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Chapter 1
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Somewhere in the vast infinite cosmos, as a pale blue marble, filled with a strange species, known as humans, orbit it’s sun. Within the land masses of the planet sits an island filled, with a hundred million people, an island that had been given the moniker of the “Land of the Rising Sun”. It is here we find a boy right on the cusp of adulthood, also known as a teenager, making his way home. His name was Sato Ren, and his day was not a good one.

From that very morning, when his alarm failed to go off, to the unfortunate fact that there was no quick food in the cupboards. Not even a simple piece of toast. Just as he was resolving himself to go hungry until lunch, the worst part of his morning occurred, his mother returned, and she was not happy, seeing her darling baby boy was late for school. Now at this point Ren could possibly have made it to his class on time, if he had run, but his mother, began to lay into him about being lazy, and that he would need to work harder to make sure nothing like this would happen, even mentioning that she was disappointed that her son was lazy . As she prattled on, Ren just stood there taking in the chastisement, wanting to mention he might make it on time, but thought better of it knowing it would only make her lecture worse. After, an almost impressive ten minutes, she finally ran out of steam before looking her son up and down, “GO, your going to be late.”

Ren just gawked at his mother, biting his tongue before heading out, with a burning frustration, as grumbled his way to school.

Now while that was not a particularly good morning, the day could have gotten better for Ren. Maybe being a little late, to his first class, but overall just a bad morning. No, you see a bad day could be a single large bad event, ruining the rest, or a multitude of small things adding up throughout the day. Unfortunately, for Ren, this was a little of both, and it was when he realized he had forgotten his umbrella, that he knew it was not going to get any better. Especially when the sky opened drenching him quite thoroughly. 

When he arrived at his destination he could hear, a squelching sound with every footstep. Even when he switched to his school slippers, his wet feet would squeak ever so slightly.

At around noon, Ren had gotten used to the feeling of being wet, his teacher even being nice enough to give him a towel. In fact, he would have said the day was actually looking up at this point. Then he was absolutely blinded. The boy he would have called his best friend, since elementary school, that morning had started dating the girl he had been in love with for the past year. Ren was in such disbelief that he pulled his friend aside to clear up the matter, desperately hoping it was some kind of misunderstanding.

He had sneered at Ren, looking down his nose in distaste, “You snooze, you lose.” It was the vindictive gleam in his former best friend's eye that Ren knew their friendship was truly over. Ren even wondered if they had ever really been friends at all, as he began to question all his relationships. Thus turning the entire day from one that would be forgotten in a matter of days, to one that would haunt him for years to come. Truly, an awful day.

Ren just wanted the day to end, counting down the seconds, constantly watching the clock as it appeared to tick slower, with every tock. He ignored everyone, as his other friends came to talk to him. He was in no mood to discuss his former friend’s betrayal, pushing them all away, and ignoring them. He knew he was being an ass, but didn’t care. He didn’t want to be here anymore, he just wanted to be anywhere else. Then both too soon and too late the school day ended.

Ren changed back into his soaked shoes and made the long walk back home. Throughout his journey home he found his mind wandering to some of his favorite fantasy novels, trying to not think about the day. He began to wonder what it would be like to be a true protagonist. Taken to another world, to defeat a demon king or one where he would rescue fair maidens from vile villains. 

He let out a self-deprecating chuckle at the thought, knowing nothing like that could ever come to pass. Magic wasn’t real, and it didn’t matter how remarkably similar his day had been to the opening of those tales. He wouldn’t just be whisked away to a magical world, and dwelling on the idea would not help him, but it was something to distract his mind from the terrible day.

It was about that time that out of the corner of his eye, Ren noticed something rather odd. A little girl, playing with a rather vibrant blue and green ball. He blinked in shock, knowing just how many stories started in this exact way. He let out a chuckle, as it appeared that his imagination had drawn the scene for him. He watched the little girl thinking, If this were the beginning of an isekai story she would lose control of the ball and follow it into the street. As if on queue, the child tossed her ball high into the air where it landed oddly, causing it to bounce directly towards the street, which the girl promptly ran after, only focusing on the ball.

All of his instincts screamed at him to save the little girl from the oncoming traffic, except for one very important factor that stopped him, there was no traffic at all. He had only taken a single step towards the girl before realizing this and stopped and shook his head feeling like an idiot. The girl on the other hand appeared to be confused when she reached her ball looking left and right like she was waiting for something, and they were late. Ren, thought it was his imagination playing tricks on him when he saw this. Even chuckling to himself at the idea, Maybe she’s waiting for the truck too. 

The entire cliched scenario fascinated Ren, as he never expected to see a near-exact recreation of a classic isekai trope. It was oddly surreal to him, seeing it all play out. He was still contemplating the entire scene when a loud air horn sounded from nowhere. Causing the child to drop her ball, and cry, in the middle of the street. She didn’t even notice the bright pair of headlights appear almost if by magic right behind her.

By the time ren registered what he was seeing, he was already moving towards the girl, moving faster than he ever thought possible, like the truck itself was pulling him in. Just as the girl was to be hit Ren reached her, and shoved her to safety. He had just enough time to notice that there was no fear or even tears. There was only, what he thought was, relief. With no time to dwell, Ren only had time for a single thought. Oh, hey it's Truck-Kun.



——
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Sitting just a bit down the  from an intersection where a boy had been struck by a moving vehicle, ending any dreams he may have had, or perhaps putting an end to a truly atrocious day. Sits the aforementioned semi-truck, sitting idly on the side of the street, engine rumbling and seemingly completely ignored by the people around them. Now it may have been the fact that’s no one actually witnessed the boy’s actions, thus no one was yet running up to the massive vehicle, demanding explanations. It could have also been that there was no evidence of blood or damage where the boy was hit, in-fact if one were to look at the spot the boy had been they would actually find absolutely nothing. Thus, the people just passed by the truck in silence only, remarking on the size of the vehicle, as semi-trucks like this were fairly rare on their island, and more associated with the gaijin or foreigners.

Strangely it was actually the little girl, standing looking up at the truck that people seemed to be drawn to, curious as to why she seemed so annoyed at the truck, more specifically the passenger door. She stood there with her little arms crossed, and her foot tapping, waiting. With a click, the door opened, and the girl climbed into the truck.

Inside the cabin was a rather ordinary interior, containing a basic set of seats, dashboard, and even a set of bunks in the back, the man having recently expanded the living area, it was all rather tidy. Except for the front area, while clean, just a bit jumbled with personal knickknacks, and paperwork, loosely filed. Exactly, what you would expect from a professional, and the man behind the wheel was, if nothing else, a professional. 

Clambering into her spot, the little girl grabbed her seatbelt and properly fastened it across her body. Despite her size, the belt seemed to magically adjust to fit. 

“You were late, Del.” A phrase, spoken, with all the seriousness, and annoyance a small child could muster. 

It would have been cute if it wasn’t directed at Del himself. He knew he had almost missed their carefully orchestrated plan, but seeing as he did make it, Del felt compelled to defend himself, though half-heartedly. “We got him didn’t we, Ge?”

Rolling her eyes, the little girl Ge let out a sigh, “At least he passed the test.”

Del perked up at the change of subject, “Yeah, gonna be a Hero, that one.”

“Why were you late?” Ge asked, making Del look away with his face slightly red.

He was rather embarrassed, by the reason. So, in the hopes she would allow the issue to drop, he stared straight ahead without responding.

Noticing this, she narrowed her little eyes, “You got lost again, didn't you?” 

Del flinched. She had hit the nail right on the head. He let out a long sigh and explained, “Look. These Japanese streets are fucking weird.”

Ge rolled her eyes and offered a perfectible reasonable solution. “Just use a GPS.”

It was Del’s turn to roll his eyes, “I did, but driving through gates causes the damn thing to lose my position. It's annoying since it’s constantly recalculating.” 

“Let's just deliver the Hero.” She huffed.

“Don't get your britches twisted, we're going.” The engine went from a growling idle to an intimidating roar, as it began to move, through a gate that both never existed, and had always been. Onto a highway between worlds. With two words plastered along the sides and back of the truck, advertising their very particular service: “Hero Delivery”
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Chapter 2
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There, in a room, where students study, somewhere on a little blue sphere floating through space, where a man went to work drawing on a floor. Of course, Del prepared the space beforehand, stacking the desks to the side, and created the perfect area to create. Though he was unsure if the blackboard, with the instructor's notes, would somehow interfere with the overall design. He didn’t expect it to, but he had seen stranger things interfere. He had considered it for a long time before, finally deciding against, erasing it. After all, Del was a professional, and it would not do to erase another's work. A matter of professional courtesy. 

Del had been at this work since the early hours of the morning. His painter’s whites were completely covered in pigments from all across the spectrum, some humans couldn’t even see, and all his tools were strewn about, all around him, yet not a single one touching his work as if carefully placed. Now, these tools were not the ordinary tools you’d see a painter use, they were actually quite strange, and defied their own appearances. In fact, one of the tools looked to be an ordinary rope with one end anchored in place, with a paintbrush tied to the end, something one might use to create a perfect circle, and yet it created so much more. When Del pulled the line taught and began creating a circle, the seemingly simple rope, deposited paint in seemingly random points, across multiple dimensions. And this one was only one of these interesting tools he had been using throughout the night.

When the sun crested the horizon, and the sky changed colors, Del, could feel the hours of backbreaking effort, as his design became fully realized across the classroom. It was an extensive collection of geometrical shapes, mainly circles, in all the colors of the rainbow, and some that have not been seen on a rainbow for a millennia, in fact, some could only be seen with special tools or lenses. It was all quite fascinating, and some would say beautiful, though due to the nature of the painting, an observer may go a bit cross-eyed as they stared into, the near-infinite fractals contained within the design. Del had just a few more tweaks to the design before he was done, but even that could take a while. With his head down, he didn't notice the girl open the door. 

Inoue Himiko had arrived at school early in the morning, wanting some time alone where she could think and relax, her mom being on her case about her grades. She normally liked the quiet stillness of school in the morning when no one was there yet, it was just the right amount of spooky. So when she opened the door to her homeroom she was surprised to find a man already inside, brushing paint across the linoleum tiles, by the light of the rising sun. She was stunned, not only by the strange scene but by the patterns all across the floor, the morning light bouncing all around. Magical. Was the only word that she could think to describe it, as her eyes trailed the design. Almost subconsciously she pulled out her phone with the cute little case she had purchased the week before that had, what she would describe, as the most charming illustration of a feline wearing a witches cap, and took a photo.

“Excuse me. What are you doing?” She asked a fairly innocuous question, in fear if she asked what she really wanted to know the illusion would be destroyed. 

Del, paused as he forced himself to not react to the girl's presence, as it might damage his work, though he nearly jumped in shock. He didn’t look up or acknowledge Himiko for a long moment. It was when he started to paint again that Himiko started to wonder if he would even answer. 

“Making a magic circle.” He replied simply.

“Oh.” He answered it so simply, that she couldn’t help but believe it just for a moment, at the very least he thought it was real. She found her mind drifting off on fantasies of magic, “Is it going to work?” She asked curiously how the man would reply.

“It will.” There was such surety in the statement, that she could half believe it could all be real, not to mention the actual design itself, leading credence to his claim, with every line, curve, and impossible color. But, Himiko was under no illusion it was actually magic, she wasn’t a child to believe in such things. Though she didn’t have anything else to do this morning and she wanted to revel in the idea, “What's it supposed to do?” 

“Summon Heroes to another world.” He responded dryly.

She had no idea if the man was simply humoring her, or not but he wasn’t telling her to go away or being dismissive. She could help but wonder what would she become if something like that happened to her. Would she be a savior of mankind, fight corrupt nobles, possibly retire from it all and open up, an adorable little shop, with an apprentice or two. She smiled, “Sounds fun.”

For the first time since she walked in Del paused, seeming to contemplate Himiko’s words for more than a second before answering. “Sometimes. Other times, it ends in a nightmare.”

Despite his ominous words, she held her smile, “Well, I hope it’s fun.”

“Me too.” He turned to regard the girl for the first time, and couldn’t stop himself from returning her grin. “You in this class?”

She tore herself away from the drawing and looked at the man creating this masterpiece, only to find quite the ordinary person, wearing a paint-covered uniform. She felt the illusion she had been building up in her mind shatter, seeing it was just a normal man. Probably, hired by the teacher to create something for class, she thought. Then she finally realized she had been conversing with a strange man, in the dark hours of the morning alone. Now a little more nervous about the entire situation she cautiously answered, “Yeah.”

With a snort, Del stood, causing Himiko to jump in surprise, as he began stretching out his aching back. Mumbling to himself about a big order.  It was such an ordinary thing to do, despite all of this talk of magic, that Himiko couldn’t help but laugh.

“Well, if you want to find out, come to class next period.” With the way everything was shaping up she was more excited for class than she had been in years. Not for a moment did she truly believe that his sketch was real, but it could be a fun class. I wonder if we’re going over a light novel or something? 

For his part, Del was busing himself with cleaning up his tools, strewn all about the room, careful not to touch any of the drying paint. It wouldn’t do to leave anything behind that could interfere with the circle.

“So. Are you a summoner, or something?” She was not quite ready to let go of the fantasy, and she wanted a little bit of a sneak peek of what the class would be like.

“Something, like that.” It had never been put to him like that, but bizarrely, she was correct.

With his, seemingly extensive knowledge of the trope, one would have to be to make such bold claims, she decided to inquire about something that had always wondered about. “Why is it always kids from Japan?”

Without missing a beat, he answered, as though he was waiting for that exact question, “They tend to be more open to this stuff. I think it's all the books and manga, with similar themes. So it’s not necessarily always Japanese kids. It’s just they put the idea to paper more.”

That was most certainly not the response she was expecting. Honestly, she had hoped for a more in-depth explanation. It was thanks to that disappointing explanation that she finally noticed his uniform, with the words “Hero Delivery” emblazoned across the back. An odd name for a painting company for sure, but it was his nametag reading “Delivery Man” that made her wonder if he was really here at the behest of the instructor. The more she thought about it the more she realized how strange it was for a man to be creating a so-called, magic circle in the early hours of the morning, and with no light. She narrowed her eyes. “Why are you really here?”

With a pause, the man pointed toward his work, “Magic circle.” After, as he saw it, adequately answering her question, for the second time, he finished packing all his equipment and started to move the desks back to their former positions.

His non-answer was enough proof for her to confirm that he wasn’t supposed to be there. “You really shouldn't vandalize the classroom like this. Although I admit, it is impressive.” 

“Yeah, but I got a big order.”

She was in utter disbelief that he wasn’t even going to attempt to deny that this was nothing, but pure vandalism. It was quite disappointing that there wasn’t some magical class coming up in the day, so she was a little bitter when she offered him an out, “Look if you just clean this up you won't get in trouble.”

Hearing her concern and bitterness, Del could only smile, “It’s alright.” 

His forthright unconcern for trouble, made her recognize, that she might not be considered blameless for defacing school property, “You know what. I'm not going to say anything, but you're covered in paint. I don't think you’ll get away with this.” She said as she hastily backed out of the room. Del watched amused she slowly backed out of the room, and deeper into the building.

The day moved forward, and students began to appear one by one, each one of them expecting a basic boring day. Himiko’s curiosity getting the better of her common sense, she found herself entering her morning class like normal, not surprised to find the drawing still on the floor. No, what truly struck her as bizarre, was that not a single individual said anything about it. As though they couldn’t see it. It was a conclusion she had come to after no one even looked down at the ground. Indeed, they seemed to be avoiding the ground entirely.

She on the other hand, found her eyes constantly drifting down unable to look away, just like earlier that morning. It drew her in begging her to understand it, tugging at the back of her soul, whispering secrets that she could almost hear.

While occupied with the murmurs of the arcane, the teacher noticing the time, causally walked over and closed the door to the room. With the exit sealed the lines began to radiate a myriad of colors. 

As luck would have it, Himiko looked up just in time to notice a familiar man, right outside the classroom door. He was waving goodbye to her. It was at this exact moment that she truly began to believe in magic.

She had one final thought before the light engulfed her, Adventure awaits.



——
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On the other side of the door, Del and Ge, both covered in a various array of colors, stood watching the student's departure from this world, the only witness to their send-off. Ge noticed the teacher, had sadly gotten swept up along with the student,  but on the bright side a group so large, and with so many children, they needed to have adult supervision after all. She tried to reason with herself.

Like many jobs before, an emptiness permeated the area unnatural, and wrong. Like the world itself was looking for a missing peace. No matter how many times Ge saw it, she couldn’t help but feel as though a piece of herself went with them. A heavy sigh escaped her lips, as the second aura of light radiated from the adjacent classroom. In fact, it was the room she had been working on throughout the night. She had learned that this wrongness, would linger down this hall for years to come. No one truly knew what that feeling was or why. Yet stories will be created, and new hauntings imagined, passed down through the student body as legends. Something Del had explained during their first group summoning.

She pulled her mind away from the feeling of loss inside her, “You know that was the wrong room, right?”

“Yeah,” Del answered simply, his smile fading, as he lowered his hands, no longer having anyone left to wave to.

Seeing his reaction, instead of teasing him, she asked, “When did you figure it out?

He actually had to think back to when he noticed something was off, thinking back to when they first arrived, and he kept jumping back between the two rooms, both felt right. Since he didn’t know for sure, Del thought it would be a great opportunity for Ge to get some much-needed hands-on experience with arcane lore. He had been sure though his room was the target, that was until the girl stepped in that he realized his mistake. “When I was ninety percent done with the circle and the girl walked in.”

“Why didn’t you stop?” She asked unable to hide the bitterness, and accusation in her tone. 

“I was almost done.” 

She narrowed her eyes holding back a retort, taking a deep breath. She thought that couldn’t be all there was to it. “You know they’re going to be pissed.” She pointed out, “Nowhere did it mention two classes worth of Heroes.”

Watching for some kind of reaction,  in fact, he looked entirely amused, “Don't worry, they’ll still get their original class. I’ll make it a two-for-one deal.”

“That's not how it works.” She snapped only to feel foolish, not really knowing if that was how it worked. She felt all over the place, wanting to yell at him. Demand to know why he didn’t stop the other circle, too scared to ask what would have happened if he didn’t. Instead, she asked, “What are they going to do with so many?” 

Del shrugged. “Back-ups?”

Ge couldn’t believe how flippant he was being. Shouting, “That's horrible!”

“Look it's their order, and they wanted a whole class.” He began, only to catch the fire in Ge’s eyes. With a great effort of will he continued, speaking fast, “And with a second circle almost complete there wasn’t time to remove it, who knows what would have happened if we tried, and who knows, maybe more heroes will survive if we send more. They would have more people to rely on.” His voice was a few octaves higher by the end. 

She felt herself deflate, knowing he was right. It didn’t make the situation easier to swallow. At least they would have allies. She thought, remembering the ones who were left alone. She could only hope that an entire class could thrive in their new world. Anger still bubbling, she tore her gaze away, knowing there wasn’t anything she could do, rankled her, so she tried changing the subject,  “We really need to go somewhere else. The Japanese people don’t need more of their kids disappearing on them.”

Thankful for the change of subject, Del realized they had taken a few too many from the same country, even though he would admit it was getting a bit excessive. “You’re right, but what can I say, they love these Japanese teens.” It only took a moment for Del to realize what he had just uttered, and frowned. “That doesn't sound right.”

Caught completely off guard, Ge let out an involuntary snort. “No, it does not.” And with that the two left, leaving only silence behind.
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On an island, floating on a spinning blue sphere sits a park surrounded by millions of people, going about their daily lives, and what a wonderful day it was. One such individual strolling through the park was Donald. He breathed deep, just enjoying being able to walk again, and the weather was just perfect for it. With the winter giving way to spring, when the air was just right, for an older gentleman such as himself. He had only recently been given the all-clear by his doctor, after his much-needed hip replacement. As a matter of fact, his doctor was actually encouraging the exercise now that he was recovered enough, saying it would help him recover, and to just not overdo it.

Yes, this was the perfect day for an old codger like him, to get off his butt, and take a nice long walk. Though he was currently finding himself regretting this course of action, he had been quite ambitious when he set out for the park, but now he could feel a deep soreness in his new hip and legs. He had forgotten his age again, and pair that with his latest inactivity, he was already exhausted. Thus he found himself sitting on one of the many benches scattered throughout the park, watching the people go about their day.

There once was a time, when a simple jaunt through the park was uncomplicated. Now it was all his body could do. I wonder sometimes if I had taken better care of myself when I was younger would it be like this? Thinking about his days when he was much more ambulatory and in better health.

Oh, Donald had actually taken decent care of himself eating regular meals, even indulging in a few savory snacks, but all in all relatively healthy diet. All the while staying away from anything harder than a beer, and thanks to his mother he never touched a cigarette. Though when they were officially labeled a health hazard, she became unbelievably smug about it. 

No, his problems stemmed from a much less obvious source. Not to say he was lazy, but as he grew older things slowly became more difficult. It started simple enough when he landed an office job and just wanted to relax after work. Slowly, life became busy, for himself and his friends. Making it harder to find a reason to get up off the couch. Now he was old with a new hip, and all the time in the world since his retirement. Though, most of his time was now included doctors in some way shape or form.

With nothing else to do, he watched the other people that bustled around the park on this fine day. He caught sight of a yoga class in the field far across from himself. He thought about going over and inquiring about joining, but Donald was just too exhausted from his short tour. His imagination ran wild and couldn’t help but imagine himself trying some of the poses the group was doing and could only let out a laugh. I would probably break my hip all over again if I tried some of those poses.

With no one but himself to blame he let out a long and tired sigh.

"Hello, mind if I sit? It's been a long day." A tired voice called out. 

Donald looked up to see a man in his early thirties, with a rough five o’clock shadow, in grease cover overalls, drenched in sweat. Donald thought the man was about to collapse, he couldn’t help but feel for the man, notably for the fact he had taken a seat for a similar reason. He smiled, “Go right ahead, young man."

“Thanks.” He practically collapsed into the bench, nearly jolting Donald off the bench. Startling him into laughter at the absurdity.

“What's got you all tired out?” Donald asked, curious about what put the man in such a state.



With a deep inhale of breath the man answered, sounding exhausted, “Just my job. They got me running ragged. The multi-verse is a complete shit-show right now, and for some reason, they just love people from Earth.”

That was such an unexpected answer, Donald could only blink and wonder, Multiverse? As in multiple universes? He stared at the man in moist overalls, trying to understand, why he was talking about such a concept when an idea hit him. “Ah, you’re a writer, aren't you?”

The man belted out a laugh finding the idea, rather hilarious. Though, he did give the idea some thought before, “I guess you could say that.”

“Well, I always liked the stories with adventure,” Donald answered sagely.

Taken aback, by his answer, the man sat up and said confused, “That's all of them.” 

Donald kept a straight face for as long as he could before breaking into a wide grin, “Right you are.” Of course, Donald knew it was nonsensical, but some of the best conversations began that way, and this was shaping up to be interesting, at the very least.

The man in soggy denim looked the senior up and down, “So, what do you do?”

"Oh, I'm just an old man. I go on walks and watch people. Sometimes I take a water aerobics class. It's nice to move, keep the joints limber, and interact with people." He really did enjoy the aquarobics class, it was a great way for him to get out and socialize. But, since the surgery, he hadn’t been able to attend, due to the possibility of infection.

“Scope out the honeys?” The man asked, giving Donald a rather suggestive eyebrow wiggle.

The man’s antics brought about a belly laugh from Donald, “That too. Though, at my age, you have to worry about breaking the hips.”

The man grimaced, at the image, “I don’t think I wanted to hear that." 

Donald found he was right. This conversation was quite entertaining.

Visibly shaking himself, the man amended his original question, “So, what did you do?"

"Oh, a little of this and that. I was an accountant, but I always liked to paint. I still do from time to time." He said wistfully.

"Any good?"

"Terrible."

Caught by surprise the younger man let out an involuntary snort.

“Didn't expect that, did you?” 

"Not at all."  Del was wholly enjoying his little break from work. Only to be rudely interrupted by the buzzing of his phone, something he was trying out, and after this fiasco of a promotion he, now sorely regrets. The notifications had been running him ragged, as they seemed to be non-stop. Regretfully, he let out a long tired sigh. “That's work. They always need a Hero."

Hearing this Donald gave a flirtatious wink, “I could be your Hero.” 

Del gave the man a once over before, nodding, “Maybe you could.” Del stood, “I’ll see you later."

“Good-Bye.” Donald was a bit disappointed to see the strange man leave, but he at least had an enjoyable time. What a nice young man. I wonder what he actually does. It sounds important, or maybe he just likes being the Hero.

With his conversation partner gone, and his fatigue reconciled, he found himself somewhat hungry. “I think I'll grab a slice of pizza.” Now he just needed to carefully consider where would be appropriate. There was a place right around the corner, it wasn’t the best pizza in the city, still good, and they always had fresh pie, not to mention they were cheap. 

Without much fanfare, Donald stood and made his way out of the park, and all the way to the crosswalk, the 'do not cross' light lit. Surprisingly, there was no traffic on the road, to the point he contemplated just traversing the intersection. In the end, he decided to push the button and wait for the light to change.

The light turned, and he looked both ways. Seeing no cars, he began to cross. He made it only halfway before hearing the loud, honking wail of a semi-truck. This was in fact shocking as he knew for a fact there was nothing there just a moment ago.

I just wanted some pizza.



——
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Inside the cabin of a semi-truck, driving through a road a path between worlds, in a bubble of its own reality, sits a man and a woman. The interior was quite clean, yet slightly cluttered. Looking in the back of the cabin, one would see the evidence of life but the front was much more sparse. Sitting behind the wheel was a soggy man in greasy overalls named Del, while the woman, Ge, wore a blue jumpsuit with the upper portion zipped down, showing a dark tank top. 

Ever since they had taken the old man Ge was feeling conflicted. She had witnessed the entire interaction Del had with the man and didn’t know what to think. Eventually, she said, “I’m going, to be honest here. I don’t know if that was kind, or cruel.”

Del didn’t have an answer for her. At least, not one he knew would placate her.  He never really knew what would happen, to the Heroes. Sometimes it was a blessing, others it was not. He shrugged, “They wanted a reincarnator, and the old man was cool.” He added the last bit at the end, as an attempt to explain himself.

His answer did nothing to placate her, “Yes, but we don't know how he'll be treated.”

“We never know that. If he's smart and lucky, he'll grow and have another good life. This time with magic.”

“And if he's dumb, reveals himself? Or if demons get him, or slavers?” Ge’s voice rose with every scenario she named, “and life can be quite brutal for someone just born into a new world.”

Knowing she was right Del’s shoulder drooped. He would wish the man the best of luck but he couldn’t control any of it. But he could see the wariness the man carried around with him, and the lust for adventure in his eyes when he spoke, despite the man playing it off as a joke. Del let out a long sigh, as he tried to explain “Look, I wanted to give him a chance.” He could feel her eyes boring into him, and he wasn’t always the best at explaining his feelings. Thinking fast he quickly changed the subject, “How long are you going to be hitching along, anyway?”

“What? don't enjoy my company?” Ge asked as a big smile crawled across her face, hearing the familiar question. Once it used to cause her anxiety every time he asked, now it was almost a term of endearment.

“You’re a pain in my ass is what you are.” The same answer he always gave, and always with a small smile, on his lips.

Leaning forward teasingly she asked, “So, is that a no?”

Rolling his eyes, Del ignored her keeping his attention on the way between worlds. It would come as no surprise that traversing realities could become quite, chaotic, so it was paramount that he pay attention. Though he only followed that rule when he felt like it, he would admit.

With the cabin falling into a companionable silence, a question began to gnaw at Ge. Due to the nature of their work, she had been reading stories of people transferred to another world or better known as isekai, and she was shocked how many, especially the Japanese ones, had a truck as the instigator. With nothing else to distract her, she asked, “So, are you responsible for all the summoned Heroes?”

“Not all of them, but plenty of them.” He answered casually, after all, it wasn’t like it was a secret, heck he even advertised. Though he was thinking of taking a break after this rush of orders.

“Is it always from Earth?” In her mind, it would be strange to only take from a single planet, but they had been taking from Earth for what felt like years. 

“The most popular Heroes tend to be. But I get a few requests for people from other worlds too. Usually, they ask for someone who has something their world needs.” 

There were a lot of interesting places she had seen traveling with the man, and yet there was one she had never seen, “Ever grab someone from a high-tech world?” 

Her question caught him off guard since he was expecting her to ask about a magic world or what a Hero could give a planet. “Yeah, actually, they are big with transmigrator worlds. You know the martial arts ones where they’re always chasing after immortality. What were they called.” He scratched his head trying to remember what they were called, 

“Wuxia and Xiania.” She answered as it was one of the more varied genres she had been reading. She had been impressed by the near-daily uploads by so many authors, and the incredible amount of chapters per series, some numbering in the thousands.

“That’s it!” He confirmed, excited. “Those worlds love them.”

“Why?” It made no sense to her that a world of martial arts would prefer to have people from high-tech worlds.

Sadly, the man’s answer was entirely disappointing. “No idea.”

With that, the cabin grew quiet, as Del drove, and Ge watched the unreality outside, for a time before thinking back to the old man. “Where to next?”

Grabbing a plain wooden clipboard from the side of his chair, Del looked over the paperwork, “Delivery to a god of art.”

“What kind of world?”

Lifting the paper he scanned it looking for the world itself, "Looks like a magic one."

"Think he'll like it?" 

"He did say he liked stories with adventure."
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Chapter 4
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Somewhere, in a memory, a place between one thought and the next, two boys talked on a hill, the perfect spot to see the city twinkling in the twilight. 

Liam was the first to turn away, “What would you do?”

“Conquer the world. How hard could that be?” Elijah answered confidently. Liam looked on with a small smile at his friend, staring out at the world below. He knew Elijah would go on to great things, his eyes always far in the distance. He just hoped he could be there with him.

But Liam couldn’t help but tease, “Wow, such lofty ambitions.” Sarcasm thick in his words, he then stood. “Are you going to have them call you my Lord, and all that?” Liam turned in a mock bow towards Elijah, “My Lord.”

Without a shred of mockery, Elijah gracefully excepted the supplication as a rightful ruler should before, and both boys fell into a fit of giggles. “Nah. I think I'll just be called Emperor God-King. That will be enough.”

“I see you would remain completely humble.”

A short fantasy, but one all the more significant to Liam, after all, it was the last time he ever spoke with Elijah. Now he stood among a crowd of mourners, staring in shock as the casket containing his best friend Elijah, was lowered bit by bit down into the Earth. Even now he still expected, Elijah to open the top and say it was a prank, or that it was someone else that day, but as the coffin sunk deeper, the reality tried to set in. 

His mind kept going back, That was a good day. If I knew what would happen later, I wonder if I would have done anything differently? It was a passing thought, but he knew the truth. “Nah. It was a perfect day.” Tears dripped down Liam’s face, as all at once he broke, as everything finally became real. “A fucking truck!? How could you die from a truck!?” Wailing at the injustice of it all, at the idiocy of walking in the way of a semi of all things. All around the people watched him, scream and shout, their hearts breaking all over again.

Falling to his knees, all energy drained from Liam’s body, as his eyes lifelessly looked down into the hole. It wasn’t until his mother pulled him into a hug, that he could finally look away, as he hid in his mother's arms, sobbing. He didn't understand. How could he be gone?



——
[image: image]


Standing just out of sight, in a place just out the corner of your eye, Del stood, listening as a child screamed at the heavens for a boy that was lost to him. Despite the heart-wrenching cries Del never once took his eyes off the box that contained a body too mangled to truly be recognized, in fact, he was only able to be identified due to the fact that his friend was standing right next to him when it happened. That, and the security tapes from the bistro across from the accident. 

Ge on the other hand felt tears welling up, as she looked back and forth from the boy to the one in the coffin. She had joined Del on so many deliveries she had lost count, but this was the first time they had come back. She had never truly seen the devastation left behind when they took the children. Sure she knew it academically but to see it in person was an entirely different experience, “Is it a cruel thing we do?” She asked almost too soft to be heard. A question she didn’t know if she wanted to be answered. 

Del continued to stare down into the Earth, he didn’t have a good answer but he did have one, “It's something that needs to be done.”

Ge heard his answer, she was in disbelief that it could be that cut and dry. So emotionless, not with being surrounded by the grief and anguish of those here. She hated it, “But what happens with those left behind?”

“They move on.” His words were cold and simple. Yet his eyes were soft and filled with compassion for Ge as he silently begged for her understanding.

“That’s a little cruel.” 

Once upon a time he was forced to face the realities of this job and had gone through his own crisis of faith in what he was doing. Was it cruel to take them? Yes. Was it necessary? Yes. Would it be much worse if they didn’t do this? Yes. He once faced all these questions and learned all the answers; the hard way. So it was with understanding, as he told her a hard truth he learned over his years on the job. “It is. Everyone has someone who mourns. There is no such thing as someone who is truly alone, only those who forget or are lost. Even then ripples are always there, sometimes in ways you could never imagine.”

Ge hated, this. She hated that it had to be like this. She wanted it to be different but didn’t know if it would be possible. “That was deep.” She said t

“Wasn't meant to be.” He said seriously.

Surrounded by grief and sadness, Ge could no longer stand not doing anything. “Why are we here?”

Gesturing out towards the people he answered, “To show you what happens after.” 

“...” Ge knew that she did, and yet she didn’t truly know until Del had spoken so plainly, she could only accept it for the truth.

Seeing her discomfort, he asked softly, “Are you lost?”

The words shook her to her very core, ever since she could remember she had been lost, wandering from one place to another, never truly knowing where she was going. Even now, she was just going with the flow, looking for something, anything. She felt she was right on the cusp of finding it with every job they did, but something was keeping her back.

She shook herself before turning towards Del, that's when she caught the guilty look on his face. “What?”

A long exhale, flew from his lips, for he knew he needed to tell her, “I may have also screwed up the delivery.”

“You got the wrong kid?” She asked in complete disbelief.

“No.”

“Then how'd you screw it up?”
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Time passed and the world continued to turn, and Liam found himself wandering in a haze, feeling more alone than he had ever felt. He didn’t know what to do with his best friend gone. They had always been together, since before either could remember and now, the world was lacking, for him missing. 

Since the funeral, Liam would find himself wandering to spots they would always meet, hoping to find something, only to find heartbreak waiting for him.

At one such spot, a place they used to just sit and watch the world go by, "I wonder. I wonder what he's doing in heaven?" Speaking his question to the world, when a silly thought came unbidden, forcing a laugh, “Bet he's trying to conquer it.”

“Why would he conquer heaven?”

Liam jumped at the strange woman’s voice. He felt his heart beating out of his chest as he turned to see an adult woman in jeans and a t-shirt look down at him, curiously. Who is this person and why is she talking to me?

He stared tung tied. Seeing his silence the woman asked again.“Why would someone want to conquer heaven? It’s already paradise.” The woman tilted her head thinking. “I mean, that’s the definition of heaven, isn’t it?”

While she was right, Liam knew his best friend the best, and he just wanted to talk about him. “My friend would. If God, with all his power, couldn't stop evil, then he must be evil himself.” Liam found himself repeating something he half-remembered his friend saying, though it never made much sense to him.

The woman raised an eyebrow. “That’s not good logic.”

“No, it was not.” He agreed knowing it made no sense, but it was something his friend would say. He found himself laughing, for the first time since Elijah died. It felt good.

“Maybe he's just getting the place ready.”  She said offhandedly drawing a confused stare from the boy.

“For what?”

The woman shrugged, with a knowing smile, “Who knows?”

“Lady, you make no sense.”

“Oh? I’m a lady, am I?” She asked, doing a little curtsy.

Seeing the strange woman playing along he couldn’t help but wonder. Is this lady flirting with me? At that thought, Liam stuttered as he responded. “This...This...I can't do this right now. I need to go.” Hurrying off, rushing towards his school, to get away from the strange woman.

Ge watched the boy with a bitter smile waving a farewell, shouting, “Goodbye. And good luck.”

Liam on the other hand only hurried away even faster, feeling both better and worse for the interaction. There was a confusing mixture of emotions twisting and turning through his mind. He was so lost that he forgot to look both ways before crossing the street.



——
[image: image]


Somewhere, far from the blue marble, a boy is being awoken by another boy.

“About damn time you got here.”

“Huh?”

“Were you going to make me conquer this whole world on my own?”

Drowsy and confused, Liam looked up in disbelief at the face of his best friend Elijah, not understanding how this was possible. After a second he decided he didn’t care. This was his friend and he was here, and more importantly, alive. Tears came unbidden down his face, and try as he might they wouldn’t stop.

Elijah held out his hand and picked up the sobbing Liam, “Come on, you cry, baby.”

“Hey, I’m just dealing with your dead ass.” His voice only cracked a little in response.

“Oh, I died? That explains a few things.”

Finally realizing what it meant for himself he asked, “Is this Heaven?” Liam asked as he slowly looked around, noticing he had been laying on a hill and his Elijah was standing looking out into the world, wearing what he could only describe as an adventurer’s outfit, leather armor, pauldron, and completing the look a shiny steel sword.

“If it is, Heaven is an isekai,” Elijah answered smiling and pulling his friend along behind him, off to their own adventure.
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Chapter 5
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In a place beyond, between the between of a gray-green world, five gods sit around a rather ornate table. This was an auspicious occasion as there had not been a full gathering of gods for this world in over a millennium. The last time a meeting like this occurred, had been due to a highly invasive species of ostrich, that had evolved a rather troublesome ability to turn invisible, which would not normally have been an issue but these birds had taken a liking to meat, and were highly territorial. Thankfully, they were not above cannibalism, and after a few territory disputes, the ones who could turn transparent were killed off and rather gruesomely eaten. Causing the last meeting to be a complete wash.

Sadly, this meeting was much more time-sensitive than the ostrich issue. Typhon, the god of monsters, sat with the appearance of a giant cat, containing fur and scales in equal measure. She was the one most incensed about the last meeting having voted for relocating the creature where it could grow, having already brought it up twice.

Prometheus, the god of humanity, sat across from Typhon, looking like a mortal human, except for his eyes, swirling with vast golden energy. He sat looking annoyed at Typhon as the two never got along, even before the incident with the birds. Their people always fighting each other, causing quite a bit of tension between the two.

Dionysus, a male humanoid god with barkskin, and purple wisteria-like flowers for
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