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“Adventuring with my son brings me suchjoy!”

or the inaugural issue of Masman, the
mom magazine covering all the hottest
topics in the game world, we've compiled
a special feature on Mamako Qosuki. So
many of you asked to get to know her better
that we conducted an impromptu interview
with Mamako herself!

Mamako “Good afternoon...or is it
evening? I'm Mamako Qosuki. Nice to
meet you!”

Let’s all resist the urge to rest our heads on
her lap and see what she has to say.

The secret to beauty is adventuring
with your children!

You must get this a lot, but you really are
quite beautiful.

Mamako “Oh, my. You know how to flatter
a woman!”

It’s not flattery, just my genuine, honest
opinion. You're the mother of a high-school
boy—what’s the secret to maintaining your
youthful beauty?

Mamako “I don't think I do anything
special... Oh, I know. I'm adventuring with
my son! Perhaps that’s why.”

I doubt adventuring has any effect on one’s
beauty...

Mamako “Being with my son, Ma-kun,
going to all sorts of places, experiencing

all kinds of things, talking about this and
that... It brings me such joy! Hee-hee!”

So Masato’s presence revitalizes you.

Mamako “And not just Ma-kun! Wise and
Medhi and Porta always keep me going
strong. I have them all to thank!”

Adventuring in the game world with your
beloved son and wonderful companions.
That time together makes you shine like
no other.

Leave housework and battles to
Mommy!

You handle all the housework and serve

as the party’s main powerhouse in battle.
Sounds like every day is as busy as it is
enjoyable.

Mamako “Sometimes it’s certainly a lot of
work, but it’s very fulfilling.”

You're indomitable! No enemies stand a
chance against you. But some think you
work a bit too hard.

Mamako “That’s true... Ma-kun often yells
at me for overdoing it. But...while we're
together like this, I want to do everything
Tcan...”

You know he'll leave the nest someday, so
you want to mother him while you still can.
All parents feel that way.

Mamako “Leave the nest... Someday
Ma-kun will leave me... Oh, I feel faint...”

Whoaaa?! Mamakooo?!
(The interviewer used restorative medicine.)

(Mamako regained consciousness!)

Entering the World Matriarchal
Arts Tournament!

A-anyway, Mamako needs to get her
shopping done, so time for one

final question. Will you be entering the
World Matriarchal Arts Tournament?
Mamako “Yes, I'm planning to.” i
What are you hoping to achieve there? 7

Mamako “T1l do whatever I can to make 47§

some precious memories with my son and
obtain a wonderful prize.”

She already has victory in her sights?!
‘We can’t miss this!
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A mysterious mother who enters the World
Matriarchal Arts Tournament opposite
Mamako, to whom she bears a striking
resemblance. Hahako sees Mamako as her
enemy, and insists that Masato is actually
her son, but...




Do You Lo lﬁ.ﬁ""‘:get Attacks?

Prologue

An Application from a Certain Mother

W
Chapter 1

Mom's the Star of the Show! The Hero Son Does 0dd Jobs!
This Is How It Always Is, and It Sucks.

Chapter 2
b The Way of the Mother Teaches the Art of Using the Body
‘ and Tools to Do Housework...Apparently.

‘ . Chapter 3

The Staff Fight Harder than the Contestants
and Take More Damage. Why?

Chapter 4
That Lunch Was Made by Mom but Not My Mom. \‘

Chapter 5 / ‘*« ‘\

I Don't Understand Those FEE“IIQS Now, but...
Maybe Someday? \

Epilogue

Afterword




VOLUMES

DACHIMA INAHA
lllustration by “Dﬂ PDCH].

New York




Copyright

Do You Love Your Mom and Her Two-Hit Multi-Target Attacks?, Vol. 5
Dachima Inaka

Translation by Andrew Cunningham

Cover art by lida Pochi.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

TSUJO KOGEKI GA ZENTAI KOGEKI DE 2KAI KOGEKI NO OKASAN WA SUKI
DESUKA? Vol. 5

©Dachima Inaka, lida Pochi. 2018
First published in Japan in 2018 by KADOKAWA CORPORATION, Tokyo.

English translation rights arranged with KADOKAWA CORPORATION, Tokyo,
through TUTTLE-MORI AGENCY, INC., Tokyo.

English translation © 2020 by Yen Press, LLC

Yen Press, LLC supports the right to free expression and the value of
copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to
produce the creative works that enrich our culture.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a
theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use
material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact the
publisher. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.

Yen On
150 West 30th Street, 19th Floor
New York, NY 10001



Visit us at yenpress.com

facebook.com/yenpress

twitter.com/yenpress

yenpress.tumblr.com

instagram.com/yenpress

First Yen On Edition: March 2020
Yen On is an imprint of Yen Press, LLC.
The Yen On name and logo are trademarks of Yen Press, LLC.

The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not
owned by the publisher.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Names: Inaka, Dachima,
author. | Pochi., lida, illustrator. | Cunningham, Andrew, 1979— translator.

Title: Do you love your mom and her two-hit multi-target attacks? /
Dachima Inaka ; illustration by lida Pochi. ; translation by Andrew
Cunningham.

Other titles: Tsujo kogeki ga zentai kogeki de 2kai kogeki no okasan wa suki
desuka?. English Description: First Yen On edition. | New York : Yen On,
2018- Identifiers: LCCN 2018030739 | ISBN 9781975328009 (v. 1 : pbk.) |
ISBN 9781975328375 (v. 2 : pbk.) | ISBN 9781975328399 (v. 3 : pbk.) | ISBN
9781975328412 (v. 4 : pbk.) | ISBN 9781975359423 (v. 5 : pbk.) Subjects:
LCSH: Virtual reality—Fiction.

Classification: LCC PL871.5.N35 T7813 2018 | DDC 895.63/6—dc23
LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2018030739

ISBNs: 978-1-97535942-3 (paperback)
978-1-9753-0949-7 (ebook) E3-20200219-JV-NF-ORI


http://www.yenpress.com
http://facebook.com/yenpress
http://twitter.com/yenpress
http://yenpress.tumblr.com
http://instagram.com/yenpress

Contents

Title Page
Copyright

Prologue: An Application from a Certain Mother

Chapter 1: Mom’s the Star of the Show! The Hero Son Does Odd Jobs! This Is
How It Always Is, and It Sucks.

Chapter 2: The Way of the Mother Teaches the Art of Using the Body and
Tools to Do Housework...Apparently.

Chapter 3: The Staff Fight Harder than the Contestants and Take More
Damage. Why?

Chapter 4: That Lunch Was Made by Mom but Not My Mom.

Chapter 5: 1 Don’t Understand Those Feelings Now, but...Maybe Someday?

Epilogue
Afterword

Yen Newsletter




Prologue An Application from a Certain Mother
Name of participant:
My name is Mamako Oosuki.

Occupation:

I’m a Normal Hero’s Mother. (In the real world, I'm a housewife.) Number of
children:

| have one.

Children’s names:

His name is Ma-kun (Masato).

Special skills:

Nothing to brag about, but I’'m good at all kinds of housework.
Equipment:

The Holy Sword of Mother Earth, Terra di Madre (the red one).
The Holy Sword of Mother Ocean, Altura (the blue one).

For armor, | have my favorite dress and some defensive pieces.
Acquired skills and spells:

| can’t use magic, but | think I’'ve learned most skills a mother should.
Availability for matches:

| have laundry in the mornings, so if the assembly and match start times are
too early, | may not be able to make it.

In the afternoons, | need to take the laundry off the line and go shopping for
dinner, so it would be a big help if we could wrap things up by three.

Please list your aspirations for this tournament:

Thank you so much for inviting me!



I’m not the most competitive person, but the prize is so wonderful, and | think
Ma-kun would be simply delighted, so I’'m going to do my best!

She finished filling out the application.
“Say, Ma-kun, what do you think? Let me know if anything sounds weird.”

Mamako came over to him, pressing the pop-up window screen in his face.
Pressing up against him. The screen, too. All of it right in his face. Too close for
comfort.

One second he was lounging around their room in the inn, and the next, this.

Forced to check the contents of the window with it pressed too close to
comfortably see, Masato tried to read it over...but immediately frowned and let
out a long sigh.

“Yeah...there are so many things wrong here.”
“Like what?”

“First, you're being way too polite. You don’t need to use full sentences for
your name or occupation! What if they end up registering you with that stuff
included?”

“Oh, good point... Then my name would be Ms. My name is Mamako Oosuki.

III

Hee-hee
“Don’t even joke about that... And, like, for the child’s name...”
What is the name of Ms. My name is Mamako Oosuki’s child?
His name is Ma-kun (Masato).

“Why is my actual name in parenthesis?! Don’t put my nickname in an
application!”

“Oh, gosh! How careless of me! Mommy always calls you Ma-kun, so that’s
just the first thing | think of.”

“Please at least correct that part! I’'m begging you! Also...”
The next part was critical.

Masato quickly read over the form again and voiced the most pressing



guestion.
“Uh, Mom... What is this application for? It says tournament here, but...”

“Well...” Mamako hesitated, and then an idea hit her. “Actually, | think it’s
best to keep this secret until the day of.”

“Hang on... What’s the point of that?”

“This way, it can be a special surprise from Mommy to you! With love! Hee-

”

hee.

“No, no, please fill me in now. | need advance warning for these things...
Telling me it’s a surprise just makes me anxious. The anxiety is already killing

n”

me.

Coming from the super-OP Mamako, his actual mother, a surprise always
came with a cost.

Something was brewing... Something he would never expect but would
absolutely place an enormous burden on his shoulders.

This was bad news.
“Hee-hee-hee! Mommy’s so excited!”
“You're giving me an ulcer!”

There were few things more terrifying to Masato than his mother’s
unexplained excitement.

And with that gentle smile and look of anguished horror, another delightful
family adventure began.



VAN



Chapter 1 Mom’s the Star of the Show! The Hero Son Does Odd
Jobs! This Is How It Always Is, and It Sucks.

All heroes grow stronger by conquering whatever harsh trials their
adventures have in store for them.

Each had a firm grasp on their role.
“...All right. Formation: single row. Everyone, line up!”

With confidence befitting a leader, the hero, Masato, barked orders, and his
companions quickly obeyed.

“Ha-ha! This is my moment! Time to taste the power of the ultimate Sage!”

Next to him, in a crimson sorcerer’s jacket, eyes burning with the red light of
battle, was the party Sage, Wise.

Next to her was the Cleric, Medhi, clad in the purest white.

“Every party needs a healer. | provide that service and am equally an asset in
combat. With me along, victory is assured!”

Beside her was a twelve-year-old Traveling Merchant named Porta, keeping a
tight grip on her trademark shoulder bag.

“I'll help, too! | can be useful!”
With the girls lined up behind Masato, they were ready for anything.
Masato glanced down the row, encouraged by their presence.

“Right!” he said. “Okay, everyone... Places! Ready! Set!”

The four knelt, like a race was about to start. Ready to dash forward and
reach the battle zone as fast as possible.

All eyes locked onto the final member of their party.

A pleasant breeze blew across the sun-drenched field, and she was humming,
her generous bosom swaying as she traipsed along.

Masato’s mother, Mamako.



“It’s such a lovely day! I’'m so glad | packed lunches for us. Let’s get this quest
completed and have a picnic! Hee-hee!”

But a pack of monsters appeared in the direction she was walking!
Centipedes and moles! Vicious insects and beasts alike!
“Oh my! Could these be the monsters they told us about?”

Their current quest objective was to exterminate these monsters. Now, to
combat!

However:
“M-Masato! Monsters in front of Mama!”
“Yeah, | know... But wait a sec. Remain on standby.”

They held their formation, crouched and at the ready, assessing the situation,
waiting for the perfect moment.

Mamako engaged the monsters.
“Then Mommy’s gonna defeat them! Hyah!”

Mamako attacked, swinging the two Holy Swords in her hands. A two-hit
multi-target attack that divvied up the damage between all foes!

The Holy Sword of Earth, Terra di Madre! Its power caused massive rock
spikes to shoot out of the ground!

The Holy Sword of the Ocean, Altura! Its power turned water into bullets,
peppering their foes!

The monsters were sliced and diced and impaled and slain!
Mamako defeated the monsters! Combat complete!

The very next moment:

“Okay! Now!”

“Let’s go! Chaaaaaarge!”

“Now’s our chance to prove our strength!”

“R-right! I'm coming, too!”



The moment combat was over, the rest of the party broke into a run and
headed for where the monsters had fallen.

The defeated monsters turned to dust, leaving behind dice-shaped materials
known as gems, which could be exchanged for money. “I’ll gather all the gems |
can!” cried Porta. “Go for it!” cheered Masato. Gem gathering was Porta’s key
duty. They left that to her.

But it wasn’t only gems that the monsters left behind.

On rare occasions, some monsters would leave items—the proverbial drop
item.

This was their fight.

“Wise! Medhi! You know the rules! If they drop an item...”
“If we catch it before it hits the ground, we win!”

“If they hit the ground, we lose!”

“That’s right! That’s the rule! This is our true battle! We racked our brains in

III

desperation and finally found something we can dooooo
Mamako’s mega-firepower was all ordinary combat required.
But even so, the rest of the party wanted to do something.
They spied a paperlike drop item fluttering in the air as it fell!
“Rahhhhhhh! Sliding caaaatch!!” yelled Masato.

“Oh, crap! The one over there’s about to hit the ground! Nooooooo!” Wise
hollered.

“Wisel” shouted Medhi. “Time to chain cast! Use the wind to lift it into the air

III

and prevent it from falling
“Oh my! Everyone’s so fired up! Hee-hee!”
The party mother watched them with a pleasant smile.
The children were soon covered in grass stains, mud, and tears.

A battle for the safety of the realm and a battle for the safety of their self-
worth.



With both battles complete, the party gathered around their loot.

“We really went into that battle with guns blazing, if you ignore how pathetic
it all was... But what are these things?” Masato wondered.

He had obtained...several pieces of paper.
All identical. All suspiciously flyer-like.
WorLp MaTriarRcHAL ArTs TournamenT! Coming Soon!

That tournament name seemed suspiciously familiar. Below the banner was
an illustration of a mother holding a frying pan lid.

It also claimed that applications were flooding in, said an official pamphlet
would be provided to anyone who visited the venue, and described how to
access the town where this was being held.

At the very bottom of the flyer were a number of coupons that could be used
at town shops during the tournament. Discounts as high as five percent. Not
especially meaningful.

But anyway, these were their drop items.
“Wise, Medhi, what’d you get?” asked Masato.
“The same flyers you got,” answered Wise.

“Me too,” replied Medhi. “It seems like all drops from that group of monsters
were set to these flyers.”

“Maybe it’s a special flyer! I'll check it out!”

“No, no point, Porta,” said Masato. “Even if you appraise them...they're just
junk.”

Masato balled them up and was about to toss them.

“W-wait, Ma-kun!” Mamako said, stopping him. “You can’t just throw them

away!”

“Oh, right, right, no littering... But they’re still junk, so we’re getting rid of
them.”

“D-don’t say that! See? There are discount coupons!”



“I know you love that sort of thing, but...I just don’t care...”

“And—and look! There’s a tournament! Doesn’t that sound fun? Ma-kun, you

III

like tournaments! | thought you’d be excited about that

“Hmm... | mean, the name of the tournament is certainly dicey, so it definitely
caught my attention in that regard, but...problem is...”

The World Matriarchal Arts Tournament.
“Can | even enter this?”
“I’m afraid you can’t, Ma-kun. Only mothers can enter.”

“Huh. So you’re saying this tournament is only for moms and | can’t
participate... Hmm...”

“But look! If you join the audience, you can see all the moms doing their very
best! Witness moms in the heat of battle and cheer them on!”

“That’s...not the worst thing, | guess...”

“So then—!"

“Oh, but...I swore a vow to never get baited by another flyer again. I've
learned the hard way not to take Shiraaase’s bait, and this could be another
trap set by the Four Heavenly Kings...”

“Don’t worry! This time it’s definitely an event planned by the admins. It’s just

III

moms fighting; nothing bad will happen to you

“Interesting. So since this is an official event, we can just relax and watch it
happen?”

“That’s right! All you have to do is watch the matches! So...!”
That was what made him suspicious.

“Mom, just one question...”

“Yes? What?”

“This flyer doesn’t say anything about who can join the tournament or about
it being an official game event... So...what’s your source on that?”

“S-sauce...? If you've got a favorite sauce, I'm happy to use that in the



future...”
“No, not condiments! Source! Where’d you get your information?”
“W-well... Um... It’s sort of hard to explain...”

“Ugh, look, it’s time to come clean. Mom, you already knew about this
tournament, and for some reason, you’re trying to convince us to go there.”

“That’s... Well... Not exactly wrong...”

“Okay, let’s start with you telling us why,” Masato said, getting extremely
irritated. “If we don’t know that, we’re not going anywhere. So come on! Spit it
out!”

At this point, the girls stepped in to defend Mamako.
“Hey! Masato! Knock it off!” yelled Wise. “I thought you’d grown out of that!”

“I’'ve been told you often yelled at Mamako for not explaining things when
you first got sent to this world,” said Medhi.

“Masato! Please! Calm down a little!” pleaded Porta.

“Y-yeah, yeah, okay. | haven’t forgotten that; don’t worry. I’'m not trying to
make the same mistakes again. The consequences aren’t worth it.”

Children were better off never seeing their parents look that sad.

Masato’s aggressive questioning had certainly left Mamako flustered, but she
had not yet grown crestfallen. He hadn’t crossed that line yet. He could still dial
it back.

Masato took a deep breath, willing himself to be calm, to find his gentle side.
And then he asked once more.

“Um... Mom, do you mind?”

“N-no, go ahead.”

“Clearly, you’d like us to go to this tournament. As the audience.”
“Yes. That’s right.”

“And there’s a reason for that.”

“There is. But... Well, | was given some advice, you see. That it would be best



to reveal that reason on the day of the tournament. That it would be a nice
surprise for you all.”

“And there’s only one person we know prone to unnecessary ‘advice’ like
that...”

Setting aside the identity of the culprit who’d infooormed Mamako...
This was a tournament for moms. And Mamako wanted them to attend.
And the specific reasons would be revealed the day of the tournament.

These facts were enough for him to guess the rest. So he went right for the
heart of it.

“Mom...are you thinking about joining this World Matriarchal Arts
Tournament?”

He was definitely not big on that idea.
But Mamako went red like an embarrassed schoolgirl.
“Gosh, Ma-kun! You can’t just say that out loud! Eek!”

She fidgeted for a moment and then nodded. “Mamako, you’re so cuuuute!”
“A blushing maiden.” “Adorable!” It was a big hit with the girls anyway.

But for a son hit with the full force of his mother’s blushing maiden routine?

He collapsed, coughing up blood. His mother’s cuteness was too much for him
to bear.

With their extermination quest completed, the party returned to the nearby
inn town so they could report their achievement to the Adventurers Guild. Any
monsters they encountered along the way were dispatched by Mamako with a
“Hyah!” and posed no threat at all.

Masato was feeling dizzy—and not just from loss of blood.

“Entering a tournament? Mom, what are you thinking...? That’s so not your
thing...”

“True, but I've got my eye on the grand prize!”



“Wow, Mamako, it’s not every day you get so fired up about something like
that,” marveled Wise.






“What exactly is the prize?” asked Medhi.
“l want to know! Please tell us!” said Porta.
“Hee-hee... Well...here!”

Ta-daa! Mamako pulled out a piece of paper from between her breasts. “Why
was it in there?!” “Well, this dress doesn’t have any pockets...” She’d been
keeping it close to her chest, literally.

Unlike the tournament flyers they’d found, this piece of paper had a grand
prize listed: a Mother-Child Album. It looked like any other photo album.

But this was no ordinary album. According to the description, it had a function
that would automatically preserve memorable scenes the parent and child
experienced together within this game.

Masato didn’t see that as anything worth celebrating.

“Auto-capturing our adventures? | can see why you’d like that..but I'm
terrified it’ll be preserving all the traumatic memories, too...”

Scenes of Mamako leaving Masato in her dust as she took care of everything
or scenes of her wearing all sorts of horrifying costumes... Scenes that were bad
enough witnessing in person preserved in vivid detail...

“Ugh... That’s the last thing | need...”

“Maybe for you it is,” said Wise, “but for Mamako, every moment with you is
a precious treasure.”

“Exactly!” agreed Mamako. “Honestly, | wanted to bring a camera and take
lots of pictures of you for me to cherish...but | forgot...”

“So this prize is exactly the thing she most wants,” said Medhi.
“It’s a very rare item! | think we should get it!” said Porta.
“Arare item, huh...? | do like the sound of that... But still...”

He would really rather not get this one.

Maybe he could talk her out of entering. He considered trying...

...but then he looked at her.



“What could be more wonderful than a book full of memories with Ma-kun?
Hee-heel”

She just looked so happy. Happier than he’d ever seen her.
Seeing her this happy even made Masato start to smile.
And of course, that changed his mind.

I shouldn’t just give up this easily...

He shouldn’t. He definitely shouldn’t.

This was definitely something he should stick to his guns on.

But another part of him felt like forcing his opinions on everyone was really
childish.

My feelings versus Mom’s feelings... Which is more important? ...This is so
hard...

He choked back the protest welling up within, electing to put off his qualms
for another day.

And he realized they’d already reached town.

They walked down a bustling road lined with shops selling items and
provisions, heading for the Adventurers Guild.

It was a plain building, like a government office. They went to the reception

desk, and the girl behind it came over, smiling at them.
“Oh, Mamako Oosuki and children. Well done.”

“Let’s try that again. This time, say ‘The hero and his party.

“Geez, Masato. You pick the weirdest things to get all worked up over,”
scolded Wise.

“Hello!” greeted Mamako. “We’re here to report the quest completion.”

While Masato spluttered, Mamako and the guild lady completed the
paperwork. Mamako drew up the extermination report, had the guild lady
verify it, and received the reward.

Mamako had known little about games in general and had been perplexed by



many of the mechanics, but she was really starting to get a handle on this type
of thing. Like a proper leader.

Medhi and Porta seemed quite impressed.

“It didn’t take long for Mamako to become a proper adventurer!” admired
Wise.

“She’s a really reliable adventurer mom!” agreed Porta.
“And where does that leave me? Sigh... Guess I’'m getting used to it.”

Their reward accepted, they were done here. Masato tucked his tail between
his legs, and they left the guild...

Nope. Before they did, he had a question for the guild lady.

“Oh, that’s right! Mind if | ask you something? When we defeated the
monsters, they dropped these flyers for something called the World Matriarchal
Arts Tournament...”

“If you pass those out to people in town, you can receive a reward,” replied
the guild lady. “The more you pass out, the higher the payout! You should
definitely try it.”

“You’re making adventurers pass out flyers for you? | mean, maybe it's a
decent way to make a little pocket money...”

“Ah, speaking of the World Matriarchal Arts Tournament, we have packages
for Mamako.”

The guild lady started rummaging beneath the counter.

She pulled out a bundle of envelopes, some leather-bound books, the kind of
scrolls ninja arts are written on, a giant leaf, an object that looked suspiciously
like a memory stick—quite a lot of things all lined up in front of Mamako.

“Oh my, all of these? Whatever for?”
“It seems the other tournament participants have sent you challenges.”
“Huh? Challenges? To Mom? ...Whoa, there’s all this stuff written on them.”

He looked around—every one of them said Challenge on it. Even the giant leaf
had I look forward to facing you! written clearly on the back.



“Why would anyone challenge Mom? And so many people...in so many
formats...”

“Mothers from many different races are hoping to face off against Mamako.”
“Different races... True, we did meet an elf before, but are there others?”

“Of course! Quite a few.”

“I had no idea... And people...mothers...from these races...want to fight my

mom?”

“There are many people who admire her. Mamako was on the cover of the
inaugural issue of Maman magazine, and the special feature on the World
Matriarchal Arts Tournament mentioned her as a strong candidate to take the
top prize. It’s only natural she’d attract a lot of attention.”

“What? Uh... What the heck is Maman...?”
“A monthly magazine for mothers. You haven’t heard of it?”

It was sold all over the world and read avidly by mothers everywhere.
“Mommy got interviewed by them!” “And you’re just mentioning this now?!”
Without her son’s knowledge, his mother’s fame continued to rise.

“So this tournament is pretty famous...?” asked Masato.

“I would imagine all mothers and those who admire them know about it. |,
too, wish to become a mother someday, so | have been paying close attention
to this... Mm? Huh?”

The guild lady suddenly tilted her head, staring at Mamako.
“Mamako, have you already passed the prelims?”

“Huh? The prelims?” Mamako looked confused.

Just then, there was a loud thud that shook the entire guild building.
The noise came from right outside.

“Wh-what the heck? Did something crash-land in the street?” Masato
wondered aloud. “We’d better check it out!”

The party ran out the door to find a small crater in front of the Adventurers



Guild...
...and a coffin standing upright in the center of it.
“Ma-kun, Mommy’s noticed that when we find coffins, it’s always—"
“Yeah. Her. She sure picked a flashy way to die this time...”

“Think she used a transport spell but died from the impact of the landing?”
Wise hypothesized. “Not like that’s usually fatal, but...”

“Anyway, we’d better bring her back and hear what she has to say,”
commented Medhi.

“Okay! Let’s get infooormed!” said Porta.

Resurrection spells were a Cleric’s specialty, so Medhi took care of it. “Now,
then... Conforto Staff!” “Just cast the spell!” Medhi was being stingy with her
MP, so she used a wand that randomly cast spells she’d learned.

It took about twenty attempts, but at last, a resurrection spell activated.

The coffin turned to mist, and a woman dressed as a nun appeared, her
expression placid.

“Hello, Shiraaase. Yet another magnificent death you managed there,”
commended Masato.

“Your words honor me... Yes, | am Shiraaase. Unable to fight at all, | can
infooorm you that this mysterious nun has racked up the highest death count in
the— Ah, but there is no time to waste on introductions. The situation is
urgent.”

Shiraaase looked around, catching each party member’s eye in turn. Then she
raised a hand aloft.

“I’'m afraid | must engage an admin’s systemic power and forcibly transport all
of you.”

“Huh? Transport us...? Where?!”

Masato’s party members were instantly transported elsewhere, not by any
magic spell but by using the technology granted to those who ran the game.

Everyone opened their eyes to unfamiliar surroundings.



“Where the...?”

They were on a huge road—easily fifty yards across. It seemed to be the
entrance to a town.

Looking around, they saw crowds of people of all different races: ordinary
humans; pointy-eared blond elves; beastkin with animal ears and tails; and
vampires resting in the shadows, presumably tired from too much sun.

Up above, they saw divine angels and spirits—and devils in disconcertingly
sexy outfits flying around. Then a massive shadow briefly blotted out the sun—a
flock of dragons and wyvern.

A procession of butterfly-winged fairies on a guided tour wafted past a pair of
flirting giants, each over fifteen feet tall.

Basically, there was a lot going on.

Wise was puzzled. “Um, what the hell...?”

“It’s like a fantasy-world character compendium!” said Medhi.
“Oooh! There are even robotic people here! Androids!” cried Porta.

“Whoa, you’re right!” said Masato. “They’'ve got jet packs! ..Wait, are
androids even considered fantasy? Not that | would know, but...”

Surprised and impressed, the party gawked at the races around them.
But Shiraaase urged them forward.

“This is the town where the World Matriarchal Arts Tournament is held. It’s
called Meema. People of all races are gathering from around the world for
tomorrow’s tournament. Unless using transformation spells, anyone of a race
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other than human is one hundred percent pure NPC. That is al

“NPCs have purity levels?” asked Masato. “Actually, | think you’ve
oversimplified things! Can you please tell us more about the different races? I'm
really curious!”

“Ill give you a pamphlet later. You can read about the races there. First, the
prelims. Come, Mamako.”

“O-oh, right,” said Mamako. “The prelims were today!”



“Yes. And we have very little time before they stop accepting entries. |
completely forgot to tell you the deadline—I’'m so sorry. But we really must
hurry.”

“Oh, hey!”
Shiraaase pulled Mamako quickly along.

They were headed toward a large building decorated with pots and frying
pans, brooms and dustpans, hangers and clothing lines—monuments to
housework. A sign with Woripo MartriarcHaL ArTts Tournament in bold lettering was
hung over the door.

At the entrance was a reception counter for participants, where a staff
member was yelling “Five minutes remaining! If anyone else wants to enter,
speak up now!” They really were cutting it close.

“Now, Mamako, if you would please take care of the paperwork.”
“Okay! Then... Oh, but first... Ma-kun, a moment?”

“Wh-what?”

Mamako stood in front of him, her hands clasped together.
“Ma-kun, can Mommy please enter the tournament?”

“Uh... Why are you asking now?”

“Well, I know how you feel about it. Mommy applied to be in this without
asking you. And | think maybe that was a mistake.”

“You’'re always doing stuff like that, though... You never listen to me...”

“Yes. | know. | just get so happy and excited about being with you that |
overdo it sometimes... So I've been thinking for a while now that I've got to try
to be better...”
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“You are?! Since when have you been so self-aware?

“So this time, | want to get your honest opinion. Ma-kun, will you tell me how
you feel?”

She sounded like a timid girl who’d worked up the nerve to ask out a boy.
Except this was his mom. “Gah, | can barely look her in the eye...” He was



definitely getting a headache.
But this was a serious question. She was really asking.
Frankly, I’d rather she didn’t enter...

At the same time, he didn’t think it was right to force those feelings on her.
He was trying to grow out of that sort of childishness.

But he also felt like it was a bad idea to leave things unsaid and hide how he
felt.

Then what should he do? How could he make up his mind? ...Right.
She was his mom.

“...Mom, since you’re my mom, I’'m gonna go ahead and put this out there.
You ready?”

“Yes, okay. I'll accept whatever you have to say, Ma-kun. After all, I'm your
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mom.

Mamako smiled. Just the sight of that smile made him relax despite himself. It
was the same gentle smile she always had for him. All his fretting and worrying
suddenly felt silly.

Masato looked his mother directly in the eye.

“I’m not super-happy about the idea of you being in this tournament.”
“I see... Then...”

“But if you want to do it, | think you should.”

“...Huh?”

She looked so surprised, he immediately felt sheepish.

But he wasn’t done talking. He wanted to get this all out.

“I just think...the two of us are, like, adventuring together...and | keep wanting
this to be my adventure, but it’s also your adventure... So this time, you should
do what you want. If you want to enter the tournament, then enter it.”

“...You're really sure?”

“I said | was! Your son approves! Go ahead! Even |, uh...”



Want to make you happy sometimes...proactively...

However, saying that aloud was a bit much. He swallowed the words.
“S-s0, uh... Make sure you win this thing! I'll be rooting for you!”
“Oh?! You will?! You'll be rooting for Mommy?!”

“Why is that such a huge surprise? | don’t think it’s unusual for kids to root for
their parents! | mean, | dunno how enthusiastically I’'m going be cheering for
you or anything, but...”

He could feel his face turning red already, and he trailed off into mumbles.
“Thank you, Ma-kun!” She started glowing fiercely.
“Ack, too brigh—MMPH?!”

Mamako threw her arms around Masato, her entire body shining brightly with
A Mother’s Light—a skill activated by great happiness. Masato’s face was buried
in blinding light, voluminous assets, luxurious softness, and his mother’s sweet
scent.
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“Bwa?! H-hey, Mom! Too bright! Can’t breathe! Calm down

“How can I? I've never been this happy!” Squeeze!
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“| get that, but there’s a time and a place! Everyone’s staring

After a desperate struggle, he’d managed to get his head free and found all
the girls smirking at them...

No, that wasn’t true. Porta was just delighted, like she always was. Wise and
Medhi both were smiling as usual, too.

“Huh? You guys aren’t gonna make fun of me?”

“Why would we?” replied Wise. “We’re all impressed by how much you’ve
grown up. Like, actually putting Mamako ahead of yourself? That’s a good
thing!”

“Instead of just trampling your own emotions, you communicated them
properly and then found the right solution on top of that,” added Medhi.
“That’s the same thing you taught me to do, you know.”



“You’re really powering up as a hero son, Masato! Amazing!” cheered Porta.
“Uh... You're all...actually praising me...”

“Okay, guys, since Masato wants to cheer Mamako on, let’s come up with
some cheer squad stuff for him! And make it real oedipal—I mean,
ostentatious!”

“You’ll definitely need a fan. It should say Mamako LOVE on it. Or maybe
Mommy LOVE. A happi coat and a headband would really complete the look.”

“I can make all those with Item Creation! Leave it to me!”
“So you are just making fun of me?!”

The girls were already hard at work making stuff, and he wanted to stop
them, but—“Hee-hee, Ma-kun!” “Let go!”—Mamako wasn’t ready to release
him from her embrace.

“A-anyway, that’s all over with, so you should really do your paperwork!
Okay, Mom?”

“Oh, right! I'll be right back!”

Mamako dashed over to the counter and quickly filled out the form they
handed her, slipping it in just before the deadline. Whew.

Mamako was given a number, which she tied around her waist. It was 10362.

“Since you’re the last person to enter...that means there are 10,362 moms in
this thing? That’s...a lot.”
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“Then I'll just go do this prelim thing

“And onward to victory!” cheered Wise, followed by well-wishes from Medhi
and Porta.

“I’m sure we have no reason to worry at all, Mamako, but do take care.”
“Good luck, Mama!”

Still visibly excited, Mamako was led behind the counter: “Now, Mamako, if
you would come this way.”

Once she was gone, Shiraaase turned toward the children.



“Since we made it here in time, once more, as my name is Shiraaase, and
Shiraaase means ‘infooorm,” | must infooorm you of some things... But where
should | begin?”

“No keeping secrets, no entertaining yourself,” replied Masato. “Just
infooorm us of everything. Although, | think we get the big picture...”

“The World Matriarchal Arts Tournament is a tournament for mothers only,
and Mamako was planning on entering,” said Wise. “She told us that much!”

“Someone told her to keep it a secret until the day of the tournament...”
“And we think that someone was you, Ms. Shiraaase!”

“Yes, it was.”

“Of course...” Masato shot her a baleful glare.

She showed no signs of shame. Her ever-present placidity never wavered.

“The reason | advised her to keep it a secret is simply because | had concerns
about your reaction, Masato. While Mamako basks in the limelight, you’re left
on the sidelines, unable to join in... | imagined you would be bitterly opposed to
that.”

“Hate to break it to you, but I’'m not that childish. There was no need for
concern!”

“In hindsight, perhaps not. However, no matter what, | needed to get
Mamako to enter the World Matriarchal Arts Tournament. Her participation is
absolutely necessary.”

Shiraaase held up a hand with three fingers raised.

“To begin, the World Matriarchal Arts Tournament itself has three reasons for
existing... The first one is, naturally, the tournament’s status as an event. An
entertainment spectacle in which mothers of all races compete, and audience
members are impressed once again by how magnificent mothers truly are.”

“We see how OP mine is on a daily basis, and you want to show us how strong
other moms are... Ugh...”

“And no one would care about a mom tournament if Mamako wasn’t in it.



She’s famous, and apparently tons of other moms wanna fight her. So what’s
the second thing?” asked Wise.

“The second reason is strategic—we’re hoping to lure out the forces that
don’t think highly of mothers.”

“The Libere Rebellion— They’ll definitely attend to mess up a mom-only
event,” said Medhi. “And you need Mamako’s ultimate power to ambush
them... Right?”

“Ultimately, we’re hoping Mamako, the other mothers, and all of you will
help turn the tables and totally beat the snot out of them.”

“Working together to dominate our foes... Just the idea makes me excited,”
Medhi gushed, her beautiful face reddening.

“Hey, Wise...” “Yeah, no need to remind me.” Medhi’s dark power may be
frightening, but she was in their party. The hero’s party.

And then Porta’s hand shot up.
“Ms. Shiraaase! There’s one reason left! What is it?”

“Very well. The third reason...” Shiraaase stared at the three fingers she held
up for a long moment, thinking.

Then she lowered one of the fingers.

“Forgive me, there were only two reasons. | was mistaken when | said there
were three.”

“No, no, that wasn’t a mistake!” shouted Masato. “You just chose not to tell
us the last one!”

“I bet you were thinking ‘It’ll be more interesting if they don’t know!”” said
Wise.

“You misunderstand me. There are two reasons to hold the World Matriarchal
Arts Tournament. But beyond those...we want Mamako participating in case the
unexpected happens.”

“You think something other than a Rebellion attack might happen?”

“Let us say the chance exists. At the current time, as an admin, | can say



nothing more definite... Let’s say you should keep the possibility of a third
reason in the corner of your mind. The main point is that this tournament has a
purpose, and Mamako is required to fulfill that.”

She didn’t seem like she was messing with them.

Mamako was a key part of their plans. That much made sense.
Masato acquiesced. “Okay. Then we’ll go with that for now...”
“So what should we do?” asked Wise.
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“We don’t have any plans...,” said Medhi. “And we were just transported

here, so we hardly know our way around town...”
“Should we just wait here for Mama to come back?”

“Hmm... That'd be real boring. | guess we could watch the prelims?” Wise
suggested.

But Shiraaase shook her head.

“I’'m afraid they aren’t open to the public. There are too many participants,
and staff can’t monitor everything. To avoid stealthy support from the mothers’
fan bases, we’ve been forced to bar them from entering.”

“Oh... Well, | guess it’s good to keep things fair. But now | kinda wanna
watch... Your admin rights can’t do anything about this?” Wise asked, her eyes
sparkling.

Shiraaase’s mind was as unflappable as her expression, so this was likely a
wasted effort.

No, maybe not. Shiraaase did seem to be thinking about it. “Hmm... Well, |
can’t say there aren’t ways for you to watch the prelims.”

“So we can watch them?” asked Medhi. “Could you please tell us how?”
“Id like to know how! | want to see Mama fight!”

“Wise, Medhi, Porta... | understand how you feel. However...”

“Er, uh... It’s not like I’'m worried about her or anything, but sure.”

Masato raised his hand, but not very high. Making it clear he wasn’t



enthusiastic.

“| see that all of you, Masato included, would like to watch. Very well. Let me
explain how... The tournament office is accepting applications for volunteer
staff. That is all.”

A very simple explanation, but it sufficed.

“So if we're staff, we can go in and out of the venue as we please,” said
Masato, to which Wise pointed out, “But we’d also have to do our jobs.”

“And there’s a possibility we’ll be asked to do some very dangerous jobs,”
said Medhi.

“If the Rebellion shows up, that would be our responsibility!” added Porta.

“We would certainly ask for your help. But just to be clear, depending on how
they choose to act, even if we discover a Rebellion member, we may ask you to
monitor the situation instead.”

Masato responded to Shiraaase: “So rather than immediately handle them,
take a wait-and-see approach... Yeah, makes sense. If we attack suddenly,
there’d be collateral damage.”

And if they used a dark item to brainwash NPCs?

A stampede of over 10,000 mothers...was something best not thought about.
“R-right. If we spy any Rebellion members, we won’t engage.”

“Although, | could easily chain cast them into oblivion.”

“A shame | can’t just bop them on the head, but if those are our orders...”
“I can keep a promise!”

“Thank you,” said Shiraaase. “This way, please.”

She handed them staff badges on lanyards.

Masato’s party became volunteer staff!

“And Wise can no longer use magic.”

“Such a shame this always happens...”

lII

“Wise! Here’s an item that removes Seal



“Sniff... ’'m so sorry, you guys... Yeah, like hell | am! Our occupations didn’t
even change, so | can still use magic just fine!”
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Awww...”” Disappointment.

“Hey! Masato?! Medhi?! Why is that a problem?!”
They’d reached the point where they didn’t even want their Sage using magic.

Shiraaase got their paperwork done up, and they were immediately put on
cleaning duty.

Carrying brooms and dustpans, they entered the tournament hall. They
moved toward the large indoor arena where the prelims were held, sweeping
the halls as they went.

“Shiraaase has executive committee work to do, so she went off somewhere
and left us doing odd jobs...while Mom’s a contestant in this tournament. Once
again, I’ve proven to have no value...”

“Quit whining and get to sweeping. Honestly, this is ideal,” commented Wise.
“They didn’t specify where to clean, so we can clean where we like.”

“But | think we should avoid spending too much time in the prelim hall. |
mean, it is Mamako...,” said Medhi.

“And she’ll see Masato right away, get all excited, and develop some amazing
skill!” gushed Porta.

“Ugh, probably. And if the officials think we’re secretly assisting her, she
might get disqualified... We’d better watch from a distance, making sure she
doesn’t notice.” She can be a real pain, Masato groaned to himself as the group
went around the building’s perimeter. “If only there were windows... Oh,
there’s one!” Exactly where they needed it.

They peeked inside—it definitely looked like the prelim arena. There were a
number of different battle stages set up, and crowds of mothers with numerous
spectators gathered around, from fairies the size of your palm to giants
towering over fifteen feet tall. They could watch safely from here.

But the window was a little high.

“We can see just fine, but Porta’s a bit out of luck...”



“Awww... | wanna see...”
“Masato, let her sit on your shoulders,” Wise ordered.

“Or get down on your hands and knees and let her stand on you,” suggested
Medhi.

Let a twelve-year-old sit on your shoulders or let her use you as a stool. The
choice was obvious.

“Go ahead, step on me.”
lIlIlIWha_?”””
“Uh, just kidding! That was a joke! Shoulder seat it is!”

Masato definitely wasn’t into getting stepped on by little girls. Not at all!
Honest!

Anyway.
“Porta, shoulder docking!”
“Yes! | have docked with Masato!”

Porta had held out both arms sideways; he’d hefted her up and placed her on
his shoulders.

“Well, Porta? Can you see now?”
“Yes! | can see perfectly!”

“Think you could go a little lower, though? Everyone on that side can see
Porta easily; they might catch us looking,” noted Wise.

“Masato, can you duck down a bit?” asked Medhi. “A bit more? More than
that.”

“S-sure...”

He knelt down so Porta’s face was level with Wise’s and Medhi’s at the base
of the windowsill.

And found himself staring at the wall.

“Oh no! If I’'m on his shoulders, Masato can’t see inside!”



“No, that’s fine... As long as you can see, Porta, | don’t mind. I’'m mildly
curious about Mom’s battle, but...I'm receiving something far more precious
here.”

Specifically, Masato’s face was gently pinned between Porta’s... No, let’s not
go there. Masato’s not that kind of guy! Really!

“But since | can’t see, can you give me a running commentary on what’s going
on?”

“There’s a staff member onstage, explaining things...,” Wise began. “Oh, they
just started lining up kitchen counters on the stage. Lots of vegetables. Seems
like the prelim round is cooking.”

“Well, it is a mom tournament. Makes sense they’d compete in housework...
Is there anyone who looks like they could give Mom a run for her money?”

Medhi took over: “Let’s see... There’s a beastkin sharpening her claws, and a
ninja with her own set of knives, and an android equipped with some sort of
laser blade... They look strong.”

“Not your typical cooking-competition lineup... A-and not that | care, but
what’s Mom up to?”

“She’s not onstage yet!” replied Porta. “They started with number one, and it
looks like they’ll be competing in order! It’s going to be a very long wait!”

“Oh, okay... Right, she’s got, like, over ten thousand people ahead of her...”

Then he was going to be waiting here like this, with Porta on his shoulders, for
a very long time. It was definitely taking its toll on his back and knees already.
But the blissful feelings around his neck made it all okay...

While his mind was in the gutter, however:

“..Wait, should we even be doing this?” Wise asked, sounding
uncharacteristically serious.

“Where’d that come from? You're the one who said we should watch the
prelims in the first place.”

“Yeah, | know, but...”



“This tournament is just bait to lure out the enemies,” Medhi chimed in.

Wise nodded. “Mothers gather from around the world, joining in this massive
tournament... They’'ve got to come. | was talking big in front of Shiraaase, but
honestly, if we’re the only line of defense, we’re in big trouble. If we fight them
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head-on, it won’t end wel

“They’re the kind of people that plant bombs all over town, force parents and
children to fight one another— They show no mercy. And the Four Heavenly
Kings of the Libere Rebellion don’t just have awful personalities and attitudes—
they’ve got really dangerous skills. It’s absolutely possible all of them will attack
at once, too...”

“Urp... I'm getting kinda scared now...,” whimpered Porta.

The excitement of peeking into the prelims drained away. All eyes stared
anxiously at the floor.

This called for a word from their leader, the hero, Masato.

“Amante, who backs up her incredible physical stats with a skill that reflects
all damage. Sorella, who can control a million undead monsters at once and has
a mega-powerful debuff skill that craters all her opponents’ stats. And there are
two more like that... Ha-ha, not happening! They’re not just gonna show up out
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of nowhere! We can relax! Ha-ha
The cheer was forced, a desperate attempt to dispel his party’s fears.
And just then:
“Argh, you guys again?!”
“Ew. Why are theyyy here?!”

The voices came from behind: one hyper-aggressive, the other thick with
disgust. Both female.

The party spun around, but there was only one person behind them.

A very large...human? Well over six feet tall, completely covered by a silver
robe with a mask, like a member of some secret magic society.

Deeply suspicious. And kinda scary.



“Yikes?! Who the...?”
“I-intruders!”
“That’s the most suspicious person I've ever seen! Report this at once!”

“Actually, | think the way we were peeking at the prelims was pretty
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suspicious, too
“““Oh... Good point, Porta.”””
This last exchange helped calm everyone down.

Looking closely, this new arrival had a number: 3782. While certainly
alarming-looking, this meant they were a participating mother.

With Porta still on his shoulders, Masato hastily straightened and showed his
staff badge.

“Um, we’re tournament staff! Not intruders or anything! We were just
sneaking a quick peek at the prelim progress.”

“O-oh, cool. Didn’t expect you to explain all politely...”
“Seems like they haven’t guessed our real identityyyy. Mwa-ha-haaa.”

“Er... What identity? And why are there two voices? Are there two of you in
there?”

“Yep. Since I'm the stronger one, I've gotta carry this gamble-holic lady
around...”

“Stoppp! Stopppp! There’s only one person in heeere! ...You, down there,
don’t say another wooord! Talking is my jooob! You are not allowed to
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explaaain

An argument appeared to be taking place inside the masked robe. There were
definitely two people in there.

And both voices sounded familiar. Maybe...just maybe...
Yeah... It’s definitely them.
He was sure of it.

Masato wanted to ask them directly, but before he could...



“Oh my! | thought that was you, Ma-kun!”
...the window behind them opened, and Mamako poked out her head.
“Yikes! Mom?!”

“That’s right; it’s Mommy! | saw just a bit of Ma-kun’s hair and went Wait, is
thaaat...? and came running over, and it was you! Hee-hee.”

“You can identify me from my hair alone?! What sort of terrifying skill is
that?! Also, we’re kinda busy right now... Huh?”

The suspicious mother was no longer behind him.

He looked around and spied them bent backward like a giant shrimp, running
very fast, a shriek trailing in their wake.

The entire party frowned, looking at one another.
“...You thinking what I’'m thinking?”

“Yep,” agreed Wise. “Don’t even say it out loud. That was definitely those
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two.

“The fact that we were legitimately afraid of anyone who would take such a
ridiculously stupid approach to getting in here really ticks me off,” Medhi
fumed. “Makes me want to punch them right now.”

“Cool, | approve.”






“Go get 'em.”

“B-but...we promised Ms. Shiraaase we’d monitor the situation!”

“Oh, right...,” said Masato. “Then | guess we can let "'em go for now...”
“Goodness, what are you all talking about? Ma-kun, fill Mommy in? Please?”
Mamako tried getting his attention, but his mind was on other things.
Masato felt the tension drain out of him. He let out a long sigh.

And it was finally time for Mamako’s prelim.

Looking quite nervous, the staff member in charge announced, “And finally,
will entry number 10362 please step onstage?”

“Okay! Thank you!”
The prelim challenge: make a salad.

Contestants used the vegetables piled on the counters onstage, the prep
speed and degree of completion affected their overall score, and the top
sixteen names would advance to the main competition.

Mamako took the stage, and a hush fell over the hall.

Humans, elves, beastkin, angels and devils alike—all mothers present turned
to watch, not wishing to miss a moment of Mamako’s performance. She was
under a lot of pressure.

But Mamako was still Mamako. She just had to make a tasty dish, as she
always did, with her precious children’s health in mind.

“The salads we’re making double as consolation prizes, so we can bring them
home with us. That’ll be one part of tonight’s dinner... What should | do for the
main dish? | wonder what Ma-kun would like?”

Mamako drew her swords as she contemplated the evening menu.

Terra di Madre in her right, Altura in her left. Using her Holy Swords as
kitchen utensils.

“Time to begin! Ready...start!”
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At the signal, Mamako swung Altura. The water-powered Holy Sword sent
forth a stream of water, washing the vegetables while lifting them into the air.

“And then, hyah!”

She swung Terra di Madre, and countless stone blades shaped like kitchen
knives sprang out of the counter, chopping all the veggies. Perfectly chopped,
they fell...

...onto a plate: lettuce, cabbage, red cabbage, carrots, and tomatoes.

A fresh veggie salad, colorful and vibrant!

Prep time from start to finish: one second.

“Now, what should | do for the dressing? Hee-hee.”

“W-wow... Mamako—no, contestant 10362 —has placed first in the prelims!”

There was a momentary silence, then a thunderous round of applause.
“That’s Mamako Oosuki’s true power...” “It's overwhelming!” “We have

IH

witnessed the power of the world’s strongest mother!” Holding their own take-

home salads, many mothers stood in awe of her skills.

Meanwhile...

...in the shadows, two pairs of eyes glared balefully at Mamako through the
face and belly of a masked robe.

“Already taking first place... Tch, saw it coming.”

“It is just a preliiiim. And we passed the prelim, tooooo. All according to
plaaan. We just have to beat her while everyone’s waaatching.”

“Yeah. We can do it... We'll show her the power of the Four Heavenly Kings of
the Libere Rebellion!”

They cast aside the silver-masked robe, and beneath it...were two girls.

Anti-mom Amante, she who rejects the concept of mothers, radiating hostility
like a wild tiger.

Scorn-mom Sorella, she who scorns all mothers, fingers twirling in her
dubiously colored hair, eyes gazing languidly down.



Sorella was riding on Amante’s shoulders.
Just like Porta had ridden on Masato’s shoulders.

“We went through so much trouble to get here.. Learning about the
tournament before it began, making plans to infiltrate undetected...staying up
all night sewing this robe to disguise our identities...”

“No need to explain our tearstained efforts to meeee. Running into Masato’s
party like that was a bluuunder. But they didn’t know who we weeeere. And the
prelims are ooover. Let’s just go hooome. We've seen Mamako in action, so our
goals have been accoooomplished.”

“Yeah. We confirmed Mamako Oosuki’s participation. But...if | could just find
one more...”

Amante squinted, peering around the crowd of moms.

There were just too many mothers here. Too many races and types; it was
next to impossible to locate any one individual.

“The master said there was a mysterious being here, neither a test player nor
an NPC... But | dunno who that could be.”

“Well, if they were so weak they failed at the preliiims, who caaares? Stiiiill...
If they manage to make it into the main rouuund...”

“Then we’ll take them and Mamako Oosuki down.”
“Exaaactly. For now, retreeeat! We must make secret preparations to wiiin!”

“Yep. Let’s go... This is our chance to show the power of the Libere Rebellion.
We'll use this tournament as proof that the age of mothers is over!”

A secret declaration of war.

Amante and Sorella turned to leave the prelim hall unnoticed. “Ah! We’ve got
to wear the robe!” “They’ll guess who we aaaare!” The two sinister villains
hastily put their disguise back on.
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SKILLS

FOOD CULTIVATION

Using a traditional elf Food Source,
she can obtain food anywhere, at
any time.

CLOTHES-HANGER TREES

Can cultivate trees that move on
their own in search of sunlight.
Laundry hung on these dries well.

STRENGTHS

Her superior ingredient acquisition
ability means she never has to
worry about her next meal.

WEAKNESSES

Since elves live in settlements
secluded from the rest of the
world, she struggles with going into
town to shop. And no matter how
wonderful her pointy elf ears are,
she's still Masato’s actual mother,
so he doesn’t seem very happy
about them.
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l SL1H1S WOW

LAUNDRY

SHOPPING

MATERNITY: 100 / COOKING: 120 / LAUNDRY: 100
CLEANING: 80 / SHOPPING: 60 / COMBAT: 100
MA-KUN: 100

SPECIAL| HOLINESS: 100



Chapter 2 The Way of the Mother Teaches the Art of Using the
Body and Tools to Do Housework...Apparently.

Soft shouts echoed across the inn’s garden.
“Hah! And... Yah! Rah!”

The morning sunlight made Firmamento, the Holy Sword of the Heavens,
sparkle.

The morning power put wind in the sails of Masato’s practice swings.
“Humph... Good enough for today.”
One last dramatic swing, and his morning training was complete.

“Not often do | wake up early enough to practice like this...but it’s pretty
heroic of me. I’'m really starting to embody this whole hero thing. Soon all shall
know I’'m the hero. Mwa-ha-ha.”

After indulging himself with this fantasy, it was time to do something about all
this sweat.

Masato put away the sword and went inside, down the hall to the bath.

“Man, my body’s in top shape now! Just look at these biceps. Buff as heck.
Mwa-ha-ha.”

Standing in his underwear in the changing room, he flexed a few times,
admiring the results, then took off his underwear, flexed again, went into the
spacious bath, and flexed some more, thoroughly satisfied with himself.

After one more flex, it was time to wash his hair. Just as he had shampoo
bubbles everywhere...

lle?”
...he sensed someone behind him.

A moment later, something extremely soft pressed up against his back. “Wha
—7?1” And whoever that was pressed up against him began to massage his scalp.



Both the sensation on his back and the hands on his head felt familiar.

This was definitely a mom shampoo. With all the soap, he couldn’t open his
eyes to see, but he was sure.

You could search the whole world over and only find one person who would
do this to him!

“Hey, Mom! What the heck?!”
His protests were basically a reflex at this point.

“I’'m just bringing you some towels! It’s almost time for breakfast, so don’t
take too long!”

Mamako’s voice came from the changing room.

Not from behind him.

“Uh... Wait, what?”

He quickly dumped some water on his head, rinsing away the shampoo.

And when he turned around—

—no one was there.

“I could’ve sworn that was my mom... But she was in the changing room. Then
who was washing my hair? | definitely felt it, so it couldn’t have been a ghost...

”

Hmm...
Masato left the bathroom to investigate.

The party was staying at an inn set aside for mothers participating in the
tournament and those affiliated with them. The interior design was certainly
upscale, with an elegance that definitely made it feel more luxurious than the
inns they usually stayed at.

Masato was outside the girls’ room. He knocked once, then opened the door
and peeked in.

“Zzzz... Mmph...”

Wise was lying there, sprawled out like she was in the middle of some bizarre



dance—typical—belly and panties partially on display.

“..Mm..mm...” Poke, poke.

Medhi was lying next to her, breathing peacefully but prodding Wise with her
staff in her sleep.

“Mmph... | wanna...cheer...for Mama... Zzz...”

Porta appeared to be trying her best, even in her dreams.

All three girls were still sound asleep.

“From the way those things felt, only Medhi was even a remote possibility...”

But she was still out cold. It didn’t seem at all possible she’d given Masato a
shampoo, come running back here, and was now pretending to sleep.

Porta and Wise were ruled out based on size alone.

“So... What the heck? Was it Mom? ...Huh. | don’t get it.”

Had the mom shampooing him been Mamako’s afterimage? A ninja art? A
clone?

All seemed unlikely...so the only remaining option was to ask her.
“Mom’s probably getting breakfast ready. I'll check there.”

The tournament committee had rented out the entire inn, but the inn’s staff
were absent. Guests had to do their own cooking and laundry.

Mothers participating in the tournament were all housework experts, so
taking care of these things was like an easy warm-up. Supposedly.

“No matter what inn we stay at, Mom ends up doing the laundry and cooking
herself...even when she’s got a tournament to win.”

He left the room and went down the hall, lured by the smell of breakfast.

Someone must have been chopping pickled vegetables; he could hear the tok-
tok-tok of a knife on a cutting board.

A familiar sound: his mother at work.

Masato stepped into the dining room, took a seat at the table, and called out
to her: “Hey, Mom, question for you.”



Mamako, working in the kitchen, called back...
“Oh my! | have a son? | had no idea! Hee-hee-hee.”
“...Huh?”

No—that wasn’t her usual voice. It was certainly every bit as kind as
Mamako’s voice, but there was something off about it.

“Er, huh? ...You're...not my mom?”
Masato turned toward the kitchen.

The woman standing there was dressed in grass-green clothes, like a hunter.
She had long blond hair...

...and long, pointy ears.
“Oh! ...A-are you...an elf?!”
“Yes! I'm an elf.”

The woman turned around. Taut features, long and narrow eyes, those
distinctive pointed ears—definitely a female elf.

As Masato stood there stunned, the girls came filing into the dining room.

“Yaaawn... Yo, Masato, it’s too early for you to be yelling like— Huh? Who's

that?!”
“An elf...?”
!II

“Um... G-good morning

“Yes, it is a lovely morning. Wise, Medhi, Porta, Masato...| see everyone’s up!
I’d better hurry and finish breakfast!”

The elf lady gave them all a gentle smile and went back to her cooking.
She seemed so busy, they hesitated to say more.
“Um...,” started Masato. “I hate to interrupt, but...”

“What is it? Oh, yes! | haven’t introduced myself! My name is Chaliele. I’'m an
elf mother. Nice to meet you!”

“Chaliele... Nice to meet you, too.”



“So if you’re an elf mom, and you’re here at this inn,” said Wise, “you must
be...?”

“Part of the World Matriarchal Arts Tournament?” asked Medhi.
“That’s right! | came in second in the prelims. One step behind Mamako!”
!II

“Amazing! You're Mama’s rival

“So, Chaliele, what are you doing here?” Masato asked her. “It sounded like
you knew us...”

“I’m staying at this inn, too. And | heard all about you from Mamako! | met
her earlier, and we got to talking...and since we’re all pressed for time, we
decided to split up the housework.”

She’d been cooking through their entire conversation, but now she paused.
“Hmm... | don’t think I've got enough ingredients.”
“Oh, then should | run out and buy something?” offered Masato.

“My, how nice of you! Thanks for offering! But don’t worry. | thought this
might happen, so | came prepared.”

Chaliele reached into her pocket and pulled out a few small paper parcels.
“This is an elf mother’s secret weapon: a Food Source. You use it like this...”

First, she opened the bundle with a drawing of a mushroom on it. Inside was a
powder. She took a pinch of this and sprinkled it on the cutting board...

...and a bunch of tasty-looking mushrooms grew out of it!

Next was a bundle with peas on it. A pinch of powder, scattered on the
kitchen’s mud walls, and...

Buds grew out of the wall, stems rising, flowers blooming, and a number of
pea pods appeared!

“As you can see, elf mothers can get ingredients whenever they need them!”

“Wow!” marveled Wise. “Growing your own ingredients in the kitchen and
cooking them as you harvest! That’s nuts...”

“I can see why you placed so highly... You’re a kitchen powerhouse,” said



Medhi, followed by Porta and Masato: “Amazing! What a surprise!” “That’s
definitely quite the skill...”

“I'll just grow some more! That way, all of you can eat your fill.”

Chaliele opened all the other packets, sprinkling powder on the floor and
pillars. The room was soon filled with different types of beans and mushrooms,
and the kitchen was overflowing with natural ingredients.

Observing all this, Masato frowned.
Definitely amazing, but that’s gonna be hell to clean up...

But as he watched the kitchen vanish under the vegetation, he decided not to
mention it.

Mamako finished the laundry and joined them, and it was time to eat.

Set atop the table were rice and peas, mushroom miso soup, boiled potatoes,
and a salad of pickled veggies. A healthy menu, full of the natural ingredients
elves took such pride in.

On one side sat the elf mother, Mamako, and Porta.
On the other: Wise, Masato, and Medhi.
Everyone helped themselves as soon as they took their seats.

“This is my first time eating elf food,” said Masato. “I wonder what it’s like? |

III

can’t wait
“I hope you all enjoy it...”

“My tongue’s gotten used to Mamako’s cooking, so it’s pretty picky! All right...
Let’s start with the soup! Here goes!” Wise often claimed miso soup had vital
MP restoration powers.

Chaliele watched nervously as she took a sip.

“Hmm... It’s...pretty dang good!”

The verdict: PASS!

!I}

“Definitely a different stock than Mamako uses, but | like it

“We make the stock from kelp that grows in the mountains, not the sea. It’s



quite common in elf settlements but | imagine not widely used by other races.”

“Yeah? Then I'd better try some, too...” Masato took a sip. “Wow, it is really
good. No arguments from me.”

Porta chimed in, “l agree! It goes perfectly with the peas and rice!”

“I can see why you qualified for the main tournament,” said Medhi. “Mamako
has a serious rival already.”

“Oh yeah. That’s right. They’re being friendly and divvying up the chores,
but...Mom and Chaliele might have to fight later.”

As he spoke, he quietly activated his skill, A Child’s Sense. Just to make sure—
and to measure her potency.

When he glanced across the table...he saw Mamako and Chaliele bathed in
carnation-colored light. This red color was proof of motherhood. They were
definitely both mothers.

And both produce about the same volume of light...

How bright a mother glowed was a sign of how powerful a mother she was.
Which meant...

...unless her race could freely adjust their degree of motherhood, they were
roughly evenly matched.

“Mom, you can’t let your guard down against Chaliele.”

lII

“That is true. Hee-hee. Mommy’s so excited!” She smiled.

“I’m looking forward to it myself! I’'m not about to let Mamako win!” Chaliele
smiled, too.

Both mothers wore matching gentle grins. “Doesn’t seem like they’re ever
going to fight...” The mood definitely contained no promise of blood-drenched
mortal combat in their future.

Then Wise spoke up.

“Oh, hey, | was wondering... Should we really be eating all of this? What
about your kids, Chaliele?”

This question drew a sad smile from Chaliele.



“Don’t worry about it. My child isn’t here with me... She left the settlement a
long time ago, and | have no idea where she is.”

“Oh my goodness!” exclaimed Mamako. “I had no idea. You must be so

'”

worried

“I just wish she’d told me more before she left. All | know is that she went to
the capital of Catharn to join someone’s party...”

“The capital of Catharn? Didn’t we...?”

That was the first place Masato and Mamako had gone after entering the
game and where they’d first met Wise and Porta.

And come to think of it...

Huh? Didn’t we meet an elf, too...?

They definitely had.

An elf girl had applied to join Masato’s party.

Her name was Salite. Nineteen, in human years. An elf priestess who
dedicated her life to prayer, the type of deeply religious person you definitely
wanted to avoid.

Unfortunately, she had failed to pass Mamako’s mom interview...
“...Um, Chaliele, what’s your daughter like?”

“Well...if | do say so myself, she’s a wonderful girl. Sincere, thoughtful, gets
along with everybody. I’'m very proud of her.”

“Oh... If she’s that sociable, then | guess I’'m thinking of the wrong elf.”
“Also, her name’s Salite. She’s nineteen in human years.”
“Pfffft?1”

Miso soup sprayed everywhere. “Ma-kun! Are you all right?” “Uh, yeah, I'm
fine.” “I’'m a lot less fine!” The spray had shot in the direction of Wise, but
everyone else was unharmed. Whew.

A miso-soaked Sage punched Masato hard in the shoulder, but he was used to
that by now.



“Uh, Chaliele? You don’t know anything else? Like, her current job or...any
religious affiliations?”

“I haven’t heard from her, so | can’t say...but I’'m sure she’s fine. She has a
good head on her shoulders.”

“1...1 see...”
For better or worse, Chaliele was unaware of her daughter’s current status.
Which meant he had better watch out for Mamako.

If Mom figures it out and says something weird, it could mean trouble!

It was Mamako who stamped a failure mark on Chaliele’s daughter at that
interview.

She had good reasons for it, but Chaliele knew none of that and would hardly
be pleased to hear about it. She’d be upset. She might even get downright

angry.

The moment she found out about the interview results, things between them
would start to fester.

Was there a risk that this pleasant competition could turn into a tragic blood
feud?!

He had to ensure this stayed secret!
“Ma-kun, what’s wrong? You’ve gone white as a sheet! Are you feeling sick?”

“No!! No, I'm fine!! Never better!! ...Uh...Chaliele! | hope you find your
daughter...maybe not soon but...sometime after the tournament’s over!”

“Yes, that’s my hope. By joining this tournament, | hope news of me will
spread across the world, and she’ll see it and come back home. That’s the main
reason | decided to join in. Hee-hee!”

“Oh, then you simply must do your very best. | certainly will be! Hee-hee!”

Both mothers grinned, vowing to fight the good fight. Mamako seemed to
have entirely forgotten Salite.

Meanwhile, Wise and Porta hadn’t noticed either—and Medhi hadn’t joined
the party until much later.



Only Masato was left with a stomachache.






At least we got through that safely... Let’s hope we can keep the peace. Lord!
Hear my plea!

In his mind’s eye, he clasped his hands, offering up a fervent prayer.

There was something he’d meant to ask Mamako, but he had completely
forgotten about it.

Once everyone was ready, it was time to set out.
“Make sure you haven’t forgotten anything!”

“Yeah, only moms need to check that stuff? We’re not actually in the
tournament...”

“Oh, hang on! We're volunteer staff!”

“We mustn’t forget our staff badges. We need those to abuse our positions
and observe the matches from a location far better than the stands. Where are
those badges?”

“Don’t worry! I've got all our badges! Here you go!”

“Sounds like everyone’s ready. As am |!” Chaliele had a grass-green leather
bag on her back.

“Right, then—"
llllLetlS gO! Yay!H”

“I knew you’d interrupt me. Didn’t think it would be both of you at once!
Moms!”

With the mothers leading the way, the party moved out and headed down
the wide road from the inn to the tournament hall.

They might have to fight today, but Mamako and Chaliele seemed super-
relaxed. They were chattering away like friends whose kids had grown up
together.

Meanwhile, the children following them were all looking pretty tense.
“Geez... They are waaaay too chill about this,” grumbled Masato.

“With true power comes great aplomb,” remarked Wise. “I’'m kinda jealous...



Us, on the other hand...”

“We can’t afford to let our guard down, not after discovering two of the Four
Heavenly Kings of the Libere Rebellion,” said Medhi. “They may have chosen a
very silly way of infiltrating, but they remain a threat.”

“I’ve prepared a lot of recovery items! Leave that to me!”

“As if that wasn’t enough, | have my own stuff to worry about... Sigh, I'm
already tired.” Masato flicked the badge hanging from his neck, scanning his
surroundings.

The street was crowded. Humans, elves, beastkin, giants, fairies, androids—all
sorts of fantasy races, all headed toward the tournament hall. The vast majority
must have been spectators. There were staff working as guides here and there,
ensuring a smooth flow of foot traffic.

There were a lot of eyes on them. Naturally. Mamako was the biggest name in
the tournament.

But the hero—me—hardly has any presence to speak of... Ha-ha...
The thought made him want to cry, so he put it out of his mind.

The more he looked around, the more eyes he accidentally met, so he elected
to keep his gaze facing straight ahead.

This gave him an excellent view of Chaliele’s pointy ears.
Elf ears... | do like them... Wonder what they feel like...

He must have stared a little too long, because Chaliele stopped and turned
toward him.

“You find my ears interesting, Masato?”

“Er? Uh, um... Well, yes. | guess | can admit to being super-curious.”

“| see. Then go ahead and touch them.”

“You mean it?!”

“Yes, | don’t mind...on the condition that you become my son. Hee-hee.”

“Whaaaaaat?!”



This cry of surprise came not from Masato, but from Mamako.
“Chaliele?! H-h-how could Ma-kun become your son?!”

“Quite literally. After all, Masato offered to help with the cooking, and here
he is coming to cheer you on in the tournament! He’s such a good boy...
Masato, what do you say? Do you want to be my son?”

“ n
“Ma-kun! Ma-kun, Ma-kun, Ma-kun! Can we talk?”

Before Masato could say a word, Mamako pulled him close.
She brushed her hair back, showing him her ear.

“Well, Ma-kun? Mommy’s ears! See?!”

“So what? The heck is—?”

She was pushing up against him, ears front and center.

The girls all shook their heads.

“Come on, Masato! Take a hint!” said Wise, exasperated. “Chaliele’s invitation
made Mamako jealous!”

“Huh? Jealous?! Of what?!”

“How can anyone be so dense...? This is bad news. Mamako’s unleashed the
special mom skill A Mother’s Envy—a charge skill. Once she stores up enough
jealousy, she unleashes a powerful technique—"

“Yo, Medhi...can you stop making stuff up? There is no such skill.”
“I’m not so sure! This is Mama we’re talking about!”

“Urk... Th-that’s true... As long as we’re talking about my mom, literally
anything is possible... Still...”

“See, Ma-kun?! Mommy’s ears? Well? Do you like them?!” Shove, shove.
“Arghhh! Knock it off! | don’t—"
But before he could say he didn’t care...

“You must be Mamako Oosuki! I've found you at last!”



...a woman’s voice interrupted, shouting over him. Or maybe a mother’s?

A shadow was racing across the roofs that lined the street, moving so fast, all
they could see was a blur. “And hup!” she shouted, leaping with superhuman
strength and landing in front of the party.

She looked exactly like any other middle-aged woman.
But she had a fluffy tail and animal ears. They appeared to be canine.

She was carrying five young children in slings: three on her back, one on each
side.

“Most people would have hurt themselves falling from that height, but you
made it look effortless...,” marveled Masato. “Who are you...?”

“I'm a beastkin mom! And—1"

But before she could continue: “Yay!” “She jumped!” “Wow!” “Do it again!”
“Please!” Her children started kicking up a fuss, tiny tails wagging. They looked
like a boisterous bunch.

“Yes, yes, later, okay? Mom’s gotta talk to these people now. You there, girls
with the staff badges—you’re with the tournament, right? I’'m gonna leave the
little ones with you.”

Hiau nnn
Huh?

While Wise stood stunned—“Waaait?!”—two kids were foisted off on her,
followed by two on Medhi. “No warning?!” And one on Porta. “Whoa!” No
protests were heeded.

“Whew... Got that taken care of. Now, where are my manners?”
The beastkin mother faced Mamako...

But then—

“Oh, it’s Mamako Oosuki! | simply must say hello!”

—a water spout shot up from the corner, and a giant ball of water was flung
upward...

...scoring a direct hit on Masato. “Hey, you could’ve killed me!!” But it was
actually surprisingly soft; he was unharmed.



The ball was too large for him to really get his arms around it; and inside was
a fantastical creature. The upper half was a human woman, and the lower half,
a fish.

And a pouch with a child inside was hanging in front of her.

“Now, I’'m probably wrong here, but..you must be a shishamo-with-child

'H

mermaid... Nah, that would just be ridiculous! Ah-ha-ha—
“No, you're right! | am a shishamo mermaid, and | am a mother with a child!”
“You’ve gotta be kidding me...”

“Oh, you there, the staff girl in red. Nice timing! | need to talk to Mamako
Oosuki for a minute, so can you hold my child?”

“Huh? Wha—?! Me?! Wait, hold up! I’'m not on day care duty! I’'m not even
good at it! Like, | learned my lesson last time, but... Hey... Augh!”

With two beastkin children already latched onto her, Wise now found herself
holding a mermaid child. “Blub, blub!” it squealed. “Ack, it’s all wiggly!” Wise

had been slapped twice by its little tail already. It was kinda funny.
But then...
!II

“I do beg your pardon! | almost got crushed there

...a tiny person crawled out of Masato’s shirt pocket, wearing a hat made
from a flower. “Wha—? How? When did you...?!” It was a fairy woman about
the size of his palm, with butterfly wings on her back. And she had a kid, too.

“Mommy’s going to go greet her rival. You stay with this day care lady and be
good, okay?”

“Okay! Bye-bye, Mommy!”

“Day care lady... What?! Me?!”

The thumb-sized child fairy took a seat on Medhi’s head. That was settled.
And then...

“Wow! Mamako Oosuki! It’s a mom meet and greet!”

...the earth shook, and a massive mom and child came skipping over. The



mother giant towered over fifteen feet tall, and her little girl over nine. The
mother seemed rather thickheaded.

“Mommy’s gonna say hi, ’kay? You be nice to the day care people!”
“Got it! Hey, tiny lady! Let’s play!”
“Eep?! Am I the tiny lady?!”

Porta was only a little over four feet tall, but now she was babysitting a giant
more than twice her size. “Let’s play!” “O-okay! | can play!” But she was still
trying her best—such a good girl.

By this time, the crowd was absurd. Everyone was talking at once.
“How many of them are...? Augh! Not another one!”
They were still coming. More and more of them.

A brilliant magic circle appeared in the sky, and an angel clutching a child
descended toward them.

Darkness spewed out of the gap between two buildings, and a devil appeared
in a sexy, far too revealing outfit.

In the distance, a dragon attacked. Above their heads were what looked like a
dragonewt mother and child.

A sudden puff of smoke nearby, and a ninja with a child appeared.
What now...?

“I’m sure they’re all mothers appearing in the tournament... They're all trying
to greet Mom, apparently. In that case...”

Mamako needed to greet them and settle down this mess. Right!

“Mom! Only way to stop this madness is if you—"

“Hey, Ma-kun! Mommy’s ears! See?! You can touch them!” Shove, shove.
“You’re still doing that?! This isn’t the time!”

Mamako remained in a fit of jealousy, oblivious to the swarm of mothers
around them.

He clearly had to handle this outburst of envy first. There was only one thing



to do.
Masato put his fingers on the lobes of Mamako’s ears and waggled them.
“Well, Ma-kun, what do you think?”
“Uh, sure, sure. They feel fine. Mom’s ears.” Waggle.
“That’s right! These are your mommy’s ears! Don’t ever forget them!”
“Yeah, yeah, | know. Feeling better now? Time we moved forward. Come on!”

“Oh, Ma-kun...you don’t understand how Mommy feels at all... But oh well. |
do have a tournament to enter!”

She still seemed a little disgruntled but, shaking such thoughts out of her
mind, broke into a run.

She was headed for the back of the tournament hall, the contestant’s
entrance. This was where the battles would unfold, where the mothers who
had attacked them on the road would lie in wait...

And Mamako came running up carrying a towering pile of boxes.

“Sorry to keep you all waiting! First... Everyone who wrote me a letter, if |
could just return the favor. My son, Ma-kun, discovered the most wonderful
treats! They’re just scrumptious!”

“Oh my! How polite! ...But wait... | thought | sent you a challenge?”

“Whatever the thoughts behind it, if someone sends you something, you must
thank them! That’s just good manners! Any mother would do the same.”

“And the way she slipped in a humblebrag about her son... There’s a mother
who has her priorities straight.”

“She’s already scored a point on all of us. But | won’t lose in the real fight!
Heh-heh-heh.”

All types of mothers gathered, accepting the treat boxes, chattering about
this and that...

But Masato had completely lost interest. He was deliberately looking in
another direction.



“Where mothers gather, children fear to tread. If | let myself get sucked into
that, I'll just regret it.”

These moments required children to abuse their status at full throttle, making
a great show of apathy.

Time to put his mind on other things.

“The mothers are inside the tournament hall. Now we just have to wait for
the matches to begin... What should we do next? As much as I'd love to relax in
the stands, we are volunteer staff... Anyone around to explain—er, infooorm us
about what work we should be doing?” Masato half joked.

“Ah yes. You rang?”
“Gah?!”

A mysterious nun appeared right next to Masato. “Where did you come
from?!” “l was following you closely, yet unobtrusively.” Shiraaase had raised
being calmly aggravating to an art form.

“In point of fact, | do have a job for you all. Additionally, since | am on the
executive committee and quite important, and you are all mere volunteer staff,
you have no right to refuse my orders.”

“Wow, way to abuse the system... So what do you want?”

“Masato, you join me in the tournament hall. The opening ceremony will
begin soon, and I'd like you to participate.”

“You need my help with that? Well, I’'m sure it’s just behind the scenes, so...

Fine. I'll do it. Let’s go.”
Masato started to walk away, but...
!H

“Maaaaaaaasaaaaaaaaaaatoooooooooo! You're gonna pay for this

...he could have sworn he’d heard Wise’s voice from somewhere, tinged with
fury.

His imagination? Probably. Yeah. Of course. Masato kept walking.
“Right, time to die... Spara la magia—"

“Hey?! No more magic punishments! Calm down!”



Masato hastily spun around and saw...

...Wise, clutching struggling beastkin children under each arm, looking
extreeeeemely pissed off.

Next to her was Medhi, holding a thrashing mermaid child in her arms, with a
fairy child on her head trying to pull her headband off, looking extreeeeemely
stone-faced.

And behind the two of them was Porta, cradled like a doll in the arms of a
little-girl giant, looking more like she was the one being babysat, her smile
growing ever more strained.

“Masato! You know perfectly well we’re in trouble, and you’ve been ignoring
it as hard as you can!”

“You feared if you tried to help at all, you’d get sucked in, so you ran as far
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from day care duties as you could, abandoning your friends
“Er, um... I'd really appreciate some help, too...”

“Sorry! Really sorry! | was only thinking of myself, and | feel very bad about
it!”

He was an awful person.

“Look, seriously, | really, really, REALLY can’t deal with kids!” Wise yelled. “So
stop apologizing and go get someone to help us! NOW! Or | will chain cast you

to death two thousand times in a row!”

“If you feel even the slightest tinge of genuine contrition, it is your
responsibility, your duty to improve this situation as soon as humanly possible,”
Medhi growled. “If you do not, | have no idea what form my vengeance upon
you will take, so | leave that to your wildest imaginings.”

“Masato... Please...” Porta sobbed. “Please help us...”

“R-right! Got it! Leave it to me! I'll find a way to save you! By immediately
tossing this problem to Shiraaase, with her executive committee privileges!”

“Hmm... It seems the children are rather fond of you. An excellent
opportunity to improve your maternal skills... Wise, Medhi, Porta, | leave these
children to you.”
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Shiraaase was the most awful person of all.

Let us lower the curtain before this decision can be overturned.
But first...

“Shiraaase’s orders, so there’s nothing | could do... It’'s not my fault... Please
understand... | genuinely wanted to save you guys! Believe me...!”

Muttering excuses, Masato finished his business and left the staff bathroom.
And found her waiting for him in the hall.

“Mm? Uh, Mom?”

At a glance, he addressed her as such, but...

The woman standing there was wearing a black dress.

She was exactly Mamako’s height. Her face looked exactly like Mamako’s, too,
albeit with a much darker expression.

But it wasn’t Mamako.

III

“Oh, sorry... | didn’t mean...!” he spluttered, correcting himself. Then he

asked, “Uh, um... This area is for staff and contestants only, so...are you in the
tournament?”

The lady in black said nothing. She merely raised a hand.
She touched Masato’s hair, straightening it out...and then left without a word.
“Wh-what the...? ...Geez, she looked waaaay too much like Mom...”

He stood staring after her for a moment, then said, “Oh, crap, the ceremony’s
starting!” He had other priorities. He’d have to think about this later.

The World Matriarchal Arts Tournament main hall, where the chosen mothers
would do battle.

At the center of the hall, surrounded by stands, was a rectangular stage with
the same kind of wood floors a typical house might have.



Between the stands and the stage was a kid’s area, where children could run
around and play. This way, the mothers battling onstage could keep an eye on
their kids whenever they felt the need, and the children’s cheers would reach
their ears. It was a layout designed to benefit mothers and children alike. And
the childcare staff were always on hand for peace of mind.

Said childcare staff was, of course, the three girls, still mobbed by children.

“Argh! Sure, we might be able to see the matches from the best seats in the

IH

house, but I'm still pissed

“And we have to look after strangers’ children in full view of the public... |
can’t imagine a harsher trial...”

“Wh-whoa... The whole crowd’s staring at us...”

This was a tournament for mothers. Mothers made up a hefty percentage of
the crowd. Stern gazes were permanently fixed on Wise, Medhi, and Porta. The
girls’ battle had already begun.

In the stands was an announcers’ booth, and seated inside...were Masato and
Shiraaase.

“Um, Shiraaase... Why am | here?”

“To assist with the opening ceremony. Additionally, you will be providing
commentary and play-by-play coverage.”

“That’s a