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      Prologue


      Seris led me and Chris to the towerlike structure that had drawn my eye when I’d first set foot in the Magius Academy of Magic. The view from the top was as incredible as I’d expected, providing a panorama not just of the campus, but of the entire city of Majorica.


      Seris had brought us here to ask for help. Not from me, but from Chris—specifically, she said, from Chris’s spirit.


      “Please...do proceed...” Seris lilted in her usual way.


      Chris nodded. She was dressed in her Magius Academy uniform with her disguise spell inactive. That made her silver eyes and similarly ashen twin ponytails glisten even brighter than usual in the light that streamed in from the windows. Her most eye-catching feature, though, was her pointed ears. She wasn’t a human, but an elf.


      Chris was standing across from Seris with her eyes closed and hands clasped while she concentrated. As Seris began reciting what sounded like a chant, my Detect Mana skill showed me the ever-strengthening mana that coiled around Chris’s body. Then, as she intoned the final words, their mana twined together and then surged.


      Seris explained that the spell was a barrier she’d originally created with her own spirit’s power to hold the monster parade at bay. It had proven incapable of fully restraining the increased activity lately, so she’d asked the newly arrived Chris for help. The power of Chris’s spirit would help reinforce the barrier further.


      “Thank you. This should really buy us...so much more time...” Seris cooed when it was all over.


      Chris let out a long breath and intoned a spell of her own. In the blink of an eye, her silver hair and eyes turned gold, and her ears became rounded like a human’s.


      The sight brought me back to the day of our reunion, when Chris had first confessed her true identity to me.


      “Why do you hide that you’re an elf?” I’d asked her.


      In response, Chris had explained that her granny, Morrigan, had strongly cautioned her not to reveal her origins to others—especially people outside their hometown. It was too dangerous, she’d said.


      Chris had initially been skeptical about this, but she’d begun to believe it when she’d started traveling and heard the ways people talked about elves. In particular, the old stories she’d heard in the Empire had been bad enough to make her want to cover her ears.


      Apparently, when they’d first told Morrigan they wanted to venture out to find Eris and Sera, she’d said she’d only let Chris do it if she first learned the spell to disguise herself as a human.


      Chris let out a little sigh as she told me this, perhaps remembering how hard it had been to do. She also explained that her and Eris’s ears hadn’t been pointed when they were little; instead, they’d changed as they’d aged and their mana had grown more powerful.


      Then, when Chris had removed her disguise to show me, it had released a jolt of mana. Seris’s spirit had reacted to this, which alerted Seris to Chris’s presence nearby. Spirits could apparently talk to each other, so Seris’s spirit informed her about Chris, and Chris’s spirit did likewise about Seris. Chris had been comfortable revealing her identity to Seris because she knew she was a fellow elf.


      “So...what will you do now?” Seris asked us.


      “We’re going to meet up with Rurika and Sera and head home for now,” I explained.


      We bid our goodbyes to Seris, then went down the tower’s long staircase. After leaving the building, we headed for the campus arena.


      “Oh, Sora and Chris. Did you finish what you were doing?”


      As soon as we entered the arena, we were greeted by Rurika, Chris’s traveling companion and childhood friend. She was also dressed in a Magius Academy uniform, and her shoulder-length golden hair rustled as she turned to face us, looking at us with matching golden eyes.


      “Yes, but Rurika, what’s going on here?” Chris’s own eyes were focused on Sera, who was standing on the arena platform.


      Sera was a beastfolk girl with the twitching ears and swishing tail of a cat. Before her lay the scattered bodies of magic academy students, some of whom I recognized. They weren’t really dead, of course.


      “They asked to fight Sera today. I kind of respect how they kept getting back up no matter how many times she beat them down. I fought them for a while too.” Rurika looked very content, almost radiant. “Sera, Sora and the others are here. Let’s go!” she shouted.


      Sera turned around when she heard it. She had auburn hair and golden eyes with a trace of hostility in them, but the latter vanished the minute she saw us—specifically, when she saw Rurika and Chris.


      The three of them had come from the Eld Republic. Seven years ago—maybe more like eight by now?—the country had been invaded by the Vossheil Empire, and Sera had been kidnapped by imperial forces and turned into a slave. Rurika and Chris had embarked on a journey to find their big sister, Eris.


      It felt strange to consider that, in a way, that awful situation was what had brought me, Rurika, and Chris together in the first place.


      All that explained why Sera softened when she looked at them. I could tell how truly happy she was to be reunited with them, and Rurika and Chris clearly felt the same way.


      “Are they going to be okay?” I asked about the students on the ground. It must have been quite the hardcore training session.


      “They’re fine, master. Just too tired to move,” Sera replied casually.


      The reason she called me “master” was because I’d bought her out of slavery, and she wore a black collar around her neck to indicate her status.


      The students she’d been dueling with were ones who’d given us a hard time when we’d first gotten special permission to take classes at the school. There was no hostility between us now, though, and they’d sometimes ask Sera for training.


      “Big Sis Sera, thanks again!” I heard them cry out as we left the arena. I turned around to see the students who had been lying down before now standing up and bowing in our direction. Some of them were leaning on others, unable to stand for themselves.


      Sera grimaced at being called “big sis,” but Rurika and Chris laughed in amusement.


      Instead of going straight home from there, we stopped by a large house nearby.


      “Ah, master!” As we entered the grounds, a girl noticed me, ran up, and threw her arms around me.


      This girl’s name was Hikari, and she had dark hair and eyes just like mine. She had once been a spy for the Kingdom of Elesia, but thanks to a series of unexpected events she’d ended up traveling with me as a special slave. She wore the same black collar as Sera, though hers had three silver stripes to indicate special slave status.


      “Hikari, what’s going— Oh, Sora. Did you finish what you were doing?” asked Mia, who came up a few steps behind Hikari.


      Mia was the former Saint of the Holy Kingdom of Frieren. After a demon had attempted to kill her, I spoke with a cardinal named Dan about getting her to safety. Then I talked with her about what she wanted to do and ended up taking her with me on my travels.


      She looked similar to Rurika in height as well as eye and hair color. She also wore a slave collar around her neck, but this had just been part of a plan to get her out of the Holy Kingdom’s capital city. After that, she’d chosen to remain a slave because of certain other circumstances.


      “Chris? What’s wrong?” Mia asked in confusion as Chris giggled at her words.


      “Nothing. It’s just that Rurika asked us the exact same thing before...”


      Ah, right. Rurika did ask us if we’d finished what we were doing, I thought. Chris must have found that funny.


      While we chatted, a little round object that looked like a white angora rabbit came floating up to us. It was a spirit named Ciel. She perched herself on Mia’s shoulder and sleepily rubbed her eyes with her ears. Mia petted Ciel gently, and the little creature’s eyelids drooped in bliss.


      “Hey, is there really a spirit with us now?” Rurika asked, watching curiously.


      Generally speaking, people couldn’t see spirits. The main ones who could were elves with high spiritual affinity and those with the Spirit Spells skill. Nevertheless, I’d been able to see Ciel for some reason, and Hikari, Sera, and Mia, with whom I’d forged slave contracts, could see her as well.


      But to Rurika, who couldn’t, it looked like Mia was petting thin air.
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      Rurika had once asked what Ciel looked like, so the five of us had tried drawing the little spirit, but our output had just confused Rurika and upset Ciel. I didn’t think the pictures were that bad, myself...


      In fact, the reason Mia had chosen to remain a slave was that removing our contract might make it impossible for her to see Ciel anymore. Petting Ciel was certainly addictive.


      Incidentally, Ciel was the only spirit I could see. I couldn’t see the one Chris was contracted to, though I could intuit the presence of something from the movement of mana around her.


      “So, how are things going here?”


      “I think we should finish on schedule. It’s been a little chaotic these last few days, but we should be able to take it easy when it’s done.”


      Hikari and Mia hadn’t come to the academy today because they’d been helping Norman and his gang move to a new house. The gang in question was a group of about thirty orphans who’d been living together in the inn one of their grandfathers used to run. They didn’t have the money to maintain the building, though, so it had fallen into pretty significant disrepair.


      In the past, they’d made a living working as porters for the dungeons, but so many adventurers had moved on to the more profitable lower floors that they’d had trouble finding work lately. Hikari had later offered them a job breaking down monster bodies, and we’d also bought them a house to live in because their inn was in such a bad state.


      “Elza and Art helped too,” Mia added.


      As if they’d been waiting for the mention of their names, two children dressed in maid outfits came out of the house. They were orphans too, but we’d taken them in to look after the house we were renting.


      “Ah, you’re back,” Elza said. “We were about to eat together. Would you like to join us?”


      Since the timing was right, I decided we would. When I told her so, Elza nodded happily and returned to the house. I went in after her and overheard her telling the kids that we’d be joining them.




      That night, I checked over my stats while I lay in bed.


      It had been a week since the life-or-death bout against the shadow wulf on the dungeon’s fifth floor. It had been an eventful time, but Seris had asked me to defeat the boss on the fortieth floor to stop the monster parade, and dungeon diving would also allow me to procure materials for the Eyes of Eliana. That meant it was about time to get ready for more trips to the dungeon.


      “Open status.”




      Name: Fujimiya Sora / Job: Scout / Race: Otherworlder / Level: None


      HP: 450/450 / MP: 450/450 / SP: 450/450 (+100) / Strength: 440 (+0) / Stamina: 440 (+0) / Speed: 440 (+100) / Magic: 440 (+0) / Dexterity: 440 (+0) / Luck: 440 (+100)




      Skill: Walking Lv. 44


      Effect: Never get tired from walking (earn 1 XP for every step)


      XP Counter: 790,039/810,000


      Skill Points: 2




      Learned Skills


      [Appraisal Lv. MAX] [Prevent Appraisal Lv. 4] [Enhance Physique Lv. 9] [Regulate Mana Lv. MAX] [Lifestyle Spells Lv. MAX] [Detect Presence Lv. MAX] [Sword Arts Lv. MAX] [Dimension Spells Lv. MAX] [Parallel Thinking Lv. 9] [Boost Recovery Lv. MAX] [Hide Presence Lv. MAX] [Alchemy Lv. MAX] [Cooking Lv. MAX] [Throwing/Shooting Lv. 7] [Fire Spells Lv. MAX] [Water Spells Lv. 7] [Telepathy Lv. 9] [Night Vision Lv. MAX] [Sword Tech Lv. 5] [Resist Status Effects Lv. 6] [Earth Spells Lv. 9] [Wind Spells Lv. 7] [Disguise Lv. 7] [Engineering/Construction Lv. 8] [Shield Arts Lv. 5] [Provoke Lv. 6] [Traps Lv. 3]




      Advanced Skills


      [Appraise Person Lv. 9] [Detect Mana Lv. 8] [Enchant Lv. 8] [Creation Lv. 4]




      Contract Skills


      [Holy Spells Lv. 4]




      Title


      [Spirit Contractor]




      My Walking level hadn’t ticked up yet, but I’d built up a lot of XP while I walked around buying things for the move, so I knew it should roll over pretty soon. I’d been grinding Hide Presence while sitting at home, too, and I’d maxed that out as a result. This had added the advanced skill Conceal to my potential skill list...but learning it would use up all my skill points, so I’d held off for the moment.


      We were eventually going to try to make our way to the previously unexplored fortieth floor of the dungeon, which would surely be home to some very powerful monsters. Because of that, I was hoping to learn some heavy-hitting combat skills instead.


      Then there was the question of how to use the shadow wulf magistone and the mithril we’d found. Creating mithril weapons would easily boost our battle prowess, but another option on my Creation list had caught my attention.


      Guess I’ll have to do some research in the school library, huh?

    

  

  
    
      Interlude 1


      I sat up. My head hurt like hell.


      “Finally up, Syphon?” came an amused-sounding voice.


      I nodded, which only made the pain worse. “That you, Jinn?”


      My partymate answered, “Seriously, what happened back there? You drank enough to pass out? You’d better have learned something, or not even I can cover for you.”


      “I didn’t learn everything, but...well, the guy was pretty damn tight-lipped. I’d say I learned enough, though.”


      Before continuing, I sighed and drank down the water Jinn had handed me. Ah, feels good.


      “I didn’t find out who it was, but it sounds like some bigwig got sent here from Elesia, and that’s why they wouldn’t let us in the dungeon.”


      I remembered that we’d passed a group of wagons when we were on our way here from Pleques. I’d been pretty sure they were heading from Helia to the capital city of Mahia. An amateur would probably mistake them for an ordinary merchant’s convoy, but we could tell they were anything but. These people were guarding some valuable treasure. I figured that had to have something to do with why they hadn’t let us in the dungeon.


      In fact, I’d peeked into one of the wagons and seen what looked like a young girl with black hair.


      It reminded me of how I’d told Rurika and Chris about Sora when I ran into them in Mahia. They’d been pretty damn shaken to hear about his death. From the way they’d reacted, I thought I’d messed up for a second, but then I figured they would’ve learned about it sooner or later. I decided to tell myself that sooner was better—though Juno’d given me a talking-to about it later on.


      “No chance of us hitting the dungeon, then?” Jinn asked, taking me back out of my thoughts.


      “Yeah, seems like there’ve always been restrictions on it anyway. They don’t let newcomers like us register, let alone enter. Nothing to be done about it—we’ll just have to head to another town and take some quests on the way.”


      Maybe we’d even return to Elesia, I thought.


      We were thinking it over together when the door opened and Gytz came in. His expression looked pretty tense. Nervous, maybe?


      “Gytz? What’s up?” Jinn asked.


      “Just got this in,” said Gytz, holding out a sealed letter.


      It wouldn’t look like anything special, unless you were in the know. Jinn went pale, and I realized I wasn’t too eager to take the letter from him either.


      I couldn’t avoid it for long, though. I removed the seal and checked what was inside. Then I read it over and over again, slowly, just in case.


      “What’s it say?” Jinn asked.


      I silently handed him the letter. It contained orders for a new mission.


      I didn’t know why, but some bigwig in our homeland must have been worried about the safety of those girls—one girl in particular. That was the only reason we’d get an order like this.


      “Heh, well, we were just talking about where to go next. Guess we’ve got our answer, eh?” Jinn laughed.


      “That’s a great attitude you’ve got there, Jinn,” I told him wryly.


      “Jinn’s right. No point in stewing on it.” Gytz, having finished the letter, said what we all knew.


      “I never know what’s up with these orders. The last one, or this one...” I muttered, getting no response.


      The one thing I did know was that we’d have to get our things in order to travel to Majorica.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      “Be back soon, master!”


      “Okay, I’ll be heading out soon myself.”


      “Big Sis Hikari, take care,” Norman said.


      “Sure, I’ll bring lots of gifts,” Hikari declared confidently in response.


      Hikari and the others were going to start at the first floor of the dungeon on their way to the fifth. Rurika and Chris weren’t registered there yet, so the five girls—Hikari, Mia, Sera, Rurika, and Chris—would start from the beginning and make their way there together.


      Meanwhile, my own plan was to wait for two days, then go straight to the fifth floor, where we’d meet up and head for the sixth. But if any of them looked too tired at that point, of course, we’d turn back.


      “By the way, Chris. Why do you always wear your adventuring outfit?” It was something I’d been wondering for a while. She was currently dressed in the adventuring outfit she’d worn when we first met, while the rest of the girls were in their Magius uniforms for the dungeon dive.


      “You never know what might happen in a dungeon. In case my transformation ends up dropping... I want to be in my adventurer’s outfit with its hooded robe.”


      “Yeah, and the uniforms are a little tight around the shoulders. That’s why I’m wearing my usual clothes too,” Rurika chimed in.


      Rurika’s adventuring outfit was indeed quite revealing in that area—other than a pauldron on her right shoulder, which she seemed used to. Still, I’d seen her move quite comfortably in the school uniform, and she’d expressed fondness for it in the past, calling it cute.


      “Rurika’s wearing her adventuring outfit because of me. She didn’t want me drawing attention by being the odd one out,” Chris confided in me after Rurika walked away.


      She might have denied it if you asked, but Rurika clearly cared a lot about Chris.




      We registered our party at the dungeon entrance, and I watched the five of them go in.


      I wasn’t going along this time because Hikari and Mia had asked me not to. We’d split up during the fight with the shadow wulf, and they’d gone through a lot together during that time. They also said they wanted to bond on a girls-only trip. We’d reported the situation to the school, of course.


      “Gonna learn to cook from Big Sis Rurika and Chris!” Hikari had declared, looking forward to the dungeon dive. She’d been enraptured by the stories Rurika and Chris had told her about all the places they’d gone as adventurers and the different meals they’d cooked on the way. She’d also been helping Mia cook at home more often lately, but cooking in a house and cooking while camping were different things.


      They’d all worked together to get ready the night before.


      Norman and I split up as we left, at which point I headed for the academy.


      Hanging out with Norman reminded me of Fred’s team. Fred was one of the adventurers who’d fought the shadow wulf with us on the fifth floor, and we’d stayed in touch since then. He’d been coming by lately to give Norman’s crew instructions on self-defense and breaking down monster bodies.


      He’d also mentioned two days ago that his team had found a new party to group up with, and they’d be going into the dungeon soon too.


      “How’d you meet your new party?” I’d asked him. He explained that they’d gotten drunk together and gotten along really well. I guess it’s important to have chemistry?




      “Oh... I see we’re alone today...” Seris said to me as I arrived at the library.


      I used to go to the library by myself a lot, but now that Chris was attending school I often came with her. “The others are starting a dungeon dive,” I told her.


      “Oh...you did mention that, didn’t you... And you’re going to meet up with them later... But you never know what might happen in a dungeon...so you really must be careful...” she lilted.


      I nodded, remembering what had happened during our last dungeon dive. Still, I’d probably be fine as long as I didn’t run into any advanced subtypes, and I’d likely focus on gathering herbs and ingredients while I was alone anyway. I was planning to avoid fighting monsters as much as possible.


      I picked up a book about golems, as had been my daily routine of late, sat down, and began to read. In response, Ciel moved to her usual sunny spot and dozed off immediately.


      It’s been a while since I’ve had a nice, quiet time to myself, I thought, thinking back on my reunion with Rurika and Chris and the busy days that had followed.


      ◇◇◇


      Sera wasn’t the only one happy about the reunion with Rurika and Chris. I was too. I’d been glad to finally let them in on all the secrets I’d been keeping from them as well. They’d said they’d thought I seemed a bit suspicious but had chosen not to press me on it, which felt like further evidence of their kindness.


      Chris also told me why she really gave me the write-up about magic when we parted ways in Elesia: It was a roundabout way of hinting that I should form a contract with Ciel. She couldn’t tell me directly because she’d had to keep her identity as an elf a secret, but we had indeed managed to form a contract, so her hints had worked well enough.


      Then, the next day, when I had been going to have a serious talk with them about the dungeon and everything else, someone had stopped by our house early in the morning.


      It was the vice principal of the Magius Academy of Magic, who looked out of breath.


      “How can I help you?” I’d asked.


      Completely out of the blue, he’d responded that two girls staying with us, Rurika and Chris, were to be temporarily admitted to the school, just as we’d been. I’d expressed my suspicions about why he knew the names of two girls who had only just arrived in Majorica. He must have interpreted this as a refusal, because he’d started pleading with me.


      There was no sign of the blustering baddie he’d been the day we’d first arrived. “I’ll ask them to come speak with you, so could you please tell me what this is all about?” I’d said at last.


      A sudden look of relief had washed over his face. He left after they promised to pay the school a visit, looking like a man who’d just received a stay of execution.


      I later learned that Seris had picked up on Chris’s mana and ordered the vice principal to do this. I could still remember how deferential he’d acted toward Seris when I was up in the tower.


      That was the first major thing we’d had to take care of. The second was getting Norman and the others moved.


      The down payment on their new house had been paid with the money we’d gotten for beating the shadow wulf. I’d spent all mine on the mithril, so we’d paid with Hikari, Sera, and Mia’s shares. Just to be clear, I wasn’t ordering them to pay as their slave master—Hikari was the one who had proposed it, and Mia and Sera had agreed.


      I’d been especially surprised by Sera, who was getting close to having enough money to buy her freedom. Buying a house would set her back quite a bit.


      “I can always make more money,” Sera had replied, a bit flustered, when I’d asked if she was sure.


      After that, we’d had a busy day of carrying things around and buying necessities, and Fred’s group had stopped by amid all the hubbub.


      I’d seen Hikari talking to Fred about something after the shadow wulf was slain, and apparently she’d asked him and his team to look after Norman’s crew. Mia’s compassion must have been rubbing off on her. It was stunning to compare her current behavior to how expressionless she’d been when we’d first met.


      With all that going on, things had been very busy lately. Incidentally, Fred had taken the job for free partly out of friendship—since we’d fought the shadow wulf together—and partly to thank us for cooking for them in the dungeon.




      I was reading my books and thinking back on all that when Ciel woke up and flew over to me. Time for lunch, eh? I thought.


      While I was getting my own lunch ready, Seris came to join us, and we enjoyed a meal together. Seris watched with gentle eyes as Ciel chowed down hungrily.


      When I looked over at Seris, she seemed to notice my gaze. She looked up and met my eyes. “Yes...?”


      I quickly tore my eyes away, but I could tell through my peripheral vision that she was smiling mischievously. I didn’t look away because I was embarrassed or anything. It’s true, okay?! The reason I’d been looking at Seris was that I was thinking about Chris. There’d been something on my mind since the moment I appraised her.




      [Name: Chris / Job: Adventurer / Level: 22 / Race: High Elf / Status: Nervous]




      Those words—High Elf. How is that different from a regular elf? I’d wanted to ask, but I chickened out at the last second. Seris didn’t know that, though, which was why she’d taken on a teasing air.


      I was trying to figure out how to handle this annoying development when I sensed someone outside of the door. It turned out to be Layla, who felt like my saving grace at that moment.


      “Sora? What is it?” she asked as I thanked her in my mind.


      “Oh, nothing. Haven’t seen you in a while, though.”


      Indeed, I hadn’t laid eyes on her since the shadow wulf incident. We’d both been so busy we hadn’t had time to meet up—Layla was always in demand.


      “I was just taking a breather. Oh, and I have a favor to ask you.”


      “A favor?”


      Layla walked up to where we were sitting, exchanged pleasantries with Seris, and then got right down to business. “I heard you were going to the fifth floor. I was hoping you could pick a lot of healing herbs and sell them to the school.”
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      Because more people were trying the lower floors of the dungeon lately, demand for potions had gone up. That meant it had gotten harder not just for adventurers but also for students to get a hold of them. They were brewing potions from herbs grown on campus, but that apparently wasn’t enough to meet demand.


      I’d also heard that students from the school were going to the dungeon more often while it was so profitable.


      “I don’t know how much I can gather on my own, but I’ll keep it in mind,” I told her. Layla had apparently remembered Hikari telling her that I was an herb-picking expert, which was why she’d gone out of her way to ask me.


      Perhaps satisfied by my answer, Layla left with a relieved look. It seemed she had to discuss her next dungeon dive with her party.


      “Layla seems...so busy...” Seris drawled, a sentiment I certainly agreed with. “So, Sora...what are you thinking? You’ve been reading so many books about golems lately...”


      “We’ve got a larger party now that Rurika and Chris are here, but I’m still a little worried about those lower floors,” I told her. I’d heard that parties that ventured to the eleventh floor and below tended to include at least ten people. “I thought maybe we could add a golem to our ranks. It would make resting a lot easier if we could have it stand watch.”


      Apparently I couldn’t make a whole golem with my Creation skill, but I could make an item that would let me summon one.




      [Golem Core] Needed to make a golem move. It moves when infused with mana?!




      As usual, the description text was a little bit odd. By the way, reading books in the library had filled in the list of ingredients to make a Golem Core. They were as follows:




      [Golem Core] 


      Materials needed: 


      Golem Magistone


      Ore (1)


      Ore (2)


      Monster Magistone (1)


      Magistone




      When I selected the numbered items, further explanatory text popped up:




      Ore (1): Determines the toughness of the golem’s core. Any ore can be used.


      Ore (2): Determines the toughness of the golem’s body. Any ore can be used.


      Monster Magistone (1): Determines the golem’s shape. Any magistone can be used.




      As long as a golem’s core remained intact, they could spend mana to recover from an injury, even regenerating lost limbs. The more damage that needed recovering from, the more mana they would use, so an overly fragile body would run dry very quickly. Still, as long as the Golem Core was intact you could always resummon the golem by infusing it with more mana, so I figured the core’s toughness was probably the most important thing—the question I’d been stewing over regarding the mithril was whether or not I should use it to make the toughest possible Golem Core.


      The type of magistone you used also determined the shape of the golem. A wulf magistone, for instance, would produce a quadrupedal golem, while an orc magistone would result in a humanoid one. A golem would sometimes even take on characteristics of its magistone source. The stronger the monster, the stronger the golem, but it took more mana to maintain as well.


      “A golem magistone, though...” I mused. “I wonder if I should put a request in with the adventurers’ or merchants’ guild?” Maybe I could put one in for ore as well.


      “Golem magistone... That reminds me...” Seris hummed. “There were rumors long ago about a golem being seen in the dungeon...”


      “Really?!” I exclaimed. “The dungeon in Majorica?”


      “Y-Yes... I believe it was the fifteenth floor...but they sent down a search party and couldn’t find it...and I believe the adventurers left town after being called liars...” Seris emphasized that this had happened a long time ago.


      The fifteenth floor, huh? I had yet another thing to look for down in the dungeon. It seemed like a golem would be useful for many things, even on our later travels.


      ◇◇◇


      Three days after the girls had left, I headed into the dungeon myself. I stopped by Norman’s place first and made sure they had plenty of monster bodies to break down. The little building I’d built in our own yard for that purpose was gone now, and I’d modified a room in Norman’s house for it instead.


      I entered the dungeon’s fifth floor, called up my automap, and used Detect Presence. With luck, they could have made it from the first to the fifth floor in less than three days, but if they’d arrived before me, they probably would have stopped back at the house first. They hadn’t done that, which meant they probably weren’t here yet.


      Indeed, I saw no human signals on my automap at all. The special fields on floors ending with five were unpopular with the local adventurers, so it was no real surprise that I had the floor all to myself. But given the demand for herbs at the moment, I would have expected to see someone...


      Not that I minded at all.


      Most of Majorica’s dungeon was walled-in labyrinths, but the fifth, fifteenth, twenty-fifth, and thirty-fifth floors were “special fields”—wide-open natural spaces that made you forget you were inside a dungeon. The same was true of the boss rooms on the tenth, twentieth, and thirtieth floors.


      According to the reference materials available at the adventure course, the fifth floor was a field of forest and grasslands. While walking around during my last visit, I’d learned that you could gather healing herbs there and also forage nuts and fruits from the trees. I couldn’t be sure because I’d only caught a glimpse while I was on the run from the shadow wulf, but I was pretty certain there were even some ingredients I hadn’t seen available in the city. Other than the monsters, though, there were no creatures or insects present.


      I’d also read documentation about the floors below this one.


      The fifteenth floor was a mountain field, a series of winding paths of ravines. Some said it was like an open-air mine, and you could harvest ore and crystals from the rocky walls. Not that anyone ever tried—the noise of mining there tended to bring monsters running, and no one had ever found any ore good enough to make it worthwhile. I assumed something could probably be found if the nation seriously mobilized a survey team, but Seris had explained that they were already doing that in the Pleques dungeon.


      The twenty-fifth floor was mostly forest, with a large lake in the middle. The field was known as the Sleepless Lake due to its special property: The monsters that appeared there swapped in and out on a night and day cycle, with orcs during the day and undead at night. Each time the switch happened, the monsters you’d slain last time also revived, which meant you were constantly fighting.


      There was one other noteworthy thing about the twenty-fifth floor: Unlike other floors, the entrance and exit locations were always in the same place. The records also mentioned that there was a beautiful stone statue there for unknown reasons. It was actually a quietly popular map, and a lot of people preferred hunting there to hunting on the fifth and fifteenth floors.


      The thirty-fifth floor was known as the Nightmare Forest because it was rife with treants, creatures that disguised themselves as the foliage. This floor was still in the process of being documented, though, so there weren’t many details written about it. The nickname even had “(subject to change)” written beside it.


      In addition to that, the boss room on the tenth floor was a grassland, the twentieth a wasteland, and the thirtieth a marsh.




      I took my eyes off my automap and looked out over the fifth floor again. It really did feel nice to be out in nature. I could feel the wind and the warmth of the sun. It felt liberating. It would certainly be easy to forget I was still in a dungeon. Ciel seemed to be enjoying it too... Right, because I told her we’d look for fruit and nuts.


      The fifteenth floor also seemed worth looking forward to, as the towering rock walls I’d read about in the documents sounded like an incredible sight. That was also where Seris had mentioned rumors of a golem being seen. Where there was smoke there was fire—maybe I could get a golem magistone there.


      Ah, I can’t wait to meet up with the girls again. My conversation with Seris had really spurred on my desire to get to the fifteenth floor, and my eagerness was growing by the day.


      Battling the monsters on the twenty-fifth floor sounded like it would be difficult, but I was curious about the statue. Wasn’t there something mystical-sounding about a beautiful stone statue standing on an island in the middle of a lake?


      The forest to my right looked larger than it had been the last time I was here. It had been several days since then, though, so I wondered if a transfiguration had occurred.


      A transfiguration was a significant alteration to the dungeon’s structure. The main effect I knew of was a change in the locations of the stairs, but on special fields, it could also alter the placement and scale of the forests and grassland. This meant that the best foraging spots for herbs moved around as well.


      Maybe that helped explain why people rarely went to the dungeon to forage—it took way too long to find them. Herb patches outside of town were documented, so you knew exactly where to go, and manifest lists kept track of who had picked what and where...most of the time.


      “Well, let’s head for that grassland over there first,” I said, then started walking.


      Ciel flew past me, zipping merrily over the field. It must have been a nice change of pace for her—the city was densely packed with buildings and other obstacles, which stopped her from flying so freely.


      While Ciel disappeared into the distance, I stayed at a leisurely pace and enjoyed the scenery. There was no proper road here, so the grass came up to my calves, making a quiet swish, swish as I walked. I used Appraisal as I went and found quite a few edible wild plants around me. I was mainly here to pick herbs, but I couldn’t pass up grabbing some of these too.


      That slowed down my progress, and the next thing I knew, Ciel was back by my side.


      “What is it, Ciel?” I asked.


      She restlessly pointed her ear at a certain spot.


      I assumed that meant she wanted me to go that way, so I followed her through the grass until the light yellow-green of the plants around me turned a dark forest color. I used Appraisal as I crossed the boundary threshold and found myself in a treasure trove of healing herbs.
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