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      Summary of the Previous Volume


      Having settled into my new life as a peddler in another world, I—Shiro Amata—had to admit I was having a pretty amazing time in Ruffaltio. Well, at least I had been, right up until I found out that my believed-to-be-dead grandma was actually very much alive. And not only that, but she’d actually come to Ninoritch—the town I’d been spending most of my time in—on the day of the harvest festival the previous year. That had really gotten the cogs in my head whirring, because maybe, just maybe, that meant she’d put in an appearance at this year’s harvest festival.


      Speaking of which, it seemed there was going to be a surge of tourists coming to Ninoritch for the celebrations this year, so at the request of Karen, the town’s beautiful mayor, I decided I would help her to organize this year’s harvest festival. I was busy racking my brain to come up with some kind of attraction I could run at the festival when I was invited to go on a little mission with my good friends, the Blue Flash adventuring party. It was supposed to be a quick and easy task: venture out into the forest, pick some flowers, and be back in Ninoritch by the following day. But it could never be that simple, could it? After finding ourselves in a rather unfortunate situation, I ended up falling into a river and getting separated from my friends. I was on the verge of drowning when I was rescued by a fairy.


      “I’m Patty Falulu!”


      My encounter with this fairy called Patty wound up being a lot more significant than I’d initially realized. In a matter of weeks, we had escaped the forest together, searched high and low for her old friend, and saved all the fairies. Thanks to these escapades, not only were we now pretty much inseparable, she’d also forged strong bonds with all of my good friends.


      And just like that, the day of the harvest festival arrived. After giving it much thought, I had decided to hold an alcohol auction, which ended up being a huge success. I was in the middle of enjoying the rest of the night with my friends, when all of a sudden, she appeared.


      “Oh, is that Shiro I see?” the gorgeous young woman had said.


      I had no idea who she was, so I naturally asked what her name was. The words she uttered next made my jaw hit the floor.


      “I’m your grandma, you silly goose.”

    

  

  
    
      Chapter One: The Reunion


      “Huh?” I mumbled.


      I was in the process of pressing the shutter button on my camera but immediately froze when the young woman’s words reached my ears. What did she say? Did she just say she was my “grandma”? No way. I must have misheard her.


      “Um, excuse me, do you mind repeating what you just—” I started, but she didn’t let me finish my question.


      “I said I’m your grandma,” she stated matter-of-factly. A smile had spread across her lips, almost as if she was amused by the situation.


      Guess I hadn’t misheard her after all. This pretty young thing was really claiming to be my grandmother. I was utterly speechless. But can you blame me? After all, grandma was over eighty years old! She was an old woman! A senior citizen! But this girl in front of me was clearly a teenager! I guess she might have been twenty, but even that was really pushing it. I was still frozen to the spot, trying to make sense of the situation, when I heard footsteps behind me.


      “Mister Shiro, is something wrong?” Aina asked as she half-jogged up to me. She was probably wondering why I hadn’t pressed the shutter button yet. “Mister Shiro?” she repeated when I didn’t answer her.


      She glanced at me, then at the young woman, then back at me again, her head tilted to one side in confusion.


      “Who’s this?” she asked, pointing to the girl. “Is she your friend?”


      “That’s what I’d like to know,” I said.


      The young woman let out a deep, exasperated sigh. “To think my own grandson would pretend not to know me...” she lamented. “I have to say, I’m a little bit hurt.”


      “Grandson?” Aina repeated, tilting her head to the other side this time.


      “You heard right, cutie. I’m Shiro’s grandma,” the young woman said.


      “But you’re so young!” Aina exclaimed in disbelief. “You’re really a grandma? Mister Shiro’s grandma?”


      “That’s right. Take a good look at me. Don’t you think we look kind of similar?” My self-proclaimed “grandma” grinned as she formed V-signs with both hands.


      “D-Double peace signs?” I stuttered.


      Double peace signs were grandma’s trademark pose. It was the pose she’d adopted in the picture for her memorial altar, as well as in about eighty percent of the photos she’d taken while on her travels. According to what my dearly departed grandpa had once told me, she even threw double peace signs when she gave birth to my mom.


      I stared intently at the young woman. Everything from the angle of her V-signs to the mischievous look in her eye was similar to grandma. No, it wasn’t just similar; it was identical. But even so...


      “N-No way! My grandma looks more like an actual grandma! And...” I paused, raked my hands through my hair, and raised my voice. “Argh, I just don’t get it! Help me out here, someone!” I was seriously losing my marbles at the sheer madness of the situation.


      Karen must have heard me yelling because she walked over to see what was going on. “Why are you screaming like that, Shiro? We’re all waiting for you to take the pho—”


      The second her gaze landed on the young woman, she stopped speaking, even though she was mid-sentence. For some reason, her face immediately lit up.


      “Ms. Alice!” she exclaimed, overjoyed and gawking at the woman. “You came again this year!”


      “Oh, you’re the mayor, right?” the young woman said. “It’s been exactly a year since I last saw you. How are you? There seems to be a lot more people at this year’s festival, doesn’t there?”


      “Y-Yes!” Karen said with a vigorous nod before grabbing me by the arm and dragging me toward my so-called grandma. “I asked Shiro to help me with the preparations, and we managed to make the festival bigger and better than it’s ever been!”


      “Oh, did you now? Well, I guess me taking him to festivals since he was a baby really paid off in the end, huh?” the young lady said. “I hope my little Shiro hasn’t been causing you too much trouble, Miss Mayor.”


      “Of course not!” Karen said quickly. “Quite the opposite, in fact. He’s been a huge help to us. I mean it. If it weren’t for him, today’s festival wouldn’t have been such a resounding success. Not to mention all the incredible work he’s done to help our little town to grow!”


      Seriously, Karen? You’re really just gonna have a nice little chat with my self-proclaimed “grandma” while I’m having an existential crisis over here?


      “Um, excuse me, Karen. Do you, uh...” I said hesitantly. “Do you know this lady?”


      “Hm? What are you saying, Shiro? This is Alice the Immortal Witch! Didn’t you tell me she was your grandmother?” Karen said, replying with a question of her own. Her face was a picture of total bewilderment.


      In truth, I was every bit as confused as she looked, and all I could do was say a quiet “Aw, crap” under my breath while my so-called grandma chuckled to herself.


      “Why don’t you just accept the truth, Shiro? I really am your grandma,” she said with an air of finality, but when I didn’t say anything in response, she decided to drive the point home. “Tell me: who was it who got you into some clean clothes when you wet yourself on the way back from the movies when you were five?”


      I couldn’t help but let out a gasp. Grandma was the only one in my family who knew about that particular embarrassing episode!


      “S-So...” I said slowly, still bemused, “you really are grandma?”


      “That’s what I keep telling you,” she said.


      “Then what’s your favorite movie?” I asked after a pause. After all, I had to make really, really sure this wasn’t all a ruse.


      “Final Weapon,” she answered without missing a beat.


      “Your second favorite?”


      “Hm, that’s a tough one. I was about to say Lionheart, but it might actually be Dead Max.”


      “A-And who’s your favorite actor?” I continued.


      She scoffed. “Well, that’s obvious, isn’t it? It’s Mel-sama. Mel Kipson-sama.”


      All right, that sealed it. The young woman in front of me was, without a doubt, my grandmother. She’d gotten the questions about her favorite movies and favorite actor right, and she’d even pronounced the titles in broken English, like grandma always used to. Besides, there was no way in hell anyone from this world other than grandma would know the name of a Hollywood actor.


      “Good grief. Just because we haven’t seen each other in a little while, you don’t trust your grandma anymore? That makes me really sad, Shiro,” she said, mock pouting.


      “Maybe you should look in the mirror before saying something like that,” I shot back. “More importantly...” I paused, walked toward her, and placed my hands on her shoulders. “Where the hell have you been for the past seven years?! Why’d you just disappear all of a sudden without saying anything to anyone?! Mom and I were really worried! So were Shiori and Saori! They were so small when you went away!”


      My feelings had gotten the better of me, and all the frustration I’d been bottling up for the past seven years came flooding out in that moment. My eyes started feeling really hot all of a sudden, so I quickly lowered my face while trying hard to keep a lid on my emotions. This wasn’t how I’d expected the reunion between grandma and me to go. Everything was just happening too fast!


      “I’m sorry for leaving without saying anything,” she cooed softly.


      “We were all...” I sniffed. “We were all so worried about you.”


      “Don’t look so sad, Shiro.” She placed her hand on my head and started gently petting my hair like she used to when I was a kid.


      “Mr. Shiro?” Stella said as she came over to join our little group, and before long, my boss, Patty, did the same. The little fairy flew toward my shoulder, intending to plonk herself down on it like she always did, but for some reason, she stopped mid-flight and went to stand on Karen’s shoulder instead.


      “H-Hey, Karen. Who’s this hume lady? I-I can sense insane magic coming from her,” Patty said, pointing to my grandma. It wouldn’t be right to classify the look on the fairy’s face as simple “worry,” because she actually looked scared out of her mind. Even to Patty, who had been born with incredibly strong magic, grandma’s magical powers seemed “insane.”


      “Patty, this is the living legend, Ms. Alice Gawamio, the Immortal Witch!” Karen announced proudly, raising her voice. In fact, she may have raised it a little too much...


      “Witch?” a passerby repeated, stopping in his tracks.


      “Has Ms. Alice come to visit us this year too?” someone else said.


      “I-I-I j-j-just heard someone say that Alice the Immortal Witch is in town!”


      “Papa, they’re saying the witch is here!”


      “The witch?!”


      “Move, all of you!” someone else bellowed. “As a member of the Bayldrus family, I shall offer my greetings to the witch!”


      The mere mention of grandma’s name was enough to cause a huge commotion in the crowd nearby. Everyone looked like they were ready to pounce on us in the hopes of catching a glimpse of the famous witch.


      “Looks like you were a little too loud just then, Miss Mayor,” my grandma pointed out, though she didn’t seem particularly bothered about all the attention.


      “M-My apologies, Ms. Alice!” Karen said quickly.


      “It’s fine. I’m used to this sort of thing,” she said with a shrug as she tossed off her robe. “Sadly, it looks like I won’t get to enjoy the rest of the festival now.”


      She raised her right hand into the air and a magic circle formed above her head.


      “Wait, what? Is that a sword?!” I exclaimed, gawking at it. Sure enough, a sword had appeared in the magic circle. What the hell? My grandma’s way too cool!


      Grandma said a little “Okey dokey” under her breath, then plunged her hand into the magic circle—which started sparkling just like in a video game—and pulled out the sword.


      “Ms. Witch!” someone in the crowd cried out.


      “It really is Ms. Alice!”


      “Get out of my way! I have to talk to—Huh? Ms. Witch?”


      Grandma was pointing the sword at the people who had started dashing toward us, making them instantly stop in their tracks.


      “That’s the magic sword, Melkipson,” an onlooker breathed in amazement.


      Um, sorry, random person in the crowd. I know you probably think the name of this sword is super cool and all that, but it’s actually just the name of grandma’s favorite Hollywood actor.


      “Good,” my grandma said with a chuckle, a satisfied look splashed across her face as she scanned the crowd. She changed her grip on the sword. “Now, listen up, everyone. I’m currently busy catching up with my adorable grandson, so how about you all take a little trip to dreamland?” she said in a sing-song voice as she swung the sword around in the air with a loud whoosh.


      Tiny particles of light shot out of the tip of the sword and flew toward the crowd. Dazed looks instantly appeared on the faces of every single person in our immediate vicinity, and all of them looked like they were sleepwalking.
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      “Uh, grandma...” I said, puzzled by this reaction. “What did you just do?”


      “Oh, it’s only a little illusion spell. Nothing major. I just had them all take a quick nap, that’s all,” she said with a shrug before turning to Karen and the others. “Miss Mayor and all you lovely ladies, I’m going to be borrowing Shiro for a bit.”


      “Wh-What are you saying, gran—” I spluttered, but she didn’t let me finish.


      She raised her sword into the air again, then swung it downwards. My surroundings instantly distorted and went blurry, and a familiar-looking sliding door appeared in front of me.


      “Grandma, don’t tell me—” I started, but I didn’t quite know how to finish that sentence.


      Grandma simply shot me a quizzical look. “What’s wrong, Shiro? All we’re doing is going home. Come on, let’s go back to the house, yeah?” she said as she grabbed my arm in a viselike grip. She opened the sliding door and walked into the closet, dragging me along with her.


      “Grandma! Wait a sec—”


      My protests echoed around the star-filled night sky of Ninoritch before eventually dying away.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter Two: Grandma’s Return


      “Whoa!” I yelled out as I got pushed through the closet door and ended up back home against my will. The sword in grandma’s hand disappeared and she followed me through before turning around and sliding the door shut with a quiet “hup.”


      “I haven’t seen my house in such a long time!” she said, surveying the room which had her own memorial altar in it.


      This was grandma’s first time being back home in seven years.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “I brewed us some tea,” I said as I came back into the room.


      “Thanks. Who would have thought my little rascal of a grandson would end up serving me tea one day? I’m getting a bit emotional,” she teased.


      “You do realize I’m twenty-five now, right?” I said as I set the two teacups down on the low table.


      “Ah, hojicha,” my grandma said, peering into the cup and marveling at the Japanese green tea. She cradled the cup in both hands, blew on the liquid inside it twice, and finally took a sip. She might have looked a whole lot younger than the last time I saw her, but her mannerisms were exactly the same as they’d always been. “Tea really does taste much better in this world,” she stated with a satisfied sigh.


      I remained silent, which drew an inquisitive glance from my grandma.


      “What’s wrong, Shiro?” she asked. “You look like you want to say something.”


      “Well, of course I do!” I retorted. “There are so many things I want to say! But first, how about giving me a proper explanation?”


      “Explanation?” she repeated, feigning ignorance rather unconvincingly.


      “That door!” I said, pointing to the closet. “What the hell is it?! Just who are you, grandma?!”


      “Didn’t you read my letter? I told you, I’m a witch,” she replied, pouting slightly.


      What the hell? Are you a little kid? “And you think that’s enough, do you?” I snapped. “You think that’s a good enough explanation? Well, it isn’t! What do you mean, you’re a ‘witch’? And why is that door connected to another world, anyway? And why...” I paused, feeling a little choked up. “Why did you leave us?”


      A troubled look appeared on grandma’s face. “I made you worry quite a bit, didn’t I?” she said in a quiet voice.


      “Your disappearance was a huge deal for everyone. Mom went off the deep end and decided we wouldn’t celebrate Christmas or New Year until you came back! And as you can probably imagine, Shiori and Saori didn’t like that decision one bit, so they were crying the whole time. And dad, well...”—I paused as I tried to find the right words to describe his reaction—“Dad was just dad. He jumped for joy when he found out he didn’t have to buy Christmas presents or New Year’s gifts for us.”


      “Well, Akane and Yuuichiro-san really reacted according to form, didn’t they?” my grandma said with a fond smile on her face. Hearing her call my parents by their names made me feel incredibly nostalgic for some reason.


      “They sure did. And nothing much has changed since then. Whenever anyone talks about you, mom immediately bursts into tears and dad has to comfort her.”


      “I see,” she muttered after a pause as she stared into her cup.


      “So why did you just leave like that?” I asked.


      She shook her head. “I can’t tell you.”


      “Why not?!”


      “I’m a witch. It’s complicated,” she said with a shrug.


      “What kind of an excuse is that?!”


      She chuckled. “Sorry, Shiro, but you really don’t need to worry about me so much. What happened might have been pretty serious to me, but for you and the rest of the family, you probably wouldn’t think it’s all that big a deal.”


      “Well, if it’s no big deal, you can just tell me what it was, right?” I retorted.


      Grandma didn’t answer. She just sat there with an evasive smile curling her lips.


      “Fine,” I sighed after a while. “I won’t keep bugging you about why you left. But I still have some other things I want to ask you.”


      I took another good look at grandma’s new appearance: she had glossy black hair that looked incredibly soft to the touch, her skin was unblemished and smooth, and to top it off, she had a killer body.


      “I meant to ask you this earlier, but are you using magic to make yourself look younger?” I inquired. “Did you cast something like that ‘illusion’ spell or whatever it was you did earlier?”


      “Of course not,” she scoffed. “This is my real appearance.”


      I was baffled. “What?!” I spluttered. “Wait a second. If that’s true, why did you used to look so old?”


      “I used transformation magic to make it seem like I was actually aging,” she said as she produced something that looked like a magic wand from her sleeve. “Here, watch this.”


      She waved the wand around in the air, and before I knew it, she’d shrunk in size and wrinkles had appeared all over her skin. Hey, I recognize this old lady, I thought. This is exactly what grandma used to look like!


      “After all, if I hadn’t aged, the neighbors would’ve gotten suspicious, wouldn’t they? So every year on Masaru-san’s birthday, I’d use magic to make myself look a year older as well.”


      “What the hell...” I breathed, completely blown away by this revelation.


      This earned another chuckle from grandma. “It’s really cool, isn’t it?”


      “It’s so impressive, I’m speechless,” I said with a nod. “So that was your real appearance before, huh? But you looked so young! You looked the same age as Shiori and Saori.”


      For a brief moment, grandma seemed to stiffen a little. “I-Is it really that big a deal?” she grumbled. “Besides, Masaru-san said it made him happy that I’d look young forever!”


      “Oh, c’mon, grandpa. Seriously?” I said, cringing.


      “Ah, but we were so in love, Masaru-san and I,” she said with a dreamy sigh. “He always used to say I was really cute and pretty. Whenever he embraced me, my face would go as red as a tomato! And then, he’d lean in and—”


      I yelped and immediately clapped my hands over my ears. “Stop! I don’t wanna know! I really, really don’t wanna know what my family members get up to behind closed doors, especially not you and grandpa!”


      Grandma threw her head back and burst out laughing at my reaction.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “So that closet has always been connected to Ruffaltio, even before mom was born?”


      “Yep, it certainly has.”


      I’d finally somehow gotten used to the idea of grandma being back, and our conversation had shifted to the closet that led to Ruffaltio. Grandma told me that she and grandpa had been pretty much broke after building this house, which unfortunately meant they couldn’t go on any expensive trips, and while they did live near Asakusa and Ueno, two big districts in Tokyo that were full of stuff to see and do, they were getting pretty tired of going to the same places over and over. So grandma had come up with the ingenious idea of using her magic to make one of the doors in the house a gateway to Ruffaltio, so that she and grandpa could go on trips over there from time to time.


      “At the time, there was no furniture in this room, you see. I thought that was way too dreary, so I decided to make this closet the door to Ruffaltio,” she explained as if this were the most natural thing in the world.


      I wasn’t quite sure wanting to go on a trip was a good enough reason to create a doorway to another world, but there you had it. That was the story of grandma’s closet. You truly are one of a kind, grandma.


      “I really wish you could have seen the smile on Masaru-san’s face when he saw the door for the first time,” she said, fondly reminiscing.


      I’d always known grandma was a little bit off her rocker, but seriously, grandpa? You just went along with it? Good grief. Those two really had been made for each other, hadn’t they? I let out a long, exasperated sigh.


      “So you’re telling me that you were the one who turned the closet into a doorway to another world, yet you still thought it was a good idea to just vanish into thin air like you did? What would you have done if the rest of the family had decided to sell the house? They almost did, you know.”


      “What do you take me for? Of course I thought of that,” she scoffed. “I placed a barrier around the house that makes it so only blood relatives of mine can come near it. So even if you guys had decided to put it on the market, you wouldn’t have gotten any buyers.”


      “A barrier?” I said.


      “Yup,” she said with a nod. “Tell me: how long have you been living here, Shiro?”


      “A little under five months, I think.”


      “And in that time, has anyone come here to try to persuade you to subscribe to a newspaper or anything like that?”


      Oh. Now that she mentioned it, I couldn’t think of a single time when that had happened. I hadn’t had a visit from one of those weird sects that try to recruit members by knocking on people’s doors either, and no door-to-door salesmen had come by to attempt to sell me some of their trinkets.


      “I didn’t know you could do that!” I marveled.


      “Well, I am a witch, after all,” she said, sticking her tongue out mischievously. “Anyway, if you don’t mind, I believe it’s now my turn to ask you a few questions.”


      “Sure. It’s been seven years, after all. I’m sure you’d like to know what’s changed in that time. Go ahead,” I told her, then thought of something. “Ah, but before you ask: no, I’m not married, and no, I don’t have a girlfriend.”


      She sighed. “So young, yet so lonely. I really didn’t want you to have to experience something like that, but I guess that horse has already bolted, huh?”


      “I-I’m fine, really! Besides, even if I don’t have a girlfriend, I still have a pretty good life, thanks to that thing,” I said, pointing to the closet door.


      “I’m glad to hear it,” she said with a smile. “Is the rest of the family doing okay?” she asked after a pause.


      “They are, yeah,” I said. “Mom and dad are fine, and the twins are doing great.”


      I gave grandma an update on the family situation, telling her what my parents had been up to over the past seven years, how my little sisters—who had been in primary school when she’d disappeared—were now cheeky high school girls, and finally, the fact that she’d been officially declared dead five months ago.


      “I see. So I’m technically considered dead in this world, huh?”


      “Well, what do you expect? You’ve been gone for seven years. But if it bothers you, I can go down to city hall and talk it over with the people there,” I said.


      “What would you tell them?” she asked.


      “Hm...” I pondered. “How about: ‘Hey, I found my grandma!’? Quick and easy.”


      She chuckled. “That’s a rather punchy approach, isn’t it?”


      “Well, I have you and grandpa for grandparents, so did you really expect anything else?” I said with a grin. “Besides, I think the punchy approach is always the best way. Just like in wrestling! The powerhouse style is obviously the way to go, right? So, anyway, what do you think of my suggestion?”


      Grandma shook her head. “Thank you, but I think it’s better to leave it. If I suddenly show up after being gone for so many years, it’ll cause a huge hoo-ha, and I don’t think anyone in the family needs that. I’d rather let everyone just believe I died and reunited with Masaru-san up in heaven.”


      “They still haven’t come to terms with the fact that you just suddenly disappeared into thin air, though,” I pointed out.


      “These sorts of things happen. Sadly, farewells are always sudden.” Her expression turned solemn and she stayed silent for a few seconds. “Shiro...” she said after a while. “Fate brought me to you today. That’s good enough for me.”


      “Fate, huh?” I mused. “Oh, by the way, what were you doing in Ninoritch? Karen told me you came to the harvest festival last year as well.”


      “Masaru-san and I spent a lot of time in Ninoritch,” she explained. “I have a lot of memories of the place. Besides, it’s the closest town to the closet door. I guess I kept thinking that if I went back there, maybe I’d stumble across the person who’d inherited my house.”


      “And would you look at that! You actually did!” I said, smiling.


      “Yeah, I did,” she said with a gentle nod.


      “It all makes a lot more sense now.” So it seemed the reason I’d immediately felt so attached to the little town of Ninoritch was due to my grandparents’ own familiarity with the place, huh?


      “By the way, Shiro, why were you in Ruffaltio? I’d love to hear about all the things you’ve done there, what you’ve seen, what you’ve gained...” she said. “Can you tell me?”


      I fell silent for a few seconds. I wasn’t really sure what to say. All the things I’d done, all the things I’d seen, and all that I’d “gained” in Ruffaltio, huh? In the end, it all boiled down to money.


      “Well, I, uh—” I started, but grandma cut across me.


      “Actually, now that I think about it, you were always all about the money, weren’t you, Shiro?” she said. “I’m sure you found a way to use the Inventory and Equivalent Exchange skills to make money, didn’t you?”


      Once again, I didn’t say anything. She’d seen right through me.


      “Looks like I hit the mark,” she said with a chuckle. “It’s fine. You can do whatever you want with those skills. I don’t mind. But I’d really like to know what you’ve been doing over there, in my home world.”


      She might have looked completely different from the grandma I used to know, but the warmth in her eyes hadn’t changed one bit.


      “I think it’s pretty easy for you to guess what I’m doing there, to be honest with you,” I said. “I opened my own shop, thanks to the Equivalent Exchange and Inventory skills.”


      “A shop, you say? That sounds like a lot of fun,” she replied with a smile.


      “It all started when I moved into this house after leaving my former job—”


      I launched into telling grandma everything that had happened over the past four and a half months: how I’d resigned from my job at a company with a toxic work environment and moved into the house she’d left empty; how I’d started selling useful everyday items from Japan in Ninoritch; how I’d met a bunch of people there whom I now called friends. I even told her all about my little “adventures” with the Blue Flash crew and all the things that had happened to me in the forest, plus how I’d somehow managed to survive my escapades, even when it had looked like I was a goner. I had more to say about those four and a half months than about the previous seven years.


      “And well, I think that’s about the gist of it,” I concluded. “I don’t need to earn money in this world thanks to the Equivalent Exchange skill, so I’m basically just spending most of my time in Ninoritch.”


      “I’m really happy to hear that you’re leading such a rich, fulfilling life,” she said with a huge grin plastered across her face. “The first time I took Masaru-san to Ruffaltio, he had that exact same look on his face that you have now.”


      “He did?” I said.


      “Yeah. He used to get that same little twinkle in his eye. It’s like you’re little kids. Every time he saw, heard, or touched something, he’d turn to me and tell me how ‘amazing’ it all was,” she said, and I could tell from her face that she was fondly reminiscing about those moments.


      “What did you and grandpa do over there?” I asked.


      “Lots of fun things,” she said with a grin. “We traveled about and tamed all the mythical beasts, climbed the World Tree, doled out some well-deserved punishment to a stupid king whose country was on the brink of ruin... You know, that kind of thing.”


      “I see,” I said. “I have to say, I wasn’t quite expecting that answer. Were you all right doing those types of things, though?”


      “Yes, it was fine,” she said. “After all, I’m one of the only beings in Ruffaltio who can bend the rules of the world to their will.”


      “What do you mean by that?”


      “Well, that’s what it means to be a witch,” she said with a self-deprecating sneer. “Those skill books I gave you, for example: I could only make them because I’m a witch.” She paused for a moment as her gaze gently mellowed once more. “Now that I think about it, I gave Masaru-san skill books back then too.”


      That reminiscing look was back on her face again, and she breathed a little chuckle before looking me straight in the eye.


      “Shiro, would you like some more power?” she said. “Just say the word, and I can give you any ability you want.”


      “Wh-What do you mean?” I said.


      “Quite literally what I just said,” my grandma replied. “I’m a witch. I can use long-lost magic to grant similar powers—or ‘skills,’ I should say—to anyone I want.”


      “And you want to give me a new ability, is that it?” I said.


      She nodded. “Well, you are my grandson, after all. I want to give you something nice.”


      She stood up and threw her arms as wide as she could.


      “So what type of ability do you want, Shiro? Muscles so strong that the ground shakes every time you take a step? Magic so powerful that you can even rend the sky asunder? How about the ability to control dead people so you can turn them into your puppets? I can give you anything you want. All you have to do is ask.”


      “Those all sound pretty awesome,” I said, nodding.


      “Like I said, I’m your grandma and I want to do something nice for my adorable grandson,” she said with a smile. “So? Have you decided what kind of ability you’d like to have?”


      I pondered this question for a few seconds while making several “hmm” noises. “Do I have to decide right now?” I asked.


      “Nope. You can take some time to think it over, if you want. I’ll wait around here until you’ve made up your mind,” she said.


      “Great, thank—” I paused as my brain caught up with what she’d just said. “Wait a minute. What do you mean by you’ll ‘wait around here’?”


      “What? Aren’t I allowed to? This is mine and Masaru-san’s house, after all,” she said with a puzzled look on her face.


      “No, it’s just...” I said, trying to articulate my feelings. “I didn’t think I’d get to spend time with you again. It just took me by surprise, that’s all.”


      She chuckled. “I didn’t think this day would come either.”


      My grandma, who had been gone for seven years, was currently here. In my house. With me.


      “G-Grandma!” I cried happily. “It’s already a bit late, so we won’t be able to do it today, but let’s celebrate your return tomorrow, okay? I’ll even make your favorite food: sukiyaki.”
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