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      The Story So Far


      If a few months ago, you’d asked me to describe myself (Shiro Amata) in one sentence, I would probably have said: a former corporate slave who’d just escaped from his hellish job at an exploitative company. Short and sweet. I don’t think it’s possible to give a more concise self-introduction than that. But since that time, my life has changed completely.


      After going off the deep end because of my boss’s constant bullying, which led to me ultimately resigning from my job, I moved into the house my grandma had left me. She had gone missing seven years prior, and her house was full of memories for me. I got down to unpacking, and as I was putting things away in their new homes, I opened the closet door in the room with grandma’s memorial altar and...


      “Well, this is an isekai if ever I’ve seen one.”


      To my total surprise, I realized grandma’s house was connected to another world. She always used to say she wanted her adorable grandson (that would be me) to travel more—though when she’d said it, I never imagined “traveling more” would entail taking a trip to another world. After some deliberation, I pushed the closet door wide and stepped into the world of Ruffaltio.


      Grandma had also left two skill books for me to find: one taught me the “Equivalent Exchange” skill, while the other granted me the “Inventory” skill. I decided to put them to good use by starting up my own business in Ruffaltio. My plan was to sell products I’d brought over from Japan and make a ton of money. Before long, people started calling me an “extremely adept merchant” and I even ended up having a proper brick-and-mortar store of my own to sell my wares in.


      I also met a lot of incredible people over there: Karen, the beautiful mayor; Emille, the unreliable receptionist of the town’s sole Adventurers’ Guild; the four members of the “Blue Flash” adventuring party; and last but not least, Aina and her mother, Stella. They had all become dear friends of mine, and I’d been through a lot with those guys. I’d somehow ended up making an obscene amount of money, saved the town’s Adventurers’ Guild from destruction, and even cured Stella’s illness. But after many twists and turns, I was finally starting to get used to going back and forth between grandma’s house and this other world as I pleased, when Karen uttered something that would throw me for a loop.


      Wait, grandma’s alive?! were the words that bounced around my head moments later.


      On hearing this piece of news, I couldn’t stop myself from yelling loudly into the night as the stars above Ruffaltio twinkled down at me.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter One: Hopes of a Reunion


      “What the hell?! Has grandma been alive this whole time?!”


      Under the starry sky, my screamed words echoed through the quiet streets of Ninoritch. There I was, standing in the backyard of my shop, screaming “Grandma!” into the night air like a madman. My poor neighbors. I can only apologize.


      “Sh-Shiro? What’s wrong?” Karen said, utterly shocked by my sudden outburst.


      But I wasn’t finished. “If you’re alive, why didn’t you tell me?! I thought you were dead!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. I eventually ran out of breath, and I let myself slump to the ground. The gentle evening breeze tenderly caressed my cheeks.


      “Sh-Shiro, are you all right?” Karen tried again. “What was all that about?”


      “For several years now, I’ve thought my grandma was dead,” I explained. “But here you are telling me she’s not, and well...” I paused as I tried to sum up my emotions. “I guess all the feelings I’d been bottling up just kinda overflowed back there.”


      “Hm. Do you want to talk about it?” Karen offered. “It might make you feel better.”


      “I appreciate your concern,” I said sincerely. “Well, I guess if you don’t mind listening to me prattle on about my issues for a little bit...”


      “No, of course I don’t mind,” she assured me. “And it doesn’t just need to be ‘for a little bit’ either. You can talk for as long as you like. It’s fine.”


      “I’ll take you up on that,” I said, then promptly launched into my tale. “It all happened seven years ago. At some point, grandma just suddenly stopped answering my calls and...”


      I recounted the tragedy that had befallen the Amata family seven years prior: grandma’s sudden disappearance that had led our entire family and all of her neighbors to assume she must be dead, the ensuing family dispute over what to do with her house... I basically told her everything. Well, except for the fact that I was from another world, of course.


      “I see. So Alice the Immortal Witch—your grandmother—suddenly went away without telling anyone, huh?” she summarized once I was done.


      “Yeah. But from what you just told me, she’s been alive this whole time. That’s why I was so surprised, and well...”


      “You couldn’t help but scream,” Karen said, finishing my sentence for me.


      “Yup,” I confirmed. “I do feel bad about disturbing the neighbors, though.”


      “Well, you just this minute learned your grandmother was alive when you thought she’d been dead for years. It’s no surprise your feelings got the better of you.” She paused and glanced at the beer bottle in my hand. “Especially considering you’ve been drinking,” she added with a teasing smile.


      “Sorry if I weirded you out,” I said sheepishly.


      “Don’t worry about it. Besides, if you hadn’t been drinking, we probably wouldn’t even have been talking about your grandmother in the first place. Plus...” She brought the beer bottle up to her lips and took a few gulps from it. “I got to try this delicious alcohol! From now on, you should always invite me over to drink with you, instead of drinking out here alone.”


      “Really? You don’t think I’m a pain when I’m a bit, uh, tipsy?” I asked.


      “Nope. It was actually pretty fun seeing this other side of you.”


      I laughed. “Well, please pretend that my little outburst was all down to the alcohol and wipe it from your memory, all right?”


      “Don’t worry,” Karen reassured me. “I won’t tell a soul what happened here tonight.”


      “What about the ‘wipe it from your memory’ part?” I prompted.


      “Well, you don’t usually let your guard down around me, so let me have that at least.”


      “I’d say my guard is pretty much always down,” I said and sighed dramatically, which made Karen chuckle. I ended up laughing too. “Still...” I said after a little while, “grandma’s alive, huh? She...” I choked up slightly. “She really, really is...”


      I felt my vision going blurry and I quickly turned away from Karen so she couldn’t see my face. She could probably have guessed why, but she didn’t comment on it.


      Grandma was alive. So what should I do now? It was no secret that I was a grandma’s boy. If it were at all possible, I’d love to see her again, even if it was just once. No, scrap that. Once wouldn’t be enough. I wanted to see her many, many times. I wanted to see her and watch action movies with her, like we used to. But if I wanted to go look for her, it’d mean leaving Ninoritch, and I’d been told the wider world was full of all sorts of dangers. There were monsters, of course, but also all manner of bandits and brigands, which meant there was no way I’d be able to go look for her all on my own. I’d need to at least hire a few bodyguards to accompany me on my perilous journey.


      I crossed my arms and let out a pensive “hmmm.” For someone like me, who didn’t know the first thing about the world of Ruffaltio, would it even be possible to find grandma? I let out another “hmmm” and would probably have intoned a few more if Karen hadn’t picked that moment to pat me on the shoulder. She must have been feeling bad for me and decided she couldn’t just stand there and do nothing.


      “I imagine you’ll want to go look for your grandmother, Shiro,” she guessed correctly. “But I suggest sticking around in Ninoritch for a little bit longer.”


      “Stay here?” I said, somewhat confused by this bit of advice.


      “Yes. Last year, your grandmother came to our little town for the harvest festival. Perhaps she’ll come again this year,” Karen suggested.


      “She might,” I mused. “Grandma always did love lively places. She used to take me and my little sisters to festivals all the time.”


      She would be in high spirits the whole time we were there, claiming that “as a born-and-bred Tokyoite,” festivals always made her tingle with excitement. Except she wasn’t a Tokyoite at all. She wasn’t even from the world Tokyo was in.


      “Well, there you are, then,” Karen said encouragingly. “She seemed to enjoy herself a lot last year, and she danced the day away. I think it’s very possible she’ll come back this year.”


      Grandma dancing, huh? The only type of dancing I could imagine her doing was the Bon festival dance. If I recalled correctly, I was pretty sure she’d once caused quite a stir at the Bon festival due to how impressive her Bon dance was.


      “It’s two months until the harvest festival,” Karen said, holding up two fingers to emphasize this. “This year also marks the town’s 120th anniversary, which means the marketplace will be even busier than usual. You can expect to see plenty of stalls and carts in the town square for the duration of the festival, and many people who have left Ninoritch and moved elsewhere will come back for the day, bringing their families with them.”


      “So they’ll all be coming back to their hometown to celebrate, huh?”


      “Exactly.”


      Quite a few people in Japan also went back to their hometowns for this exact same purpose.


      “Also, people must’ve heard about your grandmother—Alice the Immortal Witch—being at the festival last year, as I’ve had quite a few inquiries about this year’s festival,” Karen added. “Most of them asked if Alice would be there again this year, though some just wondered if we had an inn in the town.”


      “Oh?” I said. “That means there might be a surge of tourists coming to Ninoritch around the time of the festival, then, right?”


      “As always, your deduction skills are mighty impressive, Mr. Merchant. That’s right,” she confirmed with a nod. I noticed her cheeks were slightly flushed because of the alcohol. “Yup, we might get a lot of tourists coming here to celebrate the harvest festival this year. From what I’ve been told, nearby cities are even planning on running stagecoaches to Ninoritch for the festival. So I’m now being forced to organize something that’s on a much bigger scale than anything I’ve ever had to before,” she said with a shake of her head.


      Despite putting it like that, she was grinning from ear to ear, which wasn’t all that much of a surprise because if lots of tourists came to the town, they’d naturally end up spending money here. And if the residents earned more money, the town’s tax yield would go up too. Of course Karen would be happy about that.


      “The adventurers from the Fairy’s Blessing guild will also be here for the festival,” I pointed out. “I’m sure it’ll be a lot of fun.”


      “I hope so...” she said with a sigh.


      “It will,” I reassured her. “Besides, it’ll be a good opportunity for the townsfolk to get to know all the new adventurers.”


      She chuckled. “You know, it’s weird. You’ve somehow managed to convince me.”


      The biggest guild in the country, the Fairy’s Blessing, had recently set up a subsidiary branch in Ninoritch, which had brought an influx of adventurers to the town, but as they’d all arrived at around the same time, they were having a hard time integrating with the townsfolk. After all, adventurers spent most of their time fighting, and they came across as intimidating. I was pretty much used to it, of course, as most of my customers were adventurers, but I could see why the townsfolk would find them a tad difficult to approach.


      “120 years ago, my predecessors founded this town,” Karen mused. “In those 120 years, Ninoritch has gone from being a village to being a proper town. I can’t let my predecessors outdo me. I’ll use this year’s harvest festival to turn Ninoritch into an even bigger town.”


      “That’s the spirit!” I said, doing my best cheerleading impression. “I’ll try to help you to the best of my—admittedly meager—ability.”


      “Really?” she asked.


      “Well, grandma ain’t the only one who likes festivals, you know.”


      “So is it safe to assume you’ll be staying in town until the festival?” she asked to make sure she’d properly understood what I was saying.


      “Yep,” I said with a nod. “Just in case grandma shows up.”


      “A-Ah, yes, of course. I-I’m sure she will! A-And if she doesn’t, you can always go looking for her after the festival!” Karen said hurriedly, before flashing me an awkward smile. “Also...” she said slowly, “I’d be a little sad to see you go. If you do end up leaving town, let me know before you set off, all right?”


      “Of course. I’ll come give you a proper goodbye,” I told her. “Don’t worry. Unlike a certain someone, I won’t just disappear in the middle of the night without saying anything.”


      “Promise?”


      “Promise.”


      “A-All right then,” Karen said. “We’ll have to meet up again to discuss the preparations for the festival.”


      “Of course. I’m very passionate about festivals, so I’ll be going all out to try and make this harvest festival the event of the century,” I said jovially.


      “We both work during the day, so our meetings will have to take place at night. Like we’re doing today, I suppose. Is that all right with you?” she asked.


      “A-okay with me. I’ll be sure to keep a few of these bad boys nice and cool for the occasion,” I said as I handed her another bottle of beer.


      “I appreciate the offer, but we can’t drink while we’re planning the festival,” Karen said, a stern expression on her face. It seemed she was very keen to keep her work life and her personal life strictly separate. What a shame.


      “Ah, of course, yeah,” I said with a nod, trying my best to hide my disappointment. “I guess I’ll just brew us some tea instead, then.”


      “That would be great, thank you. But for tonight, I’ll keep drinking this, if you don’t mind.” She gave the beer bottle in her hand a gentle shake. “Let’s make this year’s harvest festival one to remember!” she declared, and I responded with an enthusiastic “Yeah!” as we clinked our bottles together, as if to seal this promise.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter Two: Life in Ninoritch


      The next day rolled around.


      “I still can’t believe you’re alive,” I said to grandma’s portrait as I placed a vase of fresh flowers on her memorial altar. “You could’ve at least told me you weren’t dead. Or better yet, you could’ve come to see me. Jeez, and I cried so much over you!”


      In her memorial portrait—if you could call it that, considering she was actually alive—grandma was still smiling out at me, her hands raised in double peace signs.


      “How could you just go off like that, throwing those double peace signs without a single care for how your family would feel about it? Should I tell dad? No, that’s a bad idea. I still haven’t decided if I should tell him about the closet...” I said to myself pensively. “And besides, it’s not like I even know where she is.”


      Assuming Ruffaltio was the same size as the Earth, searching for grandma would be similar to traveling blindly around the globe, hoping to accidentally bump into her, and considering I’d never even traveled outside of Ninoritch before, I’d have more luck finding a needle in a haystack than stumbling across grandma. If I really wanted to go look for her, I’d need to be filthy stinking rich, and while my shop was making a decent amount of money, it wasn’t anywhere near enough to fund a large-scale search across the entirety of Ruffaltio. For the moment, all I could do was hope she’d turn up at the harvest festival.


      “I’m sure you’ll come, grandma,” I said to the portrait.


      The aforementioned festival would be happening two months from now, and while it felt like an incredibly long time to just sit around and wait, I had promised Karen I’d help her organize the festival.


      “Harvest festival, huh?” I mused. “I’d love to have my own stall at it. Not a food stall, though. I’m sure there’ll be more than enough of those. But it’d be fun to do something unique for it.”


      I brought my hand up to my chin and put my thinking cap on. The good thing was, I had more than enough money to do something like that. I could even go extravagant if I wanted to. That just left the question of what kind of stall I should go for. Goldfish scooping? Nah. Even if they did manage to scoop out a fish, most people wouldn’t be able to care for it. A shooting gallery? No way. Some people might end up bringing their own bows and arrows, or maybe even throwing knives and stuff like that. A rigged, unwinnable pull-string lottery? Hm, not quite sure that’d be a good idea.


      “I could maybe go for...” I started, then stopped. “Hm. It’s actually kinda hard finding something that isn’t food-related.”


      Candy apples, okonomiyaki pancakes, buttered baked potatoes, sausages... Food stalls were all I could come up with. But if I went down that route, I’d end up stealing customers from the other merchants in the town, like the old man who’d sold me meat skewers when I first arrived in Ninoritch.


      “Okay, okay. There must be something other than food stalls, right? Think, Shiro, think. Dig through your childhood memories of going to festivals.”


      And I did just that. The one thing I could say for sure was that grandma appeared in all of my memories. I stood there and stared blankly at grandma’s portrait as I tried to come up with something. Portrait... Photo... Wait, photo!


      “I’ve got it! Photos!” I exclaimed.


      After all, memories were priceless. Setting up a photo booth so people could take home memories of the festival... That would draw quite a crowd, wouldn’t it? It’d also mean I wasn’t competing with any of the other stalls.


      “Isn’t that a great idea?” I declared to no one in particular.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “Mister Shiro, what’s that?” Aina asked, pointing to the item that was dangling in front of my chest. Or my solar plexus, if you want to be precise.


      At that particular moment, we were standing in my shop in Ninoritch, and we’d just closed up for the day.


      “I’m glad you asked, Aina,” I said like a salesman. “This thing here is called a ‘camera.’ It’s a really cool item, and I’ve been thinking of starting a new business venture using this.”


      I’d bought a mirrorless camera at an electronics retailer in Akihabara. I’d gone in intending to buy something entry-level and easy-to-use because I wasn’t much of a photographer, but I’d allowed myself to be influenced by my bulging wallet and the store clerk’s extremely convincing sales pitch, and ended up spending ten times the amount I’d been planning to. And not only had I bought a camera, I’d also gotten a bunch of lenses and a portable printer to go with it. When I mentioned my purchase to my little sister—a high school student and self-proclaimed “camera lover”—she’d berated me and called me an idiot, saying the store clerk had seen me coming. According to her, this wasn’t the type of camera for a beginner. But I didn’t regret my purchase one bit. After all, I could now take photos of people and places that simply didn’t exist on Earth. And who knows, maybe I’d get even richer, thanks to this camera.


      “Camera?” Aina repeated.


      “Yeah, a camera,” I confirmed.


      “What do you use it for?”


      “Let me show you. It’ll be quicker. Could you look in my direction, please?”


      “Huh? S-Sure,” the little girl said uncertainly.


      I brought the camera up to my face and—click—took a picture of a very confused-looking Aina. I then transferred the photo I’d just taken to the portable printer I’d also brought with me and printed it out.


      “Here, take a look,” I said to the little girl as I handed her the picture.


      She stared at me, her eyes wide. “Huh? Wait, th-that’s me!” she said in astonishment once she’d seen the picture. “Huh?” she repeated. “Why am I on here? Why am I tiny and trapped in this piece of paper?!”


      She shook the picture and looked on the reverse in an attempt to get her head around what was going on. What a refreshing reaction.


      “Surprised? Basically, what this camera does is instantly create a picture of whatever’s in front of it. Like people and places, stuff like that,” I explained.


      “Create a picture?” Aina repeated, no less confused.


      “Yeah, and a super realistic one at that. Look at this photo—I mean, this picture. It’s almost like it’s you on that piece of paper, right?”


      “I’ve never seen something this cool before!” the little girl marveled. “Is it a magic item?”


      In this world, “magic items” referred to tools that used magic as their power source. Most of my customers were adventurers, so I’d heard about them before, and I’d seen a few merchants selling some in the marketplace. Aina probably assumed any item she’d never seen before must be a magic item.


      “Well, yes, in a way, it is kind of like a magic item. To be honest with you, I don’t really know how it works either,” I confessed. “All I know is how to use it.”


      She let out a pensive “hmmm” as she inspected the camera hanging from my neck.


      “Ah!” she exclaimed after a while, then pointed at the screen on the camera. “I’m also here! Look, Mister Shiro! That’s me!”


      The confused expression that had scrunched up her face before had been replaced by one of curiosity.


      “Wanna try taking a few more pictures?” I suggested. “C’mon, Aina, give me a big smile!”


      “O-Okay...” she said, smiling awkwardly. “Like this?”


      Click. After I’d taken that photo, I asked her to try a different pose and took another one. For the next one, I asked her to go stand outside, in front of the store.
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      “These photos are so wonderful,” I said. “I knew it was a good camera, but I didn’t think it’d be this good! Or maybe I’m just really good at taking pictures? Or it might be because Aina’s a really cute model,” I pondered aloud.


      “I’m in all of these pictures!” Aina exclaimed excitedly as she looked at the photos I’d just printed out. “That’s amazing!”


      After seeing her enthusiastic reaction, I was convinced I could make money selling photos, to the point where I was thinking it might even be worth starting the very next day. Even in Japan, people tended to hire professional photographers to take family pictures or school photos. Well, if I wanted to do that, I still needed to work on my photography skills a bit and at least get good enough to make some money off of it. That meant lots of practice. Aina and I looked through the pictures together, and then it was my turn to be the model.


      “So I just have to press this button, Mister Shiro?” she asked.


      “Yeah,” I called over to her. “Go on, give it a try.”


      “’Kay!”


      Click!


      “Did it work?” I asked her.


      “Uh...” She seemed hesitant for a moment or two, but then let out a loud “Ah! It did! I took your picture, Mister Shiro!”


      I could tell how excited she was just by her tone. I went over to her and, standing beside her, I peered down at the screen.


      “Look! I did it!” she told me, bursting with pride.


      “Y-Yeah. You did good,” I said, trying to sound as excited as she was at the blurry picture she’d taken of me throwing double peace signs.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      We were having fun doing our little impromptu photo shoot when Stella—Aina’s mother—walked into the store, probably here to pick up her daughter now that her shift was over.


      “As always, thank you for looking after Aina today, Mr. Shiro,” Stella thanked me.


      “Don’t mention it. She’s actually helped me out a lot today,” I said.


      “Mama!” the little girl piped up. “We had lots and lots of customers today!”


      “I see your shop is still doing well,” Stella told me. “I can’t say I’m surprised. Aina, make sure you keep working really hard, okay?”


      “’Kay!” the little girl said, beaming brightly.


      “I’m sure you must be very tired after such a long day, Mr. Shiro,” Stella said to me.


      “Oh, no, I’m fine,” I reassured her. “Thank you for coming to get Aina. How’s the new house? You’re not too tired from the move, I hope?”


      Aina and Stella had recently moved from their little house on the outskirts of town to a new place not too far from the shop. While I was strolling about town one day, I’d stumbled upon a house up for lease about ten minutes by foot from my store. I decided to rent it so I could use it as company housing. I then offered Stella and Aina the chance to move in there for free. At first, Stella rejected my offer as she thought it was too much, but once I managed to convince her that it was all in the name of Aina’s well-being, she finally accepted. They’d moved in last week.


      “You helped us so much during the moving process, I’m actually not tired at all,” she reassured me.


      “Glad to hear it,” I said. “Are you already done tidying up the place?”


      “I, uh...” Stella hesitated, averting her eyes.


      “Mister Shiro,” Aina piped up, “mama’s really, really bad at cleaning!”


      “What?” I said, dumbfounded by this. “You are, Stella? That’s a joke, right?”


      “Nope, it’s true!” Aina insisted.


      “Well, I-I’m embarrassed to admit it, but...” She trailed off, hanging her head in shame, her face completely red by this point. “I told you not to say anything to Mr. Shiro about that, Aina,” she chided her daughter quietly.


      “Since mama’s so bad at it, when I get home after work, I have to do the cleaning there too!” Aina said.


      “R-Really?” I said. “Well, let me know if you need any help, okay?”


      “’Kay! Thank you, Mister Shiro,” the little girl said. “But I can’t really ask you, because you’re bad at tidying up too.”


      “Well, I’m embarrassed to admit it, but...” I said, hanging my head in shame like Stella.


      After all, I couldn’t argue with my cleaner-in-chief, because it was all thanks to Aina that my shop was so clean and the items were so well-organized every day. But as she’d been working at my store every day from dawn until dusk, she probably hadn’t had a whole lot of time to tidy up their new house yet. Maybe I should give her a few days off, I thought as Stella and I both stood there at a loss for words, our heads still hanging in shame.


      “I need to go home and clean the house now!” the little girl declared after a little while. “Bye, Mister Shiro. See you tomorrow.”


      “We’ll be on our way then, Mr. Shiro,” Stella said to me.


      “Okay. Thank you for your help today, Aina. I’m already looking forward to working with you again tomorrow,” I told the little girl before turning to her mother. “Stella, take care on your way home.”


      The little girl let out an enthusiastic little “Will do!” and her mother nodded. They headed out of the store, hand in hand, and as they walked off across the marketplace, Aina kept turning around, waving at me, and shouting things like “See you tomorrow!” and “Bye-bye!” over and over. She kept this up until they finally turned the corner.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter Three: The Fairy’s Blessing Guild


      I finished closing up the shop, then set off for the town’s sole Adventurers’ Guild, which was now a subsidiary branch of the Fairy’s Blessing, the biggest guild in the country. It had started life as a tiny little guild called the “Silver Moon,” but a little under two months ago, the Fairy’s Blessing had offered them a very tempting deal and the two guilds had merged. The Fairy’s Blessing guild was interested in the large forest to the east of Ninoritch—or well, in the treasures hidden in the ruins dating back to the Ancient Magic Civilization Era, which were said to lie deep in that forest. That was largely what had motivated the guild to set up a branch in Ninoritch.


      “Good evening,” I said by way of announcing myself as I walked in through the main door of the guild building.


      I recalled how the first time I’d set foot in that building, there had been no one in the entrance hall aside from Emille, who had been sobbing loudly behind the reception desk. This time, however, it was a hive of activity.


      “Just got back from exploring the northeast part of the forest. Didn’t come across any ruins, unfortunately.”


      “I tried exploring the southeast region, but no matter how deep into the forest I went, it was just trees and more trees. I did make a few notes on the monsters in the area, though. You know, just in case. Here it is.”


      “I just got back from hunting forest wolves and poison serpents. How much ya gonna give me for all this loot?”


      “I found a river out in the east part of the forest, about three days on foot from here. The water was clear, so it’s drinkable. I think it’d be a very good spot if you wanted to set up camp around there.”


      “That’s great! The farther we trek into the forest, the more monsters there are, so I was looking for someplace to set up camp.”


      The room was packed with adventurers, and it was incredibly noisy. Looking at this scene, you wouldn’t have been able to tell that the guild had been on the verge of collapse only a couple of months prior. The reception desk was across from the main door that I’d just entered through, and on the right of it, there was a blacksmith’s, plus an item shop (a few of my products were on sale there), and to the left, there was a drinking hall. Beyond that, around the back of the building, I could see some training grounds. I stood there for a moment, taking in the sight. After a little while, the receptionist noticed me and called me over.


      “Hey, wait, is that...” she said. “Mister!”


      “H-Hi, Emille,” I said, greeting her. “Looks like this place is as bustling as always.”


      “What brings you here so late in the day? I’m pretty sure you don’t have a delivery scheduled for today. Ah! Don’t tell me...” she gasped suddenly. “You came all the way here to see little old me? Is that it? And maybe you even decided to just, you know, randomly bring me a super expensive present?” the greedy bunny girl receptionist said hopefully.


      A couple of months ago, she’d found herself as the acting guildmaster of the Silver Moon Adventurers’ Guild while it was on the verge of bankruptcy, but after the merger with the Fairy’s Blessing guild, she was back to working as a receptionist, though on a much higher salary than before. She spent her days frittering away all her money on luxury items and making eyes at any rich adventurer who walked into the guild building. Overall, she seemed a lot happier than before. Though there was one slight issue: since I’d started selling my items to the Fairy’s Blessing guild, my finances were in a healthier state than they’d ever been—and it seemed Emille knew this. Every time I stopped by the guild, she’d try to catch my eye and flirt outrageously with me.


      “You’re a riot, Emille,” I said, forcing a laugh. “But no, I didn’t come here for you. I’m actually here to meet up with—”


      “Aw, you don’t have to play hard to get, mister!” she interrupted. “If you let me live in the lap of luxury for the rest of my life, I’ll happily become your wife,” she said, and like always, I could almost hear the heart shape that punctuated her sentence.


      “Why would I want to inflict that torture on myself?” I muttered.


      “Meanie!” the bunny girl pouted. “I’d definitely make you happy! You could do whatever you want to me. I may not look it, but I’m a very caring woman, you know.”


      As soon as she’d said this, she brought a hand up to her chest and started unbuttoning her shirt. Some of the new arrivals in the room gawked at her, utterly shocked by this behavior, but most of the assembled adventurers were already used to her antics by this point, so after a quick glance over to see what the fuss was all about, they resumed their activities.


      “Wait! Stop unbuttoning your shirt!” I said quickly. “Haven’t you got work to do?”


      
    




















































  

OEBPS/Images/Insert1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg
EID 1 LER”’\ m\
NTHER ?VRUB
J)u/,w






