldn’t summon territories or possess Albus’ body.

“It was a brilliant idea. If you are bound to only one, the divinity and its hierarchy would reach a limit. But you, you created the concept of one and three, three and one, transcending the hierarchy and expanding it. You welcomed the soul equal to yours!”

Cambrian cried out ecstatically.

The fact that Albus was Father GM and she was Mother GM meant that Albus had officially recognized her as his only companion!

“You must want to become one with me! I’ve wanted that too! To make that wish come true, I became mortal, lowering my rank!”

She embraced Albus, pulling him in for a kiss.

“Wait a second.”

Thud.

Albus halted her soul.

Cambrian’s eyes, once filled with passion, began to tremble.

‘No, could it be? Do you not like me?’

Albus looked straight into her eyes.

Within them, he couldn’t find the same emotions he felt.

‘This is dizzying.’

In truth, Albus was only bewildered by the sudden shift in the situation.

Despite the inexplicable fondness that arose from sharing the same soul, Cambrian’s form now mirrored Albus’ ideal type from his Earthly days.

Had there been more time, Albus might have been overwhelmed by emotions, falling for her like she had for him.

“Ah, I see now. If we exclude us, the third being that is equal to us is… our child.”

Cambrian’s head slowly turned sideways.

“Ko…?”

At the end of her gaze, Dua was sleeping soundly.

“Are you considering that little girl as your companion? You’re abandoning me, the one who’s been waiting for you since the beginning!”

Her eyes, once full of warmth, were now filled with madness.

“…Unbelievable.”

[Immunity to Anomalies Released]

[Stay]

“Ugh!”

Albus’ will took shape as an intangible force, binding Cambrian’ soul.

Had it been visible, the binding would have looked like a turtle’s shell, with patterns resembling that.

“She is my precious daughter. That can’t be true.”

Cambrian, now consumed by madness, screamed in frustration.

Though it was an unexpected misunderstanding, it allowed Albus to regain his composure and shake off the emotional turmoil.

“You… just a little more gently, please…”

“Ha… We need to have a serious talk now. There are still things to resolve. I guess resting peacefully isn’t an option.”

Albus, now confused by the sudden shift and the appearance of a new self, was unsure of what to make of the situation.

The fact that Dua’s mouth, which had been sleeping behind him, was now smiling more than before was undeniable.

Chirp, chirp.

Morning arrived, and the birds began chirping.


“Sigh…“

Albus had been dealing with the matters of Cambria and ended up staying up the entire night.

Although he had gained full divinity, and had transcended the limitations of a mortal’s sleep, he still felt the mental fatigue that had accumulated over time, and he found himself tired.

‘What should I do about this…?’

Thanks to their conversation throughout the night, Albus was certain of something.

This other version of himself… his obsession was too intense.

“-Why can’t you understand? Only I can be your other half, and you can only be mine!”

Having witnessed her past life, Albus understood her worldview, but accepting it was a different matter.

Who would accept the appearance of someone from their past life proclaiming that they should become one?

‘Does it even make sense for us to be connected from the beginning? Isn’t it just self-soothing?’

If anyone else heard this, they would likely think Albus had gone mad, with the situation completely defying common sense.

However, as the conversation continued, and given that Cambria kept insisting that she was the only one who understood him, Albus couldn’t deny that point.

Perhaps it was because they were the same.

Their tastes aligned so perfectly.

From coping strategies and ways of thinking to food preferences and the pursuit of pleasure, Albus had no choice but to accept that Cambria was, indeed, him.

If the circumstances were reversed, and Albus found himself in Cambria’s shoes, he likely would have turned out the same way.

“That’s what makes it more difficult,” Albus muttered to himself.

Her strange obsession hadn’t turned into animosity toward the beings around Albus. 

It was her extreme way of thinking that made her view beings like Alia and Deus as inferior, not even worthy of being competition.

The only person she considered a rival was Dua, who had become equal in status after being bound in the Trinity.

‘How can I remove this animosity toward Dua?’

Albus had no idea how to calm the jealousy.

At this rate, the adorable Dua might see her as a rival and fight her.

“Dad…? And… Mom?”

Dua, waking from her sleep in a dazed state, murmured those words while looking at Cambria.

“-M-Mom…?”

The only being who could possibly be a competitor now referred to Albus as “father” and called herself “mother.”

This was a clear acknowledgment that she considered herself the companion of Albus.

Cambria smiled as if she hadn’t even noticed her expression had changed.

“It’s just for now.”

On the outside, she looked like a pure child, but there was more behind those words than one would expect.

***

Ten Days Later

Somewhere on the new server of Rudera.

“Wow! This is almost like a month’s worth of income!”

“We’re almost at the party level! Hahaha!”

“When we go back, there’ll be a feast!”

The players, returning to the village, celebrated their raid victory.

Whoooom.

“Ugh, ugh!”

“What, what is that?!”

A heavy, oppressive feeling descended upon them.

Whoooom.

The air split, and from within emerged:

[Dragon Lord]

A massive, red dragon revealed its enormous form.

“D-Dragon!”

“We… we need to run…!”

Despite being highly skilled adventurers, their abilities were no match for the creature that transcended their kind. 

All they could do was kneel, pleading for mercy.

“-Do not fear.”

“Forgive us!”

“Great one! Please have mercy!”


The dragon’s immense presence overshadowed their cries.

“-I am Losef, a servant of the GM. Today, I bring you great news.”

Wrapped in the Dragon Lord’s magic, a cradle descended from the sky.

“-Rejoice and stand up! For the great leader who will save you from the oppression of your class has arrived!”

The sacred cradle of Duamutep descended to the earth.
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One Week After the Fall of the Demon Lord, Three Days Before Dua’s Descent.

In the midst of a grand wedding feast in the lair of Dragon Lord Losef, dragons from all over the continent gathered, creating a dragon-infested domain.

Although it was not the usual time for such a gathering of dragons, most of the dragons had come to celebrate the late wedding of the Lord, a rare event for their kind. 

Losef’s lair, though vast, was not large enough to accommodate all the dragons, so they were in polymorphed forms, enjoying the feast in their preferred species.

At the center of the festivities, Losef, now taking the form of a middle-aged man with a mustache, stood beside Tyrano, who had transformed into a beautiful human woman, laughing and welcoming the guests.

“Well, well, look who it is! Carthesia!”

A bright-eyed elf with shimmering blonde hair approached Carthesia, rubbing her face against hers in delight.

“It’s been so long! Haven’t seen you around lately! How have you been?”

“I’m the same as always,” Carthesia replied with a small chuckle.

“…You seem a bit different?”

Saphira, in the form of a beautiful elf, tilted her head in curiosity.

Normally cold and aloof, Carthesia had always avoided dragon gatherings, showing no interest. But now, a brighter, more relaxed expression adorned her face—something that certainly wasn’t her usual demeanor.

Saphira was sure Carthesia had gone through some kind of change.

“I… found the owner of my heart,” Carthesia said, her voice soft.

“The owner of your heart?”

The dragon heart, a source of infinite magical power, was not only a symbol of a dragon’s life but of their grandeur. 

The “owner of the heart” referred to a lifelong companion, someone a dragon would devote everything to.

“My, my! You, pretending to be uninterested in males, but in the end, you’ve gone and eaten one!” Saphira quickly moved to Carthesia’s side and patted her shoulder roughly.

Carthesia, still considered a dragon among dragons, had always been known for not having found a mate. 

Many of the current high-ranking dragons had once courted her in their youth, but Carthesia had rejected them all. 

It was a famous tale that many young male dragons had spent sleepless nights crying over her rejections.

“Who is he? A dragon worthy of stealing your heart? The Southern Sea’s overlord, Daidalos? Or the ruler of the Northern Mountains, the druid Broom?”

“Haha… Neither of those,” Carthesia chuckled.

The dragons Saphira mentioned were all renowned figures in dragon society, admired for both their abilities and their appearances. 

Yet, none of them had been able to win Carthesia’s heart. To her, they were nothing more than a bunch of insignificant creatures.

Carthesia then grabbed Albus, who had been choosing from the banquet’s spread, and pulled him closer.

“I’ll introduce you. This is our Albus.”

“…Huh?”

Saphira, who had been surprised to learn that the groom was so close by, now stared at Albus in shock.

And it was no wonder.

“He’s human!?”

To Saphira, Albus didn’t appear to be a dragon in polymorphed form—he was a pure human.

***

’She asked me to come to a dragon gathering…’

Albus recalled the favor Carthesia had asked of him before they arrived at Losef’s lair, crossing space together. 

She had asked him to attend the event, as it was important to dragons, and since most dragons brought their mates, she didn’t want to go alone.

’I’ve received a lot of help from Carthesia, and I’m curious about dragon culture. I might be able to apply it to Rudera.’

Albus had been fascinated by the grandeur of the feast laid before him.

“This is a dragon festival…”

Losef’s lair, decorated with countless magical threads, was a sight to behold. 

No one would have thought that the magnificent hall, filled with magic, was once just a simple cave.

The atmosphere felt like something out of a movie—reminiscent of the mysterious halls of magical schools—and the dragons present only added to the awe. 

Humans, elves, dwarves, beastmen, demons, and other monsters—all polymorphed dragons—filled the room.

‘I can’t see this kind of spectacle in Rudera… I wonder how the food tastes.’

Albus couldn’t help but continue to marvel at the grandeur around him as he sampled the food from the banquet.

“…The food’s better in Rudera.”

Compared to the spicy and flavorful dishes of Rudera, the dragons’ food was rather bland.

’No wonder Carthesia loves Rudera’s food.’


	I think so too.



Beside Albus, the ethereal figure of Cambrian appeared. 

She made a pouty face, clearly displeased with the situation.


	Compared to us great beings, the dragons are just insignificant lizards. Let’s get rid of these bland foods and go eat your food instead.



“Ha…”

Albus couldn’t help but smile. 

Cambrian’s attitude, always dismissive of everything but herself, reminded him of the old version of himself, the one who saw everything as beneath him.

It had almost been a self-destructive mindset, but now that he knew Cambrian was just acting out, he found her to be like a cute little sister.

‘You need to let go of those extreme thoughts. Experiencing different cultures helps one grow.’

‘Hmph.’

***

Just then, Carthesia introduced Albus to Saphira again.

“I’ll introduce you. This is our Albus.”

“…Huh?”

Saphira’s eyes widened in shock.

“A human?”

“Is he really human?”

“This doesn’t make sense. Carthesia, of all people, with a human?”

The voice of Safira drew the attention of the surrounding dragons.

The fact that the target was the popular dragon, Carthesia, caused the gaze to grow exponentially.

“To bring a human to Lord’s wedding! That’s…!”

“That Carthesia is taking a human as her mate? The males will go crazy today.”

It was clear that the atmosphere was anything but ordinary.

“U-um… Carthesia? I think something’s wrong.”

Albus, who had just realized something was off, turned to look at Carthesia.

Carthesia was slightly taken aback by how large the impact was, more than she had anticipated.

But there was no turning back now.

Lord wasn’t just marrying any dragon, but a dragon of the Earth. 

If she hesitated now, she might never have another chance to be with Albus.

If she backed down here, this golden opportunity would slip away.

“Carthesia. What does this mean?”

A handsome man with a stiff expression appeared.

“Daedalus.”

“Is this a misunderstanding?”


“No, it’s real.”

“Say it’s a misunderstanding, Carthesia.”

“I’m telling you, it’s real.”

“Just say you found a human you find cute and brought him along!”

The next words that slipped from her mouth pierced his heart.

“He’s the master of my heart.”

Thud

He had courted for over 3,000 years.

She had liked him first…

She could have accepted Druidyvroom, but this worthless creature, a mere human?

Ugh…

Then, a handsome man with orange hues emerged.

“What do you mean, Carthesia?”

“Druidyvroom.”

“This… this insignificant human being is the master of your heart? What kind of joke is this, Carthesia?!”

“Sigh…“

The males who had followed her, thinking they were special, were now responding in such a manner. 

She had expected some resistance, but not to this extent.

Growl

Thud!

The pressure began to spread from Carthesia, causing all the dragons present to freeze.

“Shut up, you useless dragons.”

Her voice carried a divine resonance.

“You don’t understand. You don’t even know how great and excellent we are. If it weren’t for Albus, you’d all be dead!”

In her heart, she wanted to reveal Albus’ greatness and identity.

He wasn’t just a human.

He was the greatest savior on this continent, the GM.

But he didn’t want that.

She couldn’t defy his will, especially when it came to revealing his true nature.

Just then, the gazes of the two dragons shifted.

“Then!”

“We’ll show you how insignificant humans really are!”

The two dragons charged at Albus with killing intent.

They knew what they were doing was wrong in front of the woman they loved, but after a long unrequited love, they had both twisted into this state.

Boom!

“This is unbelievable…”

“C-Carthesia… since when…?”

They had never imagined they would be subdued by Carthesia’s strike and rolling on the ground.

***

Carthesia noticed something was amiss when she saw Losef running toward them, breathless.

If Lord arrives… surely he’ll do something.

This might actually work out better than expected.

If she handled this well, she could make her marriage to Albus a done deal, without any objections from the elders.

‘Sorry, Albus.’

‘It’s fine.’

Albus shrugged, smiling lightly as though it didn’t matter.

After all, he had just defeated a demon, so this was nothing.

Carthesia apologized to Albus for not introducing him as her betrothed and for putting him in danger, but Albus only thought to himself that this was probably just because of the human’s involvement. 

There were still those who held prejudices.

‘I’ll make sure they won’t hold a grudge against you.’

‘It’s fine. Even if there are ten thousand of them, they won’t hurt me. You know that.’

For the first time in a long while, Albus felt the hostility directed at him.

The two dragons felt fresh to him in this new, adversarial way.

On the other hand, the dragons’ eyes were not kind toward him.

‘What’s with this weak human, being protected by Carthesia?’

‘He’s too insignificant for Carthesia.’

‘Why would Carthesia be with such a human?’

‘If they only knew that Albus is GM, their entire perception of him would change!’

Carthesia was tempted to reveal Albus’ true identity right then.

“Carthesia! What’s going on here?!”

Just as Losef was about to rush over, a massive pressure slammed down on the dragons in the area, far stronger than before.

Only Albus and Carthesia stood undisturbed.


Instinctively, Carthesia knew who was responsible for this.

“Ah, Albus?”

Turning around in surprise, she saw him holding a dragon by the neck, lifting it off the ground.

“Speak. Who are you? And why did you try to assassinate Carthesia?”

Albus’ face twisted in a grotesque expression, resembling that of a demon.
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The fact that they would resist so strongly just because I was human…

Was it because they had a sense of pride, thinking they were a great species, that they discriminated against others?

More than that, what did it mean to be the “owner of the heart”? 

Should I ask Carthesia about it later?

Albus silently watched as Carthesia led the situation.

As the first client of Rudera, Carthesia had enjoyed countless benefits from the game.

Although she couldn’t monopolize the great rewards that echoed throughout the entire server, she had steadily gained power through Rudera, surpassing the level of an ordinary dragon even in reality.

‘I didn’t expect her to be this strong.’

Albus clicked his tongue as he watched Carthesia overpower two elder dragons with a single strike.

‘At this rate, even the Lord wouldn’t be a match for her.’

The realm of a demigod who began to handle the divine.

Soon, the Dragon Lord would shake the continent with its might.

Zzzzt!

‘…What’s this?’

At that moment, a displeasing sensation brushed against Albus’ awareness.

A dense murderous intent.

Someone was harboring hostility toward Carthesia.

Albus felt the clear animosity sharply, as if it were tangible.

‘Is no one else noticing this?’

Meanwhile, it seemed that none of the dragons, including Carthesia, were sensing this killing intent.

‘Am I imagining things…?’

“Of course. The murderous intent for an assassination wouldn’t be so obvious. For beings of our level, it’s possible to sense even hidden hostility, as we can unconsciously pierce through the thoughts of others.”

The voice of Cambrian echoed, drifting as if floating in a soul state.

Albus could now be certain that his perception wasn’t a mistake.

“If you’re planning to stop it, you should do it quickly. If you leave it like this, your pet lizard will die.”

Pet lizard.

The term was completely out of place, but Albus knew exactly who Cambrian was referring to.

‘Carthesia would die?’

Cambrian, despite disregarding other beings, didn’t lie.

If she said Carthesia would die, then it was certain.

There was no time to hide his identity or hesitate.

Boom!

Immediately, Albus released his power as a god.

“Ugh!”

“Ah!”

The surrounding dragons were surprised and overwhelmed by the oppressive pressure, but that was of no concern to him.

“What’s your deal?”

Albus grabbed one of the dragons who had harbored the murderous intent and lifted them into the air.

“Speak. Who are you? Why did you try to assassinate Carthesia?”

Naturally, the assassin said nothing in reply.

Albus activated his divine power, neutralizing all of the assassin’s abilities and restraining them.

As he did, all the power that had surrounded her washed away, revealing her true form.

‘Empress Lea…’

The human from the cursed tower’s fourth floor, the one entangled in a bitter fate, now took on the form of a dragon through unknown power.

“I have committed a grave sin, my lord. No words can explain my actions.”

Before Albus stood a skull, bound by chains and kneeling, its head resting against the ground.

It was Akuyuham, the one who had suppressed and interrogated the Liberators.

Lea, the leader of the Liberators, had been captured by Akuyuham and imprisoned.

She should have been in Akuyuham’s dungeon, but the one Akuyuham had been keeping was merely a decoy.

So why had she suddenly turned into a dragon and attacked Carthesia?

‘This doesn’t make sense. No matter how skilled a great mage is, she’s still human. Escaping from Akuyuham, who transcends mortality, and deceiving dragons to show up here—it’s impossible.’

Moreover, according to reports from the guide and Akuyuham, Lea had become hostile toward Albus (or more precisely, Zhang’s avatar). 

There was no logical reason for her to assassinate Carthesia.

Naturally, there had to be someone behind it.

‘There’s nothing. Nothing at all…’

Albus delved deep into Lea’s mind, but found no trace of anyone’s involvement.

At least, Lea herself had no knowledge of any accomplice or backer.

Perhaps her memory had been tampered with, so Albus searched for any signs of it, but the only thing he found was the divine power of GM.

After the Trinity of GM, Dua and Cambrian had gained expanded divine power, but no one else could handle GM’s abilities.

It didn’t seem like Dua would do something like this either…

Albus furrowed his brows.

To think a new opponent had emerged, someone whose identity he couldn’t even grasp.

Carthesia’s life was at risk.

Not just hers, but the lives of others dear to him were in danger too.

Swift action was needed.

“Don’t worry, master. I’ll tear apart her mind and find the backer. Trust me, right?”

The guide took the unconscious Lea and headed deep into Rudera, to the interrogation room.

Albus didn’t believe that the guide would be able to find the one who eluded GM’s divine power, but…

Whoooom!

Suddenly, before Albus, the space split open, and something small and round popped out.

“Hm? Dua?”

“Daddy!”

Hehe.

Through spatial transfer, Dua appeared and jumped into Albus’ arms.

“What’s going on? Why do you need to see me, Duwa?”

“I wanted to see you, Daddy,” Dua said, a slight frown on her face, her eyes already welling up with tears.

“Well… it’s not that…”

Albus’ chest suddenly filled with a guilty weight.

“You’re kidding!”


“That little…!”

Can she even fake tears?

Albus couldn’t help but chuckle.

What should he do with this adorable daughter?

“I heard a new strange one popped up this time.”

“A strange one? …Ah. Don’t worry about it. This time, I’ll take care of it.”

Dua was a competent god.

Leader of the new server players and the key figure who neutralized the Demon God.

He didn’t plan on raising her as an overly spoiled child, but he also wasn’t going to involve her in things that even he didn’t fully understand.

“Dua will help! Let me borrow that little dragon!”

“That… little dragon?”

Albus shifted his gaze to the tip of Dua’s pointed finger.

At the end of it stood Losef, the protagonist of the wedding still recovering from the shock of the divine waves Albus had released earlier.

Does she want to play with Losef?

After the title incident, Losef had become a loyal servant of the game master and worked under a guide, so it seemed that Dua felt a sense of familiarity with him.

If Dua wanted, Losef, along with the Emperor of the Empire or the Elf Queen, could easily be brought in for a little Jurassic playdate…

“…Well, Dua. I’ll let you do it later if you want. Today, they’ve had a rough time.”

It was pitiful enough that the one-time wedding was ruined, but he couldn’t make them take care of a child too.

“It’s fine. It’s fine. The little dragon will like it.”

Sure, it would pretend to like it!

A god was asking to play. Even if it was a Dragon Lord, there was no way it could refuse.

‘Why not just allow it this once?’

“Do you have no human feelings?”

Well, since he was a god from birth, it made sense he wouldn’t have them.

With that strange perspective, it was natural.

‘Is not this child of yours and mine?’

“Eh? Dad? Eh?? Eh eh??”

Dua, her eyes sparkling, clung to him.

He couldn’t hold out any longer.

Sorry, Losef. I’ll bless you with a wedding in Rudera later.

“Am I really weak to my daughter?”

Cambrian crossed her arms, watching Albus fall for Dua.

“Well, it’s not like I was planning to do it.”

She too, if Dua wasn’t her daughter, wouldn’t have participated in the plan she suggested.

“Because we’re equals… is this what family is?”

Although Albus hadn’t yet accepted her heart, Cambrian no longer felt loneliness or boredom.

“In the history of the universe… this will be the grandest celebration.”

What a capable daughter she had.

Without Albus knowing, she had already lined up the guide, Akuhem, and even Losef—all for one event.

Cambrian stared directly at Albus’s beautiful face.

In a month, that day would come.

“I look forward to the expression you’ll make that day.”

What would his reaction be when he sees [that] Dua has prepared?

***

Three days later.

Somewhere in the sky of Rudera

“Well done! Well done!”

An excited Dua ruffled Losef’s hair.

“I totally fooled Dad! The plan was a success!”

The grand plan Dua had prepared.

As part of it, the assassination had been successfully carried out. 

Following that, she had even borrowed the little dragon.

“Is it really okay? No matter how much, the GM…”

“It’s fine, it’s fine. I’m also the GM.”

Dua pounded her small chest, as if to say, ‘Trust me.’

“And you like our dad, don’t you?”

“Well… I respect and serve him…”

“That’s the same thing! Don’t worry! In the end, even Dad will like it!”

The first stage was successful, so now it was time to move on to the next step.

The child of the Trinity GM.

With the coming of Dua Christ.

Whooosh.

Dua’s body was enveloped in divine light.

“Do your best, little dragon.”


Losef squeezed his eyes shut and gathered his focus.

It was all for the GM.

This was all… to repay the great one’s favor.

“Yes. Everything is for the GM.”

With the dragon king’s revelation, the daughter of the great god descended upon the world.



 
  
    Chapter 138: Mother and Daughter (4)


Losef’s wedding was a disaster.

While Albus took care of the assassin and handled various matters, Carthesia, who had been entrusted with the task, was trying to clean up the mess.

“An assassin, huh…”

She never imagined that an assassin would suddenly infiltrate a wedding, targeting her.

As a dragon—especially a great dragon—Carthesia never experienced life-threatening situations. 

She couldn’t even comprehend it.

“Carthesia.”

“…?”

Carthesia, who had been managing the situation, turned around at the sound of her name.

From the direction the voice came, two great dragons, who had been thoroughly defeated, stood there, looking disheveled.

“I’m sorry, Carthesia.”

“It seems like we lost our minds for a moment.”

“…I understand.”

Although Carthesia found the fact that they had opposed Albus unpleasant, and part of her wanted to personally teach them a lesson, she thought for a moment.

‘Albus let it go, so there’s no need for me to make it worse for them.’

“Speak. Who are you, and why did you attempt to assassinate Carthesia?”

Carthesia recalled the sight of Albus, standing tall before all the dragons on their knees, lifting the assassin with one hand.

“…Thanks to that, I was able to witness such a magnificent scene.”

She couldn’t help but be thankful for the extraordinary memory of dragons.

“Carthesia. Could that person be…?”

The great dragon, Daedalos, asked cautiously.

“That person?”

Carthesia tilted her head in confusion, but soon realized what the two dragons were curious about.

“Is that person truly a great being?”

They were asking if the one who had overpowered all the dragons with nothing but sheer pressure was indeed a being of divine status.

Only a being of unimaginable power, someone even dragons could not fathom, could possibly achieve such a feat.

They believed that only a god could possess such overwhelming might.

‘Albus probably wasn’t trying to present himself as a god, but…’

Since Albus wasn’t erasing their memories, and didn’t seem to care much about it, Carthesia figured it wouldn’t hurt to reveal the truth.

Having made up her mind, she answered.

“Now you understand. You’ve crossed the wrong person.”

The great dragons, who had been uncertain, now widened their eyes and bit their lips in realization.

They had been in love with this dragon for their entire lives.

They had worked tirelessly, reaching a level where even other younger dragons admired her, just to gain her favor.

When they heard she was about to marry, they were shocked to see her bringing a human into her life—someone she had never shown interest in before.

Unable to bear it, they lost their composure and attacked him… only to discover that the human was a god?

A god with a high divine status, powerful enough to overwhelm the entire dragon clan?

This was beyond absurd!

The story of the war goddess Alia, who obliterated the Horned Clan with nothing but pillars of salt, was famous.

None of those who had angered the great gods had a peaceful end.

Those who opposed the gods or incurred their wrath never died peacefully.

Daedalos and Druidebroom’s faces turned pale as they realized the horrible fate that awaited them.

‘Oh.’

Noticing their despair, Carthesia had a mischievous thought.

“Well, if it’s your will, I can help you seek forgiveness.”

The two great dragons brightened at Carthesia’s suggestion.

“Really?”

“Please, Carthesia!”

‘Albus will like this.’

By securing two highly skilled dragons as servants, Carthesia was making an excellent trade. 

It was a repayment, even if not enough to fully express her gratitude.

Carthesia secretly grinned.

***

In the system room of Ruderra.

‘Let’s go, dragon.’

‘Everything happens as per the will of the Lord.’

Through the monitor that Albus was watching, Dua , who had revealed her true form as a red dragon, could be seen riding atop it.

‘She really looks like her father. She’s so cute.’

Albus watched her with a proud fatherly smile.

‘Aren’t you tired of this? How long are you going to keep watching?’

Cambrian, in his spirit form, pointed at the monitor.

“Cambrian.”

‘Overprotectiveness is not good. Especially when you continue to watch your daughter, who has even risen to a high divine status. It’s unsettling to watch, honestly.’

Upon hearing Cambrian’s words, Albus realized that he had been watching Dua ’s every move all day long.

“Hmph… well, it can’t be helped. Carthesia nearly got assassinated. As a father, protecting my daughter in such a dangerous situation, when I don’t even know who the enemy is, is my responsibility.”

‘This daughter of mine… What do you mean, “I’m fine”? You’re staring at the monitor without ever taking your eyes off her.’

“What?”

“No, didn’t you say you were going to catch the culprit? Now isn’t the time to be watching your daughter. We need to find out who’s behind the assassination. If Dua finds out you’re keeping an eye on her like this, she’ll surely feel disgusted or even hate you.”

“Disgusted?”

Albus imagined Dua feeling hatred.

“I totally hate you, Dad!”

“You’ve been watching me like this? Ugh, gross. Why don’t you just die?”

“…!”

Just imagining it caused an overload in his brain, even worse than fighting the [System].

“That’s… that’s not good…”

Was this the hardship of a father with a daughter?

He didn’t want to be hated by Dua.

“Hahaha. Cambrian’s right, you know. You’re being way too overprotective. Heh.”

At that moment, Menhera, who had been sitting beside them and enjoying tea, intervened.


“Mother.”

Menhera, the primordial mother who gave birth to Cambrian and Albus, the creator of this universe. 

Once, she had been overwhelmed with affection, amplified by the [System] she had absorbed, but after removing the System and purifying herself through illusions, she returned to her sane mind and joined Albus’ group.

“Oh, you should call me ‘Mom,’ not ‘Mother.’”

“Mom…”

“Oh, you should call me ‘Mom.’”

But in the process of suppressing her, the word “Mom” had been uttered to shock her, and for some reason, the term had deeply embedded itself in her illusions. 

Now, she was strangely obsessed with the title.

“Oto…”

“Right!”

Albus reluctantly said the words she wanted to hear, and Menhera, with a satisfied expression, savored her tea.

“As Cambrian said, Dua is already a fully matured high-ranking deity. Even if the mastermind behind that assassination is a transcendent being equivalent to the [System], they can’t pose a threat to Dua. So, don’t worry about it.”

Menhera looked at Albus with affectionate eyes.

Albus felt slightly uncomfortable under her gaze.

Before she was affected by the [System], she had genuinely thought of Albus as her son.

Since the time she first conceived him, she had considered every reincarnation, every rough cycle of rebirth, as her child—this was only natural for a god who had a transcendent perspective.

For her, both Cambrian and Albus were precious children she had lost and then regained.

“More importantly, this mother wants to see Albus’ direct grandchild born from him.”

Dua was cute and precious, but not a biological granddaughter.

“So hurry up and join forces with Cambria.”

“Mom… no, ‘Mom’? Cambrian is my past life? To think he’s going to have a child with himself. It’s not even the level of sibling incest, this is…”

“What’s the problem? Incest is common among gods. There are even cases where a goddess changed her gender and impregnated herself with her own sperm.”

The world of the gods was crazier than Albus could have imagined.

“Parents having children with their own children isn’t rare either. If you want, this mother can bear Albus’ child for you.”

What is this mother saying!?

Hasn’t she been purified enough yet!?

“Don’t cut in. I’m letting you be a mother now, but if you touch Albus, I won’t forgive you.”

Cambrian growled as she hugged Albus from behind.

“Heh, that’s our daughter for you. You don’t need to worry about grandchildren.”

Menhera, looking strangely youthful for her age, chuckled.

“However, you’d better hurry. There’s a girl called Alia who is quite dangerous. And as for our Dua… this mother doesn’t want to meet her great-grandchild before her second grandchild.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll handle it.”

“Of course.”

Albus’ head was spinning from the conversation with both his spiritual mother and his soul mother.

Technically, he had found family in the form of a mother and sister, having shed his physical form, but…

‘Why are both of them so obsessed with having children?’

This mindset of the gods, with their incestuous and bizarre thoughts, was difficult for him to accept.

A few days later…

“I follow you.”

“I humbly obey.”

“Only Dua is the true king.”


“Please accept us, Lord.”

Countless people bowed down and worshiped the small girl.

Ahem.

Dua straightened her small shoulders, feeling proud.

The preparations for her beloved father’s birthday party were nearly finished.



 
  
    Chapter 139: Birthday Party Wedding


Deep in the Rudera

Boom boom boom.

Pushh…

As the guide manipulated the button, a small tube opened with a puff of smoke.

Inside the blue-lit laboratory, a figure shaped like a mannequin emerged.

Cambrian, in the form of a soul, approached the body and began to inspect it.

“How is it? Do you like it?”

Albus was puzzled by Cambrian’s unexpectedly large reaction.


	“This is the body you made for me. How could it not be to my liking?”



“Really… You’re saying that…”

It was a separate body created for her to use.

Knowing that it was her, Cambrian had done her best to create the body. 

She had crafted a perfect form, one that could rival even Alia and Deus.


	“More importantly… here.”



Cambrian pointed to the chest of the body.

“Huh? Is there something wrong there?”

After the body was completed with extreme caution, it had been modified over a hundred times. 

If he had to name it, it would be something like ‘Genuine Final Version (1) (3) Final Version for Real. hwp.’

He had made constant revisions in pursuit of perfection. 

Had he missed something?


	“No, it’s not a problem. In fact… Heh.”



Cambrian chuckled softly.


	“I like that it’s reflective of your tastes.”



“Huh?”

I stood there, confused, unsure of what she meant.

“…Ah, no, that’s not what I meant!”

I shifted between Cambrian’s face and the mannequin, realizing what she was talking about.


	“Well, men always go crazy for these… You seem to prefer this size, huh?”



Cambrian’s hand was gently caressing the mannequin’s large chest.

“Ah, no, that’s not it!”

I couldn’t confidently say that my preferences were reflected, but I had created this body thinking about the underwear I had seen Cambrian wear before.

I hadn’t specifically wanted her chest to be that size!


	Heh. I know. You must have made this body based on what you saw back then. But you didn’t know one thing… At that time, I used the underwear to push my chest as much as I could to fit your tastes.



“…What?”


	Disappointed?



“No, that’s not it…!”


	You’re disappointed that the chest is smaller than you expected, right? Hm… I guess this size is a bit small, huh? For sure, if an infant doesn’t want to starve, they need a bigger bowl of food.



Cambrian’s playful smile deepened.

She had a bad habit of reading my past life memories through our connected souls and teasing me with these sharp remarks, enjoying my reactions.

“Just because it’s small doesn’t mean it would starve to death! No, it’s not even that small!”


	Oh? So you’re saying this size is just right?



This woman really…


	It’s just a joke, a joke. Ah, really. Why are you so cute?



Before I could respond, Cambrian closed the distance and pulled my face into her chest.

The heat that had already been building up from her teasing reached a boiling point in my head.

“Haah. Let go of me, Lady Master.”

Just then, the guide’s hand appeared and separated us.

“Please hurry up. We need to stabilize the body. It was made for a deity, and the concentration of divinity is relatively low. If it’s exposed to the external environment for too long, it could deteriorate.”

The guide’s face was scrunched in irritation.

Cambrian stared at the guide blankly.

“Why? What is it?”


	Well, I should reprimand you for interrupting my time with Albus.



Slowly, Cambrian moved closer to the body, and her hand slipped inside.


	But today is a special day, when Albus and this body will be physically united. I’ll forgive you, so mind your place. Little thing.



With that, Cambrian’s soul slipped into the body.

“This… This is real!”

The guide finally exploded.

“I liked him first! I know him better than you! And now you’re showing off just because you’re the one in his past life?!”

‘Sigh. Why does everyone seem so desperate to argue?’

Albus sighed deeply, calming the guide before starting the stabilization process for Cambrian’s body.

Whummmm…

Cambrian’s soul gradually settled into her new body.

Her soul began to merge with the body, transforming it into a likeness of herself.

I approached her, now fully embodied, and began to inspect her new form.

“The stabilization process is complete. No signs of rejection. How do you feel? Do you like your new body?”

She blinked her eyes slowly.

Smirk.

Her lips curved into a smile, and then—

Wham!

She hugged me tightly, pulling my head into her chest.

“W-Whoa!”

It was completely different from when she was just a soul. 

The warmth of her body, the tantalizing scent.

It was overwhelming.

“Aah. Now, with this, we will become one, my love. Even though there are two bodies, our souls are still connected. Let us unite again, with these two bodies.”

Snap.

Cambrian snapped her fingers, and a divine light enveloped her.

Her form changed into a dazzling wedding dress.

“A grand wedding awaits us.”

Snap.

With another snap, we were suddenly standing in the open sky.

“Do you see it down below?”

Cambrian pointed towards the ground. 

As I followed her finger, I saw thousands, no, hundreds of thousands of people kneeling and praying towards the sky.

“…What is that?”

Had I been too caught up in creating Cambrian’s body to notice what was happening in Rudera? 

No, surely if something this unusual had happened, the guide would have reported it to me.

“Heh. Well, normally, yes, I would’ve reported it. But I deliberately didn’t. It was all part of Dua’s plan.”

“What?”

Bam!

A divine light exploded from Cambrian.


Her divinity began to manifest in the physical world, materializing into a divine banquet hall above the heavens. 

The most magnificent, blessed wedding hall in the world.

“Do you see it now? The people below, the ones worshiping?”

“Worshipping…?”

I focused my powers to figure out what was happening below.

“Great child of the GM, what should we do?!”

“We will follow your command! We shall no longer divide our status!”

“The servers are different, but we will not fight! We are all children of the GM, and we will only follow!”

The players from the two servers, who had once been at each other’s throats, now united and worshipped someone.

And that someone was…

[You shall be my witnesses to the ends of the earth.]

“…Dua?”

It was Dua, ascending.

She released all of her divinity, revealing a form that resembled a goddess from myth.

She slowly ascended, receiving the worship of all, until she reached us.

“Long time no see, Daddy!”

“…Dua?”

In just a month, she had united the players who were once at odds and turned them into fanatical worshipers.

If you think about it, it was more of an achievement than what I had done by excessively using [miracles] to concentrate divinity.

I didn’t quite understand what was happening.

“Daddy, do you know what day it is?”

Whooosh.

Dua’s hand gathered a massive amount of divinity.

The divinity she had accumulated over the past month condensed into a powerful force.

“Today…? Dua, you don’t mean…”

“Hehe. Today’s your birthday, Daddy! I’ve got a present for you.”

“Dua, you’re not saying…?”

The shocking revelation left me speechless.

Only then did I finally grasp the full picture of the incident.

The assassination attempt in Carthesia a month ago? 

It was all a build-up for today’s birthday celebration.

A dramatic ploy to direct my attention elsewhere while crafting an excuse to descend to the surface with Losef in tow.

During that month, Dua had worked tirelessly to gather followers and ascended to amass an enormous amount of divine power.

All of this—for my birthday and a gift. 

My small, adorable Dua had orchestrated everything.

“Here, take it. Happy birthday, Dad!”

Dua handed me a sphere brimming with her divine power.

It was a condensed mass of faith collected from the entire continent, akin to the power of the [System].

“Dua, this is…”

“Dua was created by you, Dad. If not for you, Dua wouldn’t even exist.”

As I accepted the sphere, Dua twisted shyly, her body squirming.

“Even though I was just an ignorant, incomplete god when I first came to you, Dad treated me like his daughter. Isn’t this what people call responsibility-free pleasure? Or was it… the opposite?”

Wait, who taught her such things?

“Dad loved me, let me do everything I wanted. So now, it’s Dua’s turn to repay you.”

[“I love you, Dad!”]

Dua leapt into my arms, hugging me tightly.

“Hahaha!”

“Happy birthday, Albus!”

“Happy birthday!”

From every corner of the banquet hall, familiar faces began to emerge.

There were my retainers—Rebecca, Zenith, Akuyuham, and Leighton—along with acquaintances like Eclesia and Carthesia, and comrades such as Guide, Alia, and Deus.

I couldn’t help but smile as I held Dua in my arms.

What kind of blessed father has a daughter who goes to such lengths for a surprise birthday party?

In this moment, the stress and exhaustion accumulated as a GM washed away, leaving only happiness.

…Though, wait a minute—don’t some of these people not know I’m the GM?

Can we really invite them? 

Am I being forcefully outed here?

“Mom…”

“Yes, darling?”

“This doesn’t look like the banquet hall we planned.”

The adorable tone in Dua’s voice shifted slightly, becoming unnervingly sharp.

“Oh? Really?”

“And that outfit of yours. What are you scheming?”

“Haha, you truly don’t hold back, do you? Well, I suppose I should let you in on the updated plan.”

With a snap of her fingers, Cambrian altered the structure of the banquet hall.

The room transformed as a red carpet for weddings rolled out, and celebratory wedding music filled the air.

“Today isn’t just Albus’ birthday. It’s also the day this mother finally consummates her bond with your father.”

“Are you serious?”

“I did everything you asked me to. What’s the problem?”

Cambrian and Dua’s glares collided, the tension so thick it sent shivers down my spine.

“This is unexpected. I prepared a gift and blessings for the birthday party, only to find a wedding ambush.”

Alia, dressed in a blue gown that matched her hair, entered the fray.

“Cutting in line is bad manners, sister-in-law.”

“Who’s your sister-in-law?!”

“Cambria, watch your language.”

Joining Alia, Menhera stepped forward.

“This won’t do. Let’s settle it here and now. Let’s see who deserves to be Albus’ first wife.”

“Agreed. Today will go down in history as the War of the Goddesses. Of course, I will emerge victorious!”

“Do you think you can defeat me, the manager of Rudera, Guide?”

Excuse me? 

Could you all stop, please?

The voices brimming with divinity reverberated across the continent.

Are you all trying to announce to the world that I’m the GM?!

What’s going on here?!

“Fascinating. Gods duking it out, huh?”

“Carthesia?”

“But if it’s within Rudera, I won’t lose either!”

Carthesia leapt into the battlefield.

This is utter chaos.

I felt something soft and squishy wrap around the back of my head.

“Hehe, Dad belongs to Dua.”

“Hahaha.”

Away from the chaos, Dua clung to me, enjoying the spectacle of the goddess battle while monopolizing me.

Starting a fight and reaping all the rewards—what a smart daughter I have.

I had always thought of Dua as pure, never realizing the slyness she hid within.

Who could have imagined that this goddess war would end with me being kidnapped by my own daughter?

As I watched the goddesses clash, I reflected on everything that had happened.

In this boring otherworld, I had created a game to survive.

Little did I know that game would thrive and lead to this.

Sure, it’s overwhelming—but at least I’m not bored anymore.

From below, they all sing praises to the GM.

It feels strange to be called a god, but knowing that no one suffers from hunger or pain anymore makes it all worthwhile.

I’m glad I made it.

“Yeah, I did a good job.”


In the end, the first goddess war concluded without a decisive winner.

The parties agreed to share the title of Albus’ wife (without my consent), leading to the formation of the First Albus Wives’ Club.

Of course, this peace wouldn’t last. 

Soon, Dua’s ambitions would spark the Second Goddess War…

But that’s a story for another time.



 
  
    Side Story: GM’s Card (1)


Tower of the Rudera Labyrinth, 37th Floor

Duel City, Paraisos – A Guild House

“Borrowed coins should…”

Bang!

“You filthy worms should pay them back!”

“Hi-Hiiik…!”

A rough-looking man with a sporty haircut slammed his fist into the wall, causing a deafening crash.

Cracks snaked across the surface.

“But the interest exceeded the principal in just one week… How are we supposed to repay it…”

The guild master protested in despair.

“Then you shouldn’t have borrowed it in the first place. That’s the fearsome power of compound interest, rookie.”

The leader of Security Force—a rapidly expanding organization—grabbed the guild master by the collar and lifted him effortlessly.

“That’s not compound interest; that’s just extortion… Hiiik!”

As the boss raised his hand to strike the guild master, a sharp ding interrupted him.

– Warning –

– Physical contact beyond permissible limits has been detected.

– Harm between players is prohibited in Paraisos.

– You will face penalties if you do not disengage within five seconds.

The brutal message filled his vision.

The system’s enforcement was absolute.

Even the Sword Emperor, a legendary figure, had been captured for ignoring such warnings.
Although he had previously acted with impunity, the Sword Emperor was only recently released and now lived cautiously.

With a disgruntled look, the boss let the guild master go.

“A floor where disputes can only be settled through duels… What an annoying place.”

He had come to claim a hidden piece imbued with the GM’s divine power.

However, to someone who thrived on raw strength, the 37th-floor rules felt alien and oppressive.

“Even if I can’t lay a hand on you directly, don’t get any ideas. Sit tight and behave,” the boss growled, noticing the guild members stirring uneasily.

At that moment, one of his subordinates burst into the room, clutching a stack of cards.

“Boss! I found it!”

“What’s that?”

“It was hidden in the corner!”

As the guild members trembled in terror at the sight of the cards, the boss sneered.

“Let’s see.”

He flipped through the stack, his grin widening when he spotted something he liked.

“Oh, a rare card!”

He tucked the cards into his pocket and turned to leave.

“Alright, I’ll waive today’s interest. But make sure to pay up tomorrow.”

“Please, not the cards! Anything but the cards!”

“Our deck is more precious than our lives!”

“Get lost!”

The guild members desperately clung to him, only to be knocked aside by his subordinates.

“Ha ha ha! Even if direct violence is prohibited, this is legitimate enforcement of a contract. If you interfere, I can use force freely!”

Why had he chosen the tedious route of loan sharking rather than crushing the city by sheer power?

Why had he meticulously exploited loopholes within the system?

Other organizations before the Security Force had ignored Paraisos’ rules, only to be annihilated.

‘I won’t suffer the same fate.’

Through cunning and strategic expansion, he would claim Paraisos and seize the divine cards containing the GM’s power.

As he left the guild house, fingering his newly acquired rare card, a voice called out.

“Hey, you there.”

“Huh…?”

Behind him stood a well-dressed man, exuding an air of elegance.

“Who are you?”

“Duel me.”

The man produced a deck of cards from his coat.

“You’re challenging me? The pinnacle of the Security Force, the ruler of this city? Do you think I’d waste my time on this nonsense?”

“…For someone who crawled out of the gutter, you sure talk a lot.”

The boss chuckled darkly.

“Ah, I see. You must be the guy ambushing players at night and stealing their rare cards. The ‘Assassin in the Shadows,’ was it?”

Rumors had spread of a mysterious figure preying on players with high scores, robbing them of rare cards more valuable than life itself.

While many feared him, the boss thought differently.

‘If this guy has been hoarding rare cards, taking him down will catapult me to the top tier.’

“You’ve got guts. Did you think Paraisos’ no-violence rule would protect you?”

Koom!

“Boss, you called?”

“Is it him this time?”

At the boss’s signal, his subordinates swarmed in.

“My men are loyal enough to break city rules on my command, even if they face punishment. Crushing you here is child’s play.”

The man sighed as though bored.

“Even with the GM’s decree to settle disputes through duels, some still resort to barbarism.”

He raised his hand, and a vortex of immense magical energy surged around him.

“I only need you. The rest can disappear.”

Boom!

With a sweep of his hand, the boss’s subordinates vanished, transported elsewhere.

“Ma-Mass Teleportation!”

The sheer density of magic warped the surrounding space.

“A ranker!”

Rankers—elite players from the upper floors, their power rivaling entire armies.

‘Why is someone like that here…?’

The boss’s mind raced in panic.

“W-We must’ve misunderstood each other…”

He forced an awkward laugh, trying to diffuse the situation.

“I’m only here for a duel. I mean no harm.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I swear!”

Relieved, the boss relaxed slightly.

But his composure shattered when the man revealed a card.

“People call me the Rare Card Hunter.”

The boss’s eyes widened in horror as he recognized the card.

“That… That’s a divine card!”

“By the laws of Duel City Paraisos, I declare an Ante Rule. Do you accept it?”

“O-Of course! Ha ha! No backing out if I win!”

“I swear on the GM’s name: no action will be taken outside this duel.”

“Great! Let’s duel!”

The boss envisioned a bright future, imagining the divine power he’d gain from victory.

Shortly after…

“Aaaaaargh!”

The boss writhed on the ground, screaming in agony, his body trembling uncontrollably.

“What… What was that sound?”

The duel had ended, and with it, the boss’s dreams.

“Tyu-tya-tya-tya! Oo-tya-ya…”

The guild members, who had come out moments earlier to check on the situation, found their boss, who had stolen a card from them, drooling like a child.

Recently, a series of incidents had been occurring in which those exploiting system loopholes to dominate Paraiso were reduced to a babbling state.

It seemed the same fate had befallen the boss before them.

“Ah! Found it—our card!”

The guild members picked up the card, realizing that the contract had been nullified due to their boss’s condition, allowing them to retrieve it systemically.

“Thank you… whoever you are,” one thought.


Meanwhile, the one they ought to thank stood elsewhere.

“I thought you had some trick up your sleeve, behaving like a thunderstruck fool… but this is all?”

The duelist grimaced, snapping the rare card they had seized through anti-rule regulations in half.

“Haah… It seems today’s hunt was fruitless again. Just thinking about it saps all my energy. I need to show the results to my Master…”

Bzzt!

The sound of an alert snapped Daidalos to attention.

She sprang up and answered the call respectfully.

“Yes, Master?”

A pure, sacred voice, as light and innocent as a child’s, came from the other end of the line.

“-My dear Daidalos, how’s the mission going?”

“As per your orders, I am hunting down prominent players.”

“-Really? Did you find the Divine Card?”

“Well… that is…”

She had not only failed to obtain another Divine Card but had not even uncovered a lead.

“My deepest apologies, Master. I am truly sorry…”

“-Still nothing? Hmm…”

Master was merciful. After all, it was the Master who had saved her from becoming a slave to that crazed skeleton and taken her in as a subordinate.

On top of that, the Master had entrusted her with a Divine Card imbued with their divine power.

Yet, even with such a magnificent card in her possession, all she had accomplished was hunting down a handful of crude rare cards.

She had no excuses.

“-Hmph… well, I guess it can’t be helped.”

Even in acknowledging her incompetence, Master’s understanding left her in awe.

How adorable and benevolent the Master was!

“-Daidalos, I trust you. You must get both Father’s and Mother’s Cards for me, understood?”

“Yes, Master! I swear upon my loyalty, I will retrieve the Divine Cards for you!”

Beep!

“…”

“…Taking your time, Daidalos,” murmured Dua.

She flopped onto a giant doll.

The city of Paraiso, located on the 37th floor, had been created solely for the card game mini-game released as part of Father’s recent content.

It was like any other game from Father, featuring titles and other rewards, with summonable entities that materialized as vividly as reality.

The game had gained immense popularity, but things truly exploded when an announcement was made:

[The GM declares: Anyone who collects all three Divine Cards shall have their wish granted.]

Albus had introduced three special cards with divine power for the Duel City Tournament to increase its allure.

Rumors spread that collecting these cards would grant the winner a wish from Father.

Players from all across the continent flocked to the city, and Dua had also dispatched her subordinates.

Among them was Daidalos, a rare card hunter.

Unlike the others, her unparalleled talent for card games led Dua to entrust her with one of her own Divine Cards.


“Looks like there’s no other choice. I’ll have to capture them in the finals.”

In just a few days, the preliminaries scattered throughout the city would conclude, and the final tournament would begin.

There, she planned to defeat the other players and secure Father’s Card.

“Father’s wish… will be mine.” 

Dua whispered with determination.



 
  
    Side Story: GM’s Card (2)


“Eight participants, including Daidalos, the representative of Dua. This setup is perfect for a tournament.”

I checked the players who had passed the preliminaries of Duel City through the system log and summarized the results. 

This tournament was a mini-game spanning the entire 37th floor, themed around Magic and Rudera. 

The event was broadcast live across Rudera, designed to promote the popularization of e-sports.

I had modeled the game on a card game I enjoyed in my previous life. 

Using the [System], which I separated from the demon god, I succeeded in creating a system that solidified the vision of summoning creatures from cards into reality. 

I expected this would create spectacular duels that surpassed the card games I had seen in my previous life.

To attract players who were unfamiliar with card games, I offered various rewards—special classes, a large amount of Labyrinth Coins, and unique items from the Labyrinth Shop. 

Surprisingly, though, the players weren’t particularly interested in the material rewards. 

Instead, their attention was drawn to the unique cards, each produced as a one-of-a-kind item.

Initially, I thought it was because of their value as collectibles. 

However, a bizarre rumor circulated: gathering three of these cards would grant the wielder the powers of the GM. 

They believed these “God’s Cards” each contained a fragment of the GM’s trinity of divine powers, and collecting all three would allow the GM to grant any wish.

As the GM, I had no such intentions. 

But thanks to these rumors, the card game tournament gained tremendous popularity, attracting a massive influx of players to Duel City. 

I finally got to witness the kind of thrilling duels I had envisioned.

Considering its success, granting a simple wish to the winner seemed reasonable. 

After all, the ultimate prize was a wish granted by the GM. 

Knowing this would likely drive greater participation in future mini-games, it felt like a sound strategy.

However, with the tournament’s overwhelming popularity, several issues arose. 

The first problem was the emergence of players who resorted to brute force, attacking others to steal their cards. 

I had instructed them to settle disputes through card battles to advance to the finals, but some took to physically assaulting other players instead.

This issue was resolved by engraving the 37th-floor rules into the system through divine authority. 

Any player causing undue harm to others would be warned, and further violations would lead to isolation or imprisonment by the system. 

While this led to odd situations where even minor disputes were settled through duels, it surprisingly fit the city’s concept, making it more engaging.

The second problem arose when Dua and other goddesses expressed their desire to join the tournament.

“Haah…” I sighed deeply.

Like ordinary players, they misunderstood the limited-edition special cards as wish-granting items. 

They believed that winning the tournament and gathering all the cards would compel me to fulfill their wishes. 

Furthermore, they saw this as a competition for the position of my first wife.

“You’re gods! You should understand this is a misunderstanding!”

Both Dua and Cambria were already widely recognized as divine figures tied to my persona as the GM. 

If I appeared at the tournament venue, it would undoubtedly cause chaos. 

To prevent disaster, I desperately tried to dissuade them.

But their responses were… unique:

“My love, I adore you, but I cannot condone your methods of expanding your harem.”

“Albus, even with so many, you remain unsatisfied?”

“Truly, a ridiculous libertine.”

“Dad, I’m disappointed in you!”

They were furious, believing I intended to take the tournament winner as a new wife.

What nonsense! I only wanted to broadcast exciting card battles! 

Besides, how could I know whether the winner would be a man or a woman?

Left with no choice, I allowed them to participate through representatives. 

For the sake of the game’s entertainment value, I had hidden three limited-edition cards as secret treasures within Duel City. 

These cards bore engravings symbolizing the divine powers of Dua, Cambria, and myself.

As expected, Dua and Cambria quickly located their respective cards and entrusted them to their representatives. 

Both had advanced to the finals, promising intense battles ahead.

The unexpected twist lay in the player who discovered the card representing my divine power.

“I can’t believe this one found my card,” I muttered.

If the others knew about this, they’d surely accuse me of favoring this individual or desiring them as a spouse. 

It was an absurd yet oddly thrilling turn of events as the tournament progressed.

The grand colosseum built for the tournament finals buzzed with energy. 

Daidalos secured his spot in the semifinals after winning his first match in the tournament.

“I’m sorry, Cartesia,” he muttered.

Despite his affection for Cartesia’s representative, he mercilessly defeated them in the quarterfinals without leaving any opening.

“I must bring victory to my master,” he declared firmly.

For Daidalos, serving his new master had become far more important than the forbidden affections he once held.

However, as he entered the semifinals, Daidalos’s expression hardened.

“I didn’t expect to face you like this,” he said.

“Neither did I, Daidalos. This is troublesome,” replied his opponent.

Across the arena stood Leighton, a republic enforcer and subordinate under the GM’s divine faction. 

Leighton donned a gauntlet equipped with a stack of cards. 

Though Leighton was a mere human in comparison to Daidalos, their shared roles as servants of the GM fostered mutual respect, leaving no room for underestimation.

A figure likened to dragons—no, perhaps even a mockery of ancient dragons themselves—the greatest genius in the human world.

Due to his outstanding intellect and bold, threatening strategies, coupled with his status as the divine proxy of the goddess-like GM, it was clear he possessed a divine card.

“This duel is going to be the most formidable obstacle on the path to victory.”

It would not be an easy fight.

Click.

As Daidalos inserted a stack of cards into his gauntlet, the game began.

“Duel!”

The air shifted with the cry.

“Only her divine cuteness surpasses all things! Descend upon this place, my master!”

Woom.

With an incantation, Daidalos formed a hand sign. 

Divine energy surged and roared in response.

Boom!

A streak of lightning tore the sky in half, and from the void emerged the divine avatar, one aspect of the trinity—the child aspect of the GM.

A god descended.

Nuuuuong.

The child avatar, Dua.

“Waaaaaah!”

“It’s a divine card!”

“Only those recognized by the gods themselves can wield such cards!”

The audience erupted into cheers at the miraculous sight of a god descending to the battlefield.


“It’s done!”

Daidalos’s face lit up with confidence.

The divine card, a top-tier rare card, carried absurd summoning conditions but was armed with absolute resistance and overwhelming power.

Now that he had succeeded in summoning a god, victory was merely a matter of time.

“As expected of you, Daidalos. I should’ve known you’d summon a god so quickly… But even that was within my calculations!”

With a gesture, Leighton flipped a card that had been lying face down.

“That card!”

“All or Nothing!”

This extreme high-risk, high-reward card allowed the user to summon a card that matched the opponent’s but was useless if the conditions weren’t met.

“You were so sure I’d summon a god?”

“I know you too well. It’s something you’d definitely do. And since my gamble paid off, O Great Mother and Creator of All Things, Guardian of the Glorious Rudera! Descend upon this earth!”

Boom!

Once again, divine energy surged, warping the space around it. A power of a different magnitude descended.

Another divine card, this time the goddess aspect of the GM, began to manifest.

Fwoosh!

The divine energy condensed into form, revealing the appearance of Cambria.

“Impressive, my dear daughter.”

“Mother, you’re not too bad yourself.”

In the void, the two divine avatars exchanged gazes.

“Sorry, but Albus’s wish will be claimed by me, his mother.”

“No way! It’s Dua’s to take!”

BOOM!

Thus began the clash of gods.


The heavens split, and the earth quaked under the weight of the divine war.

“Aaaagh!”

“What’s happening?!”

Caught in the epicenter of this chaos, the audience could do nothing but flounder in confusion.

“…What the hell are they doing?”

Amidst the spectacle of divine entities taking on physical form to duel through their cards, Albus looked on, dumbfounded by the sight of a mother and daughter bickering.



 
  
    Side Story: GM’s Card (3)


Boom!

“Graaaaaah!”

LP 400 → LP 0

As Leighton’s remaining Life Points hit zero, a powerful gust swept him away.

“Winner! Player Daidalos!”

“Wooooooaaah!”

“Amazing!”

“Take me, Dragon Lord!”

With this, the first match of the semifinals concluded, and the first finalist was decided.

“…Defeat. I have no face to show my master.”

“A victory by the thinnest margin. It was such a close match that it wouldn’t have been strange if you had won.”

Daidalos approached Leighton and extended a hand.

Leighton grasped Daidalos’s hand and stood up.

“Here. Take this.”

Leighton pulled a card from his deck and handed it to Daidalos.

“This is…”

“A loss is a loss. My master instructed me to give this to you.”

Daidalos received the divine card from Leighton. 

It bore the authority of Cambria, the goddess of the GM.

“You defeated me, after all. Go and win the finals. You know I’d look foolish if you lost up there, right?”

“Of course.”

Daidalos had no intention of losing. 

Carrying the will of his master and the hope of his friend, nothing could stand in his way. 

Whoever emerged as his opponent in the finals, he would seize victory and deliver the three divine cards to his master.

The ruler of the southern seas, Daidalos, tucked the card into his chest and vowed to himself.

Having defeated his greatest rival and friend, he felt as though no foe could stop him.

LP 4000 → LP 0

“Gaaaaaaah!”

Until he faced an overwhelming defeat in the finals.

Boom!

In a single turn, Daidalos was obliterated and collapsed with his eyes rolling back.

“One… one-turn kill?!”

“They defeated Daidalos so effortlessly?”

Even though the winner of the finals had been decided, the crowd remained stunned, unable to cheer. 

The champion had shattered Daidalos’s field and wiped out his Life Points in just one turn.

—Truly, your talent defies comprehension.

Deus, standing beside the champion in spiritual form, shrugged.

—Mastering magic, divine power, and swordsmanship in an instant was one thing, but to dominate even a card game?

The champion had obtained the ultimate card, surpassing even the two divine cards Daidalos possessed. 

It was none other than the card representing Albus, the male deity and GM’s counterpart.

Despite having the power to secure victory effortlessly with that card, the champion never used it, determined to honor the GM’s trust.

And in the end, they annihilated Daidalos in a single turn.

“I just did what you taught me,” the champion said.

—Ha. I couldn’t even see the winning move in that situation. Is this what it means to surpass the master? 

How can I even think of playing anymore with this humiliation?

Though Deus grumbled, a grin stretched across her face.

Collecting the three divine cards would grant a wish from Albus.

The moment she heard this rumor, Deus decided to participate in the tournament. 

Having mastered countless games since the dawn of Rudera, she was confident in her ability to win.

However, Albus’s declaration barred gods from entering the tournament.

Thus, Deus needed a proxy.

Initially, she sought someone from her own followers, but they were all too devout and honest to understand card games.

“Are they really my followers?”

Left with no choice, Deus scoured for a suitable candidate and finally found a prodigy beyond imagination.

A former princess and ex-apostle, Rebecca.

She became Deus’s ally on the journey to collect the three divine cards.

So, Deus couldn’t help but smile. Her ally had claimed victory with overwhelming skill.

“Th-the winner! Player Rebecca!”

Even the petite guide, who acted as the referee, was so stunned by the finals that the announcement came late.

“Woooooaaaah!”

“No way! Winning without using a divine card?”

“Then who holds the last divine card?”

“Rebecca? That Rebecca?”

The tournament winner was declared, and the crowd in the colosseum erupted into cheers.

Rebecca, the victor of the first duel tournament held on the sixth floor of the labyrinth, was also the GM’s first apostle.

Once cast out in disgrace due to her fall from grace, she was forgiven and allowed to rise again by the GM’s mercy.

Rebecca clenched her fist and raised it high.

Woooong.

From the heavens descended the GM’s blessing, taking the form of an angel bestowing light upon the champion.

It was the GM’s boundless mercy and divine power to wipe away the sinner’s tainted past.

“Apostleship reinstated—welcoming back the wayward prodigal.”

The gathered audience watched the moment in reverence, silently praying as if witnessing a living myth.

However, Albus had his own concerns.

“Of all people, why does she have to win? If Dua sulks, it’ll be a nightmare to cheer her up.”

His thoughts were far removed from the solemn atmosphere.

***

The Central System Hall of Rudera

Accessible only to those with permission, the grand hall was quiet save for Albus, deep in thought.

“What kind of gift would make Dua happy again?”

Dua, recently in her teenage years, had grown distant, no longer running to see her father.


 “Argh! Dad, you’re so annoying!”

She had locked herself in her room—or, more accurately, her ‘territory’—after placing second in the competition.

“Was it something I said?”

 “Didn’t Dua also get second place in that tournament on the 25th floor? My little runner-up queen! Runner-up queen!”

“Argh! I hate you, Dad!”

It had been a playful term he’d picked up from the community, and he hadn’t anticipated such an explosive reaction.

If only he’d held back that last comment, he might have avoided the dreaded “I hate you” from his daughter.

“I never thought I’d become one of those clueless dads who joke around and ruin everything,” he sighed, resting his head on his hand.

***

“Tooooot…”

Albus exhaled deeply. 

Raising a daughter wasn’t easy. 

She used to laugh at anything he did as a child.

As he mulled over what gift might bring back Dua’s smile, a voice interrupted him.

“Our dear junior?”

“Goodness! You startled me.”

Behind him, Deus’s head popped into view.

***

“So… you’re saying you’ve collected all three cards and now want your wish granted?”

“Yes! Yes!”

Deus nodded enthusiastically, clutching three cards tightly in her small hands as if they were her most treasured belongings.

“Ha…”

Albus rubbed his temples. 

He already knew Deus had formed a contract with Rebecca and learned the card game Magic and Rudera from her. 

Turning someone clueless into the ultimate duelist was a feat only Deus could manage.

“And you think I’m obligated to grant your wish because of those cards?”

“Of course! It’s a promise, isn’t it, junior?”

Deus thrust the cards toward Albus like they were binding contracts.

“I never promised anything like that.”

“Wh-what!?”

Her eyes widened in shock.

“But everyone said…”

“That’s just a rumor. Those cards are nothing more than commemorative hidden pieces I made for fun.”

“How could you!”

Deus stomped her feet.

“Do you know how long I’ve been looking forward to this? I couldn’t sleep at night!”

For someone usually lazy and uninterested, her sudden passion was baffling.

“You’re a god! Why are you acting like a child waiting for Christmas?”

Albus was incredulous.

***

“Even if the rumor were true, Rebecca won the competition, so shouldn’t her wish be the one granted?”

He thought about what the Pope or Saint Eclesia would say if they saw this immature deity. 

But he couldn’t bring himself to be harsh with her.

“Alright, let’s hear it. What wish were you hoping to make?”


He assumed it would be something trivial: maybe a game expansion or a rare item.

“I want to…”

“What?”

But when Deus finally spoke, Albus couldn’t believe his ears.

“I want to experience ‘OS xxxxx’ too. Like Alia.”
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Domain of the War God Alia – Deepest Chamber

Alia’s Room

“So… let me get this straight. You taught Rebecca card games, trained her intensively, and won the tournament just to collect three cards because you’re curious about… intercourse between men and women?”

Alia asked with an incredulous expression.

“I mean, you kind of oversimplified my explanation, but… yeah, that’s about right!”

Deus replied with a pure, innocent smile.

“Unbelievable…”

Even as someone who had known her for millennia, Alia couldn’t anticipate Deus’s erratic behavior. 

But this? This was a new level of ridiculous curiosity.

“If you were curious, couldn’t you have just asked? Why drag Albus all the way here? Seriously… unbelievable.”

Alia glanced at Albus, who was tied up with divine ropes, unconscious from being kidnapped by Deus. 

Her disbelief left her nearly speechless.

“But I collected all three cards! I have the winner’s rights, don’t I?”

“…You are unrelentingly cheerful in every situation.”

It seemed Deus, oblivious to the seriousness of the situation, hadn’t considered how her actions might provoke chaos among Albus’s “wives.”

After the Demon God incident, the number of women around Albus had skyrocketed. 

Their clashes grew frequent, as each was a high-ranking being unwilling to back down. 

To avoid worsening disputes, they had formed a “Wives’ Association”—an uneasy pact to share Albus’s time and attention.

Albus, unaware of the association’s detailed agreements, merely knew it existed. 

If he understood the full extent, he might have been baffled, asking, “Am I an object to be divided?”

The wives had even allocated time slots for Albus’s companionship, forbidding unsanctioned private moments with him. 

Alone time risked their possessive urges spiraling out of control. 

Albus’s first night as a husband? 

Shared by all.

Thus, Deus’s unsanctioned kidnapping could provoke chaos. 

Worse, if the demon-loving maniac or Albus’s reincarnated nemesis found out, a divine war might reignite.

“Um? Why?”

The carefree main god, tilting her head in confusion, had caused this mess with her impulsive “prank.”

“How did you even manage to kidnap Albus? Your powers shouldn’t work on him,” Alia pressed.

Albus had fortified his divinity through battles with the [System] and the Demon God. 

His invincible divine status as GM—God Master—was unmatched.

“…”

Meanwhile, Albus, feigning unconsciousness, listened to the conversation.

‘To think he’d bring me to Alia’s room…’

Moments ago, Deus had presented three cards to Albus, declaring her intentions with alarming innocence.

“So, sleep for a bit, okay?” –

Caught off guard by Deus’s absurd proclamation, Albus had reluctantly played along. 

Deus seemed to believe the cards granted her absolute authority over him. 

Seeing her sparkling eyes, Albus couldn’t bring himself to harshly refuse.

And so, pretending to be unconscious, he ended up being carried to Alia’s chamber.

‘But what is she thinking?’

Deus’s curiosity about “trying things” baffled him. 

She had shown little interest in such matters before, her attention fixated on finding new dopamine-fueled thrills.

“Listen, Alia, my friend! I want to have intercourse!” Deus declared.

“Hah… Do you realize that I am Albus’s wife?”

Alia’s serene brow furrowed deeply.

“Are you seriously saying this to his wife’s face?”

A bold and audacious request indeed.

“Friend!”

“There are boundaries, even between friends!”

“But listen, Alia,” Deus pressed, her mischievous grin unwavering. 

“I have these three cards created by Albus himself. With these, he has to grant my wishes—anything I command!”

“…That’s… technically correct.”

Alia’s eyes narrowed. 

It was undeniable. 

The cards held divine authority, but they were not meant for this.

“So you see, I told Albus to sleep, and here we are!”

“…What?”

Alia’s voice cracked as Deus proudly confessed to hypnotizing her husband.

“Now, don’t get mad. This benefits you, too,” Deus added slyly.

“Benefits me?!” 

Alia exclaimed, bewildered but compelled to hear more.

“You must have things you’ve wanted to try with Albus but couldn’t ask for, right? Hesitations, worries he might find it strange?”

Deus’s tone turned seductive, her words like the whispers of a mischievous devil.

“…!”

Alia flushed, her composure slipping.

Her married life with Albus wasn’t lacking. 

He cherished her and did his utmost to fulfill her desires during their time together. 

But she had long buried deeper, unspoken fantasies—ones shaped by eons of being a goddess of chastity.

“You can realize all those fantasies now,” Deus whispered, taking Alia’s trembling hand.

Betray Albus? –

Unleash your desires on your sleeping husband?! –

Alia’s conscience spun in turmoil, the virtuous goddess struggling with temptation.

Meanwhile, Albus, still pretending to sleep, nearly bolted upright.

‘Why are they undressing me?!’

Before anyone realized, Alia had stripped off all of his clothes.

Now lying completely naked in front of Deus and Alia was Albus.

It felt as though the timing to brush it off as a joke and laugh had long passed.

Lick.

“U-ugh! Th-that’s…!”

Creak.

“I… I must endure…! If I react here, it’ll only make things worse!”


Squelch.

As the mythological indulgence of two goddesses and one god unfolded, a conclusion was reached.

“Hah… So this is what Albus tastes like,” Deus said, stretching with a satisfied expression.

In stark contrast, Alia lifted Albus, who was lying there, drenched in the goddesses’ fluids.

“I’m so sorry, Albus…! I’m so, so sorry…! What have I done?!”

Like a moment etched in sacred scripture, akin to the Virgin Mary cradling a saint, Alia held Albus tightly, overcome with grief.

She had betrayed the man she loved, unable to suppress her lust.

Though Albus might never know, the scars would remain on his body—a vivid testament to her sinful indulgence.

Alia sobbed uncontrollably, consumed by guilt.

“Even though I have already given my body to you, I swear again on my divinity.”

Hum.

“I, Alia, am yours. Eternally yours. Even if the universe perishes and time itself resets, I shall forever remain your possession.”

Alia’s divine core, wrapped in chains, became bound to Albus. 

It was a ritual of submission, an attempt to atone for her sins against him.

Of course, Alia had no way of knowing that Albus, overwhelmed by the pleasure of their union, had pretended to be asleep to mask his satisfaction.

***

The Third Floor of the Labyrinth Tower: The Domain of the First Emperor

“I don’t understand, GM. Wasn’t it just the three of you? Why go through such lengths to run away after summoning Axel?”

The First Emperor placed a card on the table, pondering Albus’s story.

“I thought the same at first,” Albus replied, sighing deeply as he countered the Emperor’s card with a trap card.

“But Cambria and I are connected through our souls. Even though our bodies are separate, any intense emotions or pleasure are transmitted to the other.”

This connection meant that even when Alia and Deus secretly indulged with Albus in the dark, pretending not to notice, Cambria immediately sensed it.

“Hahaha! You’re talking about the goddess, aren’t you? With a shared soul, there’s no way to hide it!”

The Emperor played a magic card depicting a bonfire, continuing the game.

“So when Cambria charged at me with a whip to ‘discipline’ me… Let’s just say I’d rather avoid being on the receiving end. Especially not from another version of myself…”

Albus triggered a cockroach card to counter the Emperor’s fire elemental card.

“Is that why you fled here?”

The Emperor retaliated with a card depicting a ghost with an oversized forehead capable of playing tic-tac-toe. 

The ghost devoured the cockroach, allowing him to continue his moves.

“Yes. Cambria would never imagine I’d hide here.”

Although the Emperor ruled the third floor and claimed to be the GM’s loyal servant, his tendency to regress into childlike dependence on his master ensured he wouldn’t interfere with Albus.

“Well, that makes sense. Cambria wouldn’t expect you to befriend me over card games.”

And so, with no fear of Cambria’s pursuit, Albus decided to stay hidden and play cards with Ahenobarbus.

“Make yourself at home, GM. Everything here is at your disposal,” 

Ahenobarbus said, spreading out his cards.

“By the way, Emperor, how many summons have you used so far?” 

Albus asked, smiling as he flipped an asteroid card from his hand.

“You shouldn’t expand recklessly without preparation.”

A massive meteor fell from the sky.

“Do you think so?”

Although Albus’s card was set to obliterate the field, the Emperor grinned and played a magic card, summoning a blonde knight who cleaved the meteor in half.

“Every move has its purpose.”

“Why do you have everything?!”

Bang!

Albus slammed the table in frustration.

And then he felt it—a foreboding sensation behind him.

“What does ‘everything’ mean?”

A colossal presence loomed behind him, cutting through space. 

Cambria had arrived.

“Did she sense my location through the emotions stirred by the card game?!”

Albus dared not turn around.

“I warned you, didn’t I? If you cheat, I’ll devour you.”

Cambria grabbed Albus and began dragging him away.

“You broke the rules, so you must face the punishment.”

“W-wait! I’m sorry! Please, just this once!”

Desperate, Albus reached out to the Emperor for help.

“Emperor! Save me!”


The Emperor rose, ready to act.

But Cambria’s piercing glare forced him to sit back down, trembling.

“She’s the GM too, isn’t she? I can’t go against her…” the Emperor rationalized, frozen with fear.

“W-wait! Cambria! I’m a man! That’s not what that’s for! Stop! Nooooo!”

The Emperor shut his eyes, covering his ears, trembling as Albus’s cries faded into the distance.
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