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      Summary of the Previous Volume


      I was slowly getting used to the idea of grandma being back in my life, when one fateful evening, after coming home from visiting grandpa’s grave, I discovered my twin sisters, Shiori and Saori, frozen in shock in front of the closet leading to Ruffaltio with the door wide open. They had discovered the portal. I instantly went into panic mode, while grandma just laughed heartily.


      In the end, I found myself reluctantly having to babysit the twins as they wandered off into the forest. While making our way to Ninoritch, we stumbled across a mysterious giant egg that my sisters insisted we take back home with us. Despite my intentions to give it to someone who would actually know what to do with it, Saori demanded that we keep it. And wouldn’t you just know it? It turned out to be a dragon egg. And not just from any dragon either, but from the Immortal Dragon, a creature that had supposedly been around since the dawn of time. Not only that, the hatchling—whom we ended up naming Suama—was able to use transformation magic and assumed the form of a little girl. And if that wasn’t enough, it turned out a bunch of demons really coveted the dragon egg too.


      Then all hell broke loose. The demons kidnapped Aina and informed us they would only let her go in exchange for the egg. Thankfully, we managed to save her before immediately heading off into the forest in search of Suama’s mother. Unfortunately, the demons found us before we could reach our destination, and Raiya and the other adventurers risked their lives battling them while a select group made a break for the Immortal Dragon’s lair. We somehow made it inside the lair, only to find that the dragon we sought was long dead and all that remained of her was a skeleton. Or so we thought. By following grandma’s instructions, I successfully managed to resurrect the Immortal Dragon with just a few drops of my blood and reunited her with her daughter at last.


      For a gangly young man who was born and bred in modern-day Japan, it had seriously been a hectic couple of weeks. And from the looks of it, the madness seemed to be far from over.


      “I am the dragon you brought back to life in the forest, master.”


      Just when I thought that this particular chapter had ended, a drop-dead gorgeous woman strolled into my shop, claiming to be the very dragon I had resurrected.








      Chapter One: The Dragon Mom


      “If you don’t mind, could I ask you some questions to make sure you’re actually the Immortal Dragon?” I said to the white-haired beauty, looking her up and down.


      Her hair was as white as freshly fallen snow, aside from the underside, which was a vibrant blue. Just like Suama, she had a blue gem known as a “dragon-core crystal” embedded in her forehead. Her dress was as white as her hair, and if she’d been wearing a veil, she could’ve easily passed for a bride on her wedding day. I looked down and noticed she wasn’t wearing any shoes, but her feet weren’t touching the ground, as she was hovering a little way above it. She basically looked human in every way, but there was an unmistakable hint of magic about her.


      “Of course. What would you like to know, master?” the woman said.


      “Are you really the Immortal Dragon?” I asked. “The one who let us ride on her back in the Gigheena Forest?”


      “Yes, I am,” she replied simply. “I was brought back to life by your blood.”


      I couldn’t help but whisper an impressed “Whoa” on hearing this, because it meant this bombshell in front of me really was the Immortal Dragon. It also meant she was Suama’s mother. And she was calling me “master,” and talking super politely to me!


      “Master, if I may...” she said to grab my attention.


      “Hm?”


      The white-haired beauty’s gaze drifted a few centimeters sideways from my face and settled on the black-haired woman beside me.


      “Would you like me to take care of the pesky little devil who is clinging to your side?” the Immortal Dragon asked, her voice ice-cold.


      “Oh? That’s rather a bold statement for you to make, considering you don’t even know who I am,” the demon retorted.


      “Oh, rest assured, I am well aware of who you are. Though it appears you have failed to recognize me,” the Immortal Dragon said. “No matter. But remember this: should you ever bring trouble to my master’s door, I shall not hesitate to end your life, demon.”


      Sparks flew between the two women, though Aina and Suama were too busy celebrating their reunion to even notice. The white-haired woman—who was Suama’s mother—was clearly ready to fight the other woman, perhaps out of loyalty to me or maybe as a way to thank me for resurrecting her. Either way, it wasn’t looking good.


      “End my life?” the black-haired woman chuckled. “What an amusing notion. I would advise you not to run your mouth in front of me.”


      This woman was none other than the devil known as Celesdia. The devils were one of sixteen “demon” tribes that populated an island to the north of the continent. Moments before Suama’s mother had walked in, Celes had barged into my shop and claimed that she was now my slave, even though I hadn’t agreed to anything of the sort. Seriously, give me a break!


      “My, my. I thought you devils at least had the ability to discern someone’s strength. How very disappointing.”


      “What did you just say?”


      Celes was staring daggers at Suama’s mother, but the serene smile on the Immortal Dragon’s face was unwavering. On one side, you had one of the strongest demons in existence, who had very nearly wiped out an entire squad of adventurers by herself, while on the other stood a legendary-with-a-capital-L dragon. And the two of them were currently engaged in a standoff in the middle of my shop.


      What did I do to deserve this?


      The atmosphere between the two was incredibly tense, to the point that I feared even the slightest provocation might escalate this into a full-on fight.


      Why, oh why is this happening to me? Somebody, please help me!


      I looked around the room, hoping that someone would leap to my rescue.


      “Little Su!” Aina cried again.


      “Ain-ya!” Suama yipped happily.


      My eyes landed on Aina and Suama, who were still celebrating being reunited as Patty excitedly buzzed around them. The twins had also emerged from their room and were running up to the little dragon girl, gleefully yelling her name. None of them seemed to have even noticed that a fight was brewing between Celes and Dragon Mom. Actually, let’s call her Dramom for short from now on, shall we?


      I let out a long sigh. “Guess I don’t have much choice,” I mumbled to myself.


      I had to somehow find a way to prevent the two of them from coming to blows in my store. After all, Celes had already smashed up my shopfront once, and I’d only literally just gotten it fixed, for Pete’s sake! Not to mention, I was renting this building from Karen, meaning it didn’t even belong to me. How was I supposed to explain another wall getting obliterated to her? Though, thinking about it, I’d be very lucky if my store was the only thing that got destroyed in their impending battle. I mean, this was a clash between a demon and a dragon we were talking about here! The whole town could be reduced to ashes in a matter of seconds if things really got out of control.


      I had to do something. It was my duty as the owner of this store. After all, there was no reason that the lives of the residents of this town should be placed in jeopardy because of something that concerned just me. You’ve got this, Shiro! This is your time to shine! I told myself. The fate of my poor little shop... Scratch that: the fate of the entire town was resting on my shoulders. I gave myself a quick mental pep talk, clenched my teeth in preparation for what was about to happen, then resolutely took a step forward.


      “Come on, you two. You—” I started, but I didn’t make it to the end of my sentence.


      “Maybe I should refresh your memory, demon?” Dramom scowled at Celes. I didn’t really understand what was happening, but it felt as if some sort of aura had started emanating from her body. It was oppressive, and dare I say, a tad murderous too. I knew I wasn’t the target of her displeasure, but the overwhelming pressure rooted me to the spot all the same.


      “That mana...” Celes gasped. “D-Don’t tell me...” A look of realization flashed across her face. “You’re the Immortal Dragon?!”


      “Took you long enough!” Dramom chuckled. Confident in her superior strength, she glared at the demon in contempt. But Celes wasn’t the type to back down so easily.


      “Who cares who you are?” Celes sneered between gritted teeth. “You clearly think you are much stronger than me, but I will have you know that I was holding back during our fight!”


      Refusing to admit defeat, Celes proceeded to give off a similar aura to Dramom’s, as if to challenge her. The fight she was referring to had taken place a little over a week before. Celes had been beaten to a pulp by grandma (who hadn’t even used her full strength against the demon) and was already in a really bad state before Dramom had even arrived on the scene. And that’s without mentioning the dozens of adventurers she’d had to battle in the run-up. So what Celes was basically saying was that, if she were to face off against Dramom again but in top shape this time, she felt she’d be able to hold her own against her. The overwhelming auras emanating from both of them seeped into every corner of the shop, leaving me feeling weak in the knees. But there was someone in the room who was even more affected by this than me.


      “Wh-What? H-Hey, Shiro! Wh-Wh-What is she doing here?!” Patty cried out in a panic, pointing at Celes. The fairy was particularly sensitive to mana. “I thought she’d gone back to her tribe! Is she planning on causing us trouble again? And who’s the white-haired lady?! Her magic is insane!”


      She perched herself on my shoulder as she fired off this barrage of questions, her eyes flitting between Celes and Dramom. It was clear she was no longer in the mood to celebrate Suama’s return. It must have been tough, having such a high sensitivity to mana. I felt bad that her reunion with Suama had been spoiled. Not that it was my fault, but still.


      “I’m glad you’ve noticed the impending apocalypse that’s about to take place here, boss,” I told her.


      “H-How could I not notice when they’re churning out such large quantities of mana? Now, are you gonna tell me what’s going on here, Shiro?”


      “I genuinely have no idea. All I know is...” I started, then trailed off.


      “All you know is?” Patty prompted, repeating my words back at me with some urgency before loudly swallowing her saliva.


      “All I know is these two are probably going to start fighting in the next couple of minutes,” I sighed.


      “What?!” Patty cried. “But that’d be disastrous!”


      “Yup, won’t it just? We’re in a bit of a pickle here, aren’t we? What do you think we should do, boss?”


      “W-We’ve gotta stop them! If they start fighting, your shop will be blown to bits in literally seconds!” Patty said.


      “Yeah, we really don’t have any other choice, do we? Guess we’re gonna have to put our lives on the line.”


      Celes and Dramom paid zero attention to us as they both assumed fighting stances.


      “What a pitiful display of empty bravado, demon,” Dramom taunted Celes, her voice dripping with condescension.


      “You wish to find out firsthand if my ‘bravado’—as you call it—truly is ‘empty’?” the demon retorted in a low, threatening tone. Her eyes had narrowed to slits and there was a murderous glint in them.


      “Demons are an eyesore. I shall not tolerate your presence anywhere near my master. If you insist on staying here, then by all means, allow me the pleasure of obliterating you where you stand!” Dramom’s smile didn’t even flicker while saying this, but the sheer amount of venom dripping from her words would have been enough to kill someone stone dead on the spot.


      “Sh-Shiro! You have to stop them!” Patty squealed in my ear. “Quick!”


      “I know, I know. Lemme try something...”


      Okay, Shiro, this is your moment to shine. They’ll listen to you for sure this time.


      “Hey, you two! Calm down a—”


      “Obliterate me?” Celes scoffed, paying no attention to me whatsoever. “I would like to see you try. It is a shame, though. Shiro only just brought you back to life, yet here I am, about to end it already.”


      “Has no one ever taught you that you should refrain from making empty promises, demon?”


      Yeah, my plan wasn’t working. The two were so engrossed in their bickering, my words weren’t even reaching their ears. I was starting to run out of ideas.


      “Fine! If it’s a fight you want, it’s a fight you’ll get!” Celes declared. “I will feast upon your flesh and blood and take your powers for myself, dragon!”


      “What a troublesome little devil you are,” Dramom retorted. “For the sake of my master, it seems I have no choice but to teach you a lesson.”


      And so, the die was cast. Celes spread her arms wide and unleashed a devastating shock wave that surged toward Dramom.


      “Look out, Shiro!” Patty warned before quickly casting a spell of her own. A barrier of light instantly appeared around the two of us, as well as Aina, the twins, and Suama, shielding us all from the attack. I’d been told that this was called “defensive magic.”


      Celes’s attack barreled toward Dramom, but the dragon remained completely unfazed, and it was soon clear why. Just as the shock wave was about to zero in on its target, a magic barrier materialized in front of Dramom and deflected the attack. A smug smile spread across the dragon’s face as Celes clicked her tongue in annoyance.


      The redirected shock wave found a new target, however—namely, my shelves that were laden with an assortment of my wares. A deafening boom echoed around the room as the force of the attack obliterated not only my shelves but part of the wall too. All those items I’d spent so much money on, and that Aina had so carefully arranged on the shelves... More importantly, the wall I’d just gotten fixed... In the blink of an eye, it had all crumbled to dust. The damage was even worse than last time.


      For a split second, I saw red. Then, all of a sudden, I heard a little snapping sound inside my head.


      “B-B-Bro! What the heck is going on?!” Saori asked me in a panic.


      Well, it seemed the others had finally noticed something was up.


      “B-Bro?” Saori tried again when she didn’t get an answer the first time.


      “Bro-bro?” Shiori asked.


      “Mister Shiro?” Aina said.


      “Pa-pa?” Suama squeaked.


      All three of them were looking up at me in confusion, waiting for some kind of explanation.


      I ignored them, took a deep, deep breath, then yelled at the top of my lungs, “You two had better stop that right now!”


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      I crossed my arms and struck my approximation of an imperious pose in front of Celes and Dramom. Perched atop my head, Patty mirrored my stance, angrily snorting air out through her nose. I didn’t even try to hide just how pissed I was. Celes and Dramom were both kowtowing on the floor in repentance. Or at least, Celes was. Dramom had assumed a similar pose but was, in fact, hovering a few centimeters off the ground still. Both wore expressions of guilt and their eyes were firmly fixed on the floor in shame.


      “Celes,” I called out to the demon woman, my voice a lot deeper and more authoritative-sounding than usual.


      “Y-Yes?” she asked with a start.


      “Let’s leave aside all this slave business for the time being. You came to see me because you felt like you were indebted to me in some way, correct?” I said.


      She nodded as beads of cold sweat formed on her forehead. “Y-Yes.”


      I turned my attention to Dramom. “And you, Dramom? What brings you here?” I said, raising an eyebrow.


      “‘D-Dramom’?” she echoed, surprised by the nickname I had given her.


      “Yeah, you’re Dragon Mom, aka Dramom for short,” I explained.


      “I-I see. I understand. If that is what you wish to call me, then henceforth, my name shall be Dramom.”


      I frowned. “It’s only a temporary nickname. Please don’t take it too seriously. Anyway, you didn’t answer my question. What brought you to my shop?”


      There was a moment of complete silence, then she replied quietly, “My daughter refuses to eat.” She went on to tell me why she had come back to Ninoritch. “We superior dragons have the capacity to sustain ourselves by absorbing ambient mana. However, our young do not possess this ability yet, and they must instead consume ‘proper’ food to get their nourishment.”


      “Now that you mention it, Suama is a big eater,” I noted.


      “That is because young dragons need to ingest large quantities of food in order to grow up healthy. But my daughter has categorically refused to eat any of the food that I have served her.”


      “Really?” I said. I was quite taken aback by this. With her appetite, it was hard to imagine Suama ever rejecting food.


      “Naturally, I asked her why she refused to eat anything, and she told me that the food she had consumed while staying with you was better.”


      “Well, I’m not sure if it was better than what you tried giving her, but she ate the same stuff as the rest of us did, albeit in much larger quantities.”


      “So she did eat with you, then. Whenever I have given her something, she just says that she would rather eat your food, or at least, something similar to what you used to give her, master. She refuses to even try the food I have been serving her!” Dramom lamented, her fists clenched in frustration.


      She sounded like one of those moms who’s always venting to her mom friends about how much of a picky eater her child is. Though it was somewhat understandable, because Suama’s comments must have dealt a significant blow to her pride.


      “I understand. It’s definitely concerning when a child is refusing to eat,” I sympathized. “If you don’t mind me asking, could you tell me what you’ve tried giving her?”


      “Ogre meat,” Dramom answered immediately, a proud look on her face.


      “Ogre meat, huh?” I mused. “And how did you prepare it?”


      “Prepare?” she repeated, tilting her head to one side in confusion.


      “Yeah. Like, what cooking method did you use?” I said in an attempt to clarify what I meant.


      But Dramom simply tilted her head to the other side, a look of pure incomprehension scrunching up her face. “Cooking method?”


      Huh. She really has no clue what I’m talking about.


      “Please tell me you didn’t try feeding it to her raw...” I said as a sense of disbelief started creeping over me.


      To my dismay, she nodded. “Well, yes, I did. What’s wrong with that?”


      For the second time that day, I was rendered utterly speechless. The only sound that escaped my lips was a bewildered “Wow,” and out of the corner of my eye, I could see that the twins and Aina were every bit as dumbfounded by her reply as I was. By contrast, Dramom was staring at me wide-eyed, clearly puzzled by my reaction, though her attention was soon drawn to the muffled laughter that was coming from beside her. I glanced down at Celes, who seemingly couldn’t contain her amusement any longer.


      “And what is so amusing, demon?” Dramom asked, frowning at Celes’s reaction.


      “Are you seriously asking me that question? I can’t believe the mighty Immortal Dragon doesn’t even know what ‘cooking’ is!” Celes said, chuckling softly.


      “Do you know what this thing called ‘cooking’ is, demon?” Dramom asked after a slight pause.


      “Of course I do. Listen well, Immortal Dragon. Only a foolish creature would eat meat raw. Meat is only worthy of being eaten once it has been roasted over a fire and seasoned with spices,” Celes explained, a smug expression plastered across her face.


      According to Aina, up until a couple of weeks ago, Celes hadn’t had a clue what cooking was either, and most of her meals had consisted of raw meat. In fact, everything she had just told Dramom had been taught to her by Aina.


      “There are many other ways you can prepare meat too,” Celes continued enthusiastically. “You can boil it, steam it...”


      I heard Dramom loudly gulp down her saliva.


      “You can even cook it with other ingredients to give it even more flavor!” Celes exclaimed, chuckling once more. “I can’t believe you would just eat meat raw. That’s hilarious! No wonder your little daughter insisted on coming back to Shiro.”


      “Are you mocking me, demon?” Dramom seethed, each word dripping with bloodlust.


      But before the situation could escalate further, Patty quickly intervened. “I-If you even think about fighting again, I’m gonna kick you out of Shiro’s shop!” she warned them.


      I cleared my throat. “Okay, I think I’ve got a good handle on the situation now. Suama wouldn’t eat anything, so you brought her here. Is that right?”


      Dramom nodded. “Yes. She keeps saying that she wants to eat with you.”


      Just as the words left her mouth, I heard a cute little growling noise coming from behind me. Then, to my surprise, I heard almost exactly the same noise coming from both Celes and Dramom’s stomachs. It appeared that all this talk of food had made everyone a little hungry.


      “I see how it is,” I said with a nod. “And I can also tell that we’re all kinda hungry.”


      I told Celes and Dramom to stand up.


      “How about we all go and have lunch together?” I suggested, then glanced at the gaping hole in the wall of my shop. “I mean, it’s not like I can let any customers in here at the moment anyway,” I sighed.


      No one had any objections, so I hung a “Temporarily Closed” sign on the front door and ushered everyone out of the store.








      Chapter Two: A Letter from Far Away


      Our little group headed for the Fairy’s Blessing drinking hall. Why, you may ask? Well, simply put, because the portions they served there were absolutely massive, as they were geared toward filling an adventurer’s stomach. Even their smallest portion would have been considered extra-large anywhere else, and if you were willing to pay a little more, you could get the extra-extra-large size instead. They also had special menus that respected the dietary restrictions of other races. But the best part was the food tasted pretty good, even if that was largely due to all the seasonings and condiments I supplied them with. So there I was, sitting at a table in the dining hall, watching Celes and Dramom absolutely destroy their meals.


      “This is black boar meat, you said? The taste and texture are so different from its raw form. And this horned rabbit casserole—is that the right word? It tastes absolutely incredible! And this fish! I am always saying that river fish taste bland and uninspiring, but this one smells so good, and...”—munch munch—“...it tastes delectable as well! And what did you say this dish was called? Murder grizzly hot pot? Is that right? Let me see...”—munch munch—“Oh my, it is simply delightful! The meat just melts in your mouth!” By the sounds of it, Dramom was clearly in culinary heaven.


      Beside her, Celes stopped stuffing her face for two seconds so she could chuckle. “I see you have finally discovered the wonders of ‘cooking.’ Shiro!” she barked at me. “Go order some more food. I want six more plates of this stew and seven more of the herb-grilled fish!”


      But I just sat there, totally awestruck at the speed with which their plates were being cleared of food.


      “I have lived for so many years, yet I had no inkling of just how delicious the food consumed by you small people was! Master, please bring me eight more of this ‘cooking,’” Dramom instructed me, pointing to the dish she was presently wolfing down. “And let me see...” She looked around the table. “Bring nine each of this one, this one, that one, and that one over there as well, please.”


      I almost wanted to ask them where the hell all of that food was actually going in their slender bodies, but I somehow managed to restrain myself. And here I’d thought the reason Suama ate a lot was because she was still growing, but it turned out her mom’s appetite was even larger! However, that wasn’t the only surprise awaiting me.


      “I am now your slave, therefore it is your responsibility to feed me,” Celes informed me.


      “And since you are my master, you have to provide me with sustenance,” Dramom said with a smile.


      Excuse me?! Nobody mentioned that I’d be footing the bill for their meals, let alone for the ginormous number of dishes they were getting through! Even the underclassman in my university’s professional wrestling research club who somehow always found a way of making me pay for his food hadn’t been as shameless as this! I almost wanted to tell them both to scram back where they came from.


      “Hey, Shiro, are you listening to me? Go get us more food,” Celes ordered me again.


      “Master, is the food not ready yet?” Dramom asked.


      I called over a waitress who took my order with a strained smile before scuttling back to the kitchen. Every single adventurer in the dining hall had been rendered speechless by the sheer number of empty plates stacked up on our table, and to be quite honest, the mere thought of how much this was going to cost me made me want to wail aloud in despair. Blissfully unaware of my inner turmoil, Aina, the twins, and Suama were happily eating their lunch at the table next to ours.


      “Here, little Su, try some stew,” Aina said, offering a spoonful of the stuff to the little dragon girl.


      Suama cheerfully slurped it down. “Ai!”


      Saori was the next to offer the little dragon girl some food. “Suama, this meat dish is really good too. Here, have some.”


      “Ai!”


      “Suama, you have to eat some of this fish too. It’s good for you!” Shiori told her.


      “Ai!”
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      Why were they sitting at another table, you might ask? Well, there was a simple answer to that: the sheer quantity of food Celes and Dramom had ordered had covered the whole table, so we’d been forced to ask for the girls to be seated at a second table so they’d have room to eat. I seriously felt like crying.


      The extra food I’d ordered for Celes and Dramom was brought out and the two of them cleared these new plates at light speed as well. By this point, I was starting to wonder if the pair were competing to see which of them could gobble down their meals the fastest. After all, the food was disappearing from their plates so fast, I found myself questioning whether it had even been there in the first place.


      I groaned and hung my head in despair. Patty—who was perched on my shoulder—gently slapped me on the cheek. “You okay, Shiro?”


      She had decided to stay with me rather than joining Aina and Suama at their table, reasoning that—and I quote—“Who else will be able to spring to your rescue if these two suddenly decide to attack you? As your boss, it’s my job to protect you!” What a reliable little boss she was.


      “No, boss, I’m not okay. Well, more like, my wallet’s not okay,” I groaned.


      “These two sure do eat a lot, don’t they?” the little fairy said with an understanding nod. “Even I don’t eat that much!”


      “They sure do,” I agreed morosely.


      “W-Want me to tell them off? Like, shout at them and be super scary and whatever?” she offered.


      I shook my head. “Thanks for offering, though, boss. I really do appreciate it. Seriously, it almost brought a tear to my eye. But this is a dragon and a demon we’re talking about here, you know?”


      Patty’s smug expression wavered a bit. “B-But aren’t they your underlings?”


      “Well, one of them claims to be my slave, while the other says she’s my servant, so I guess so?” I said.


      “R-Right? So that makes them my underlings too!” Patty concluded.


      Since Celes and Dramom had both decided that I was their “master,” and since Patty was my boss, I guess her logic made some sort of sense. After all, if this were a company and I were their superior, Patty would be something along the lines of an executive or a director.


      “And because you’re my boss, that means you’re their big boss,” I summed up.


      “Y-Yeah! I’m their ‘big boss’! I’m really amazing, aren’t I?” she said, beaming with pride. I couldn’t help noticing that she was standing a little taller than usual, almost as if asserting her new position.


      “You totally are. Seriously, wow, big boss. You’re so cool!” I exclaimed, laying it on thick.


      “Hey, stop making fun of me!” the little fairy pouted, puffing her cheeks out indignantly.


      I laughed. “Sorry, sorry. Anyway, thanks for the offer, but I promise you, I’ll be fine,” I assured her. “This is my problem, and I have to deal with it myself.”


      “A-Are you sure?”


      “Yup, I am.”


      “Okay. But if you want me to tell them off, you just let me know, okay? I’m your boss, after all! I have to help you out when you’re in trouble!”


      I nodded. Despite the tough front she put up, Patty was really quite caring. I found myself thinking that I should really try to learn from her.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      Just as Dramom and Celes were finishing up the last morsels of their meal, I heard a familiar voice from behind me. I quickly identified it as belonging to Emille, the guild’s receptionist.


      “Mister! Care to tell me what’s going on here?” she demanded.


      I turned around to look at her. “What do you mean?”


      Her eyes widened with anger as she pointed first at Celes, then at Dramom. “Who are these women?!” she shrieked.


      The two women in question didn’t react to Emille prodding a finger toward them, as they had both slipped into food comas, pure bliss radiating from their faces. It looked like they had finally had their fill of guildhall food.


      “Oh, you wanna know about Celes and Dramom, do you?”


      “Of course I do! I can’t believe it, mister. You already have me, yet here you are, waiting hand and foot on these two stupidly busty women! You’re so cruel, mister, purposely flaunting them in front of me like this! It’s a huge slap in the face! The only way I can see myself forgiving you is if you profess your eternal love to me right this instant! And with a ring!”


      “I wouldn’t say I’m waiting on them hand and foot,” I disputed.


      But Emille was having none of it. “I don’t care about your excuses!” she exclaimed, clapping her hands over her ears and shaking her head left and right.


      “Master, may I ask who this rabbitwoman is? Do you know her?” Dramom piped up. Emille’s little outburst must have pulled her back to reality.


      “Shut up!” Emille snapped at her. “Don’t you dare talk to my mister! Who the hell even are you anyway?” she spat, her eyes bulging out of their sockets.


      But in spite of Emille’s hostile attitude toward her, Dramom simply smiled and placed a hand on her chest as she introduced herself. “My name is Dramom.”


      “Uh, no, it’s not,” I quickly interjected. “That’s just a temporary nickname.”


      “I am master’s servant,” Dramom continued. “I have vowed to devote my life to him.”


      “Wh-Who’s this ‘master’ you are talking about?” Emille asked.


      “My master is right here.” She paused for a brief moment as she waved a hand toward me. “Shiro Amata.”


      “What?!” Emille shrieked. “Mister! What the heck is going on here?! What’s this white-haired bimbo talking about? You’d better explain yourself right this instant!”


      “What is it you do not understand?” Dramom interjected. “Mr. Shiro here is my master. I belong to him, mind, body, and soul, till death do us part. Might I inquire what business you have with him?”


      “T-Till death do you part?!” Emille gasped as if she’d just been punched in the stomach, completely misunderstanding what these words represented. She clutched at her head and staggered back a few steps, before quickly recovering and getting in Dramom’s face. “You thieving little bitch!”


      Dramom frowned. “Please refrain from calling me a dog. I am a dragon, and would like to be referred to as such.”


      “A dragon? What in the world are you even talking about? Seriously, save the sleep-talking for when you’re off in dreamland, yeah?” Emille hissed, her eyes filled with fury. Her gaze then drifted across to Celes and a look of realization appeared on her face. “You know, now that I’m getting a good look at her, isn’t this woman that demon from—mmph!”


      I tugged Emille by the arm and quickly slapped my hand over her mouth. “Shhh! Don’t even think about finishing that sentence.”


      Aside from the hand clamped over her mouth, it looked as if I’d brought her in for a hug, which was something I was less than thrilled about, but sometimes, ya gotta do what ya gotta do, and at this present moment in time, my main priority was to keep Celes’s identity a secret. While there was a trade agreement between Ninoritch and the devils in place now, only a handful of people knew that Celes was actually a demon. I was a little worried that learning there was a demon in their midst might spark panic among the townsfolk, or at the very least, invite some scornful comments from the adventurers. The only people who knew about Celes’s identity were Ney, a select few high-ranked adventurers, and Karen.


      I moved my lips closer to the bunny girl’s ear. “Hey, Emille. Remember what we said before? We have to keep Celes’s identity a secret for the time being, okay?” I whispered quietly so that no one else would hear us.


      “A-Ah, m-mister...” she moaned. “M-Mister, my...” There was a sharp intake of breath. “Ah! My ears! They’re sensitive!” Her face had gone as red as a tomato, and she had started gyrating her hips suggestively.


      Horrified, I immediately let go of her and put as much distance between the two of us as possible.


      “I can’t believe you just literally pounced on me in the middle of the day like that!” Emille cooed. “You’re such a pervert, mister.” Once again, I could almost hear the heart symbol punctuating her sentence.


      Could someone please put me out of my misery?


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “Anyway, aren’t you supposed to be working?” I asked Emille.


      “Oh, but I am! I’m working very hard right now! That’s actually why I came over here,” she said.


      I gasped in an overexaggerated way. “Seriously? You’re actually working for once?”
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